Sc ee HEATH 7 

es §=8READINGS ae 
in the 

oe LITERATURE Ee 

2 ENGLAND 7a 


> Beas fog eK ot bs 
fam «CROSS ANDGOODE [| 
E 7 
s - % 
y, ‘ i 
EP os Sine 
z= “fe " is = ng 
eae eee 
ip a " 
x 23 = 
ve 


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
in 2023 with funding from 
No Sponsor 


https://archive.org/details/owb_ W2-DUE-459 


HEATH READINGS IN 
THE LITERATURE 
OF ENGLAND 


| LOVACAMSAL TAA 
= TAUTARS TI aT 
(LAMA WO 


HEATH READINGS IN 
THE LITERATURE 
OF ENGLAND 


SELECTED AND EDITED BY 
TOM PEETE CROSS, Pu.D. 


PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH AND COMPARATIVE LITERATURE, AND 
CHAIRMAN OF THE DEPARTMENT OF GENERAL LITERATURE 
UNIVERSITY OF CHICAGO 


AND 


CLEMENT TYSON GOODE, Pu.D. 


BOSTWICK PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH 
UNIVERSITY OF RICHMOND 


VOLUME ONE 


ORIGINS TO 19TH CENTURY 


D. C. HEATH AND COMPANY 

BOSTON NEW YORK CHICAGO 

ATLANTA SAN FRANCISCO DALLAS 
LONDON 


2 ee eee 
a 


N\ i ; i » 
— (tA i, AA YORI AB 
wc Y Aas WOT 
~ 7 
t i DAT = 
(id’ See * 


YTISRS9IG 


Copyricut, 1927) 
By D. i a AY ) 


i ¥ ¥ Linh 


Way AQTAO 
Abs ATMAMITA. = 7 


PREFACE 


Heath's Readings is designed (1) to meet the needs of the student, or general 
reader, who desires an acquaintance with the greater masterpieces of British 
literature, and (2) to afford an adequate background for the undergraduate who 
wishes to specialize or ‘“‘major’’ in the subject of English. The works included 
therefore comprise not only poems and prose pieces that illustrate the historical 
development of the literature of England but those writings as well whose claims 
upon the student’s attention are justified not so much by their purely historical 
value as by their long-continued popularity or intrinsic merit. Particularly in 
the earlier periods, works of unusual literary excellence or human appeal have 
occasionally been substituted for documents which, though sometimes included 
in anthologies because of their historical value, seldom if ever arouse the enthu- 
siasm of the undergraduate or of the general reader. In making the selections, 
the editors have been constantly guided by accepted critical opinion, seconded 
by their own judgment, and by a sympathetic respect for the taste of the stu- 
dent who is to use the book. Although specimens of the drama and the novel 
have been omitted because of the limitations of space, lists of suggested readings 
in these types are given at the beginnings of the several larger divisions. 

The book aims to represent adequately, as far as is practicable, all the major 
types and authors, along with a sufficient number of minor writers to illustrate 
the continuity of literary history and the great diversity in subject matter and 
method of treatment. To this end the compilers have departed somewhat from 
the common practice in anthologies of excluding all literary works of the earlier 
period that were not actually written in Anglo-Saxon or in Middle English. .Too 
often the fact is overlooked that before the Renaissance some of the finest 
flowerings of literary genius in Britain found expression in languages other than 
English. During the centuries when English was regarded as a medium not suf- 
ficiently dignified for universal literary usage, Latin was the language of scholar- 
ship and religion as Anglo-Norman French was of chivalry and courtly society; 
hence it is in works composed in Latin or French that we must seek for the 
reflection of the most advanced culture of England during a considerable part of 
the Middle Ages. Moreover, before the close of the twelfth century there had 
appeared in Irish and in Cymric (Welsh), the ancient language of Britain, writ- 
ings of unexpected literary excellence that give us fascinating glimpses of the 
native foundations of British literary tradition and are indispensable to an ade- 
quate understanding of the history of British fiction, particularly Arthurian 
romance. In all selections mere fragments have been avoided, as usually being 
misleading and, in accordance with present methods of instruction, pedagogically 
unsound: In the few cases where it has been judged inadvisable to give a work 
entire, an effort has been made to choose a passage that is at once representative 
of the whole work and within itself possessed of artistic unity. 
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The work recognizes the conventional arrangement of material by periods, 
but it goes a step farther. It groups the special ages that are united by common 
interests into larger wholes that are themselves distinguished by more marked 
differences one from another. Within each age the works are classified according 
to types or forms. Within each type the examples are arranged as far as possible 
in order of time. Each selection is followed by a date. When placed at the left, 
as is done in all cases before the art of printing was introduced into England, 
the date indicates the time of composition; when placed at the right, it indicates 
the time of first publication. The abbreviation c. signifies ‘‘century’’; ca. stands 
for cerca, ‘about.’ 

The book is supplied with notes and other helps that should enable the stu- 
dent to obtain an adequate notion of English literary history without the aid of a 
manual. Similarly the mythological references are given fully enough to serve 
the general purposes of interpretation without a supplementary text on the sub- 
ject. Each general period is preceded by an introduction giving the main con- 
temporary currents of society and literature. Biographical sketches of the various 
authors represented, and brief critical notes indicating the historical and esthetic 
value of their works, are included. Because of their frequency, the merely glos- 
sarial notes in the Old and Middle periods are placed at the foot of the pages. 
Cross-references make possible the comparison of important themes and ideas 
as treated by various authors or in various periods. Prefixed to the readings is 
a Chronological Outline, which is intended to assist the student in placing the 
chief authors and works in relation to English political history and ‘to some of the 
great landmarks of continental and American history and literature. A literary 
map of England, especially prepared for the volume, has been included in the 
hope that its use may encourage a better acquaintance with the geographical 
conditions which have entered so largely into the making of our literature. 

The compilers are indebted to numerous predecessors for assistance in estab- 
lishing or elucidating the texts employed. The following list, arranged chrono- 
logically, gives the special editions or texts used in the instances of all the major 
writers: 


Malory, Temple Classics; Chaucer, Oxford; Spenser, Cambridge; Shakespeare, Oxford; 
Bacon, Works, 10 vols., London, 1824; Milton, Cambridge (Poetry) and Bohn’s Standard 
Library (Prose); Dryden, Cambridge; Pope, Cambridge; Johnson, Works, new Edition, 
6 vols., Philadelphia, 1825; Burns, Cambridge; Wordsworth, Oxford; Coleridge, Oxford; 
Byron, Oxford; Shelley, Oxford; Keats, Oxford; Carlyle, Essays, 7 vols., Chapman & Hall, 
London; Tennyson, Globe; Browning, Oxford (‘Epilogue to Asolando,” Globe); Arnold, 
Oxford (Poetry), and Essays, Macmillan (Prose); Ruskin, Works, 30 vols., Crowell. 


In all other cases the best available texts have been followed. In every instance 
the attempt has been to produce not merely a readable text but one of com- 
mendable accuracy. 

It is a pleasure to acknowledge obligations for many words of interest and 
encouragement and for a generous spirit of helpfulness: to Professor W. H. Vann 
of Baylor College; to Dr. Grace Landrum and Messrs. Dunning, Jones, and Hart 
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of the department of English in the University of Richmond; to Dr. H. R. 
Mellwaine and staff of the Virginia State Library; and to Mr. Edwin E. Wil- 
loughby of the Newberry Library, Chicago. 

Publishers and Authors who have kindly extended copyright privileges, else- 
where acknowledged specifically, are as follows: 


Ginn & Company; Oxford University Press; Open Court Publishing Company; Irish 
Texts Society; David Nutt; Jessie L. Weston; J. M. Dent & Sons; Chatto & Windus; 
The Maemillan Company; E. P. Dutton & Company; Charles Scribner’s Sons; Harper . 
and Brothers; The Modern Library, Inc.; Dodd, Mead & Company; John Murray; 
Doubleday, Page & Company; Frederick A. Stokes Company; Brentano’s; Sir William 
Watson; Rudyard Kipling; Sir Edmund Gosse; G. K. Chesterton; H. G. Wells; John 
Galsworthy. 
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CHRONOLOGICAL OUTLINE 


OF 


ENGLISH LITERATURE AND HISTORY 


Names of English sovereigns are printed in small capitals under the dates of their accession; events 


in foreign literature and history are in italics. 


OLD ENGLISH PERIOD 


A.D. 

428 First landing of Anglo-Saxon tribes in 
Britain 

563 Columba comes as missionary to Scot- 
land 

597 Augustine comes as missionary to Eng- 
land 


600 f Ca#dmon died ca. 680 
700 | Adamnan (ca. 625-709) 
664 Council of Whitby 
673 Venerable Bede born. Died 735 
700 f “Beowulf” (late 7th or early 8th c.) 
800 | Cedmon’s Hymn in Northumbrian form 
787 First landing of Danes in England 
“Judith” 
Alfred the Great: Translations 
Feast of Bricriu and other older Irish 
sagas 
Aurrepb, King 871-901 
Charlemagne, Emperor of the Roman 
Empire, 800-814. 


- ORR9_1() 
1000 fElfrie (955?-1020) 


1033. Anselm born. Died 1109 
1042 Epwarp THE ConrEssor 
1066 Battle of Hastings. Norman Conquest 
of England , 
Wiuuram I (“rae Conqueror ’’) 
1086 Domesday Book completed 
1087 Wriu1iaM II (“tHe Rep ’’) 
1095 First Crusade 
Henry I 


900 


MIDDLE ENGLISH PERIOD 


A.D 
Welsh Mabinogion, 11th or 12th ec. 
Chanson de Roland (Old French epic), 
early 12th c. 
Geoffrey of Monmouth: “ History of the 
1100 Kings of Britain,” ca. 1136 
1200 Walter Map: Material contained in 
“Courtiers’ Trifles” collected ca. 
1150-ca. 1190 
Marie de I'rance: Breton Lays, ca. 1165 
Chrétien de Troyes: First Arthurian ro- 
mances im verse, ca. 1150-ca, 1200 
1153 SrmpHENn 
1154 Henry II 
Anglo-Saxon Chronicle ends 
1172 English conquest of Ireland 
1189 Ricwarp I (‘THe Lion Heartrep’’) 
1190 Richard’s Crusade. Ends 1192 
1199 JoHN 
Layamon: “Brut,” ca. 1205 
“Nibelungentied” (German epic) com- 
1200 posed in present form 
1300 | Roger Bacon (1214?-1294) 
Lyrics — ‘Summer is icumen in,” ete., 
1250-1300 
1215 The Great Charter (Magna Carta) 
1216 Henry III 
1265 Dante (Italian poet) born. Died 1821 
1272 Epwarp I 
1274 Robert Bruce born. Died 1329 
1277. English conquest of Wales 
1297 Revolt of William Wallace 


Xvi 


XViil 


1300 
1400 


1304 
1307 
1313 


1314 
1327 
1337 


1346 
1348 


1356 
1562 


1377 
1381 
1388 
1390 
1399 


1400 
1500 


CHRONOLOGICAL OUTLINE 


Richard de Bury: “ Philobiblon,” 1345 (?) 

Various romances, mostly translated 
from French, 1300-1350 

Hundred Years’ War (1337-1453) 

Chaucer (1340?-1400) 

“Gawain and the Green Knight,” ca. 
1375 

Wycliffe: Translation of the Bible, ca. 
1382 

Miracle and Mystery Plays 

Petrarch (Italian poet) born. 

Epwarp If 

Boccaccio (lialian poet and prose writer) 
born. Died 1375 

Battle of Bannockburn 

Epwarp III 

Froissart (french chronicler) born. Died 
1410 

Battle of Crecy 

First appearance of the Black Death in 
England 

Battle of Poitiers 

“Piers the Plowman.” 
ca. 1397 

Ricwarp IT 

Wat Tyler’s rebellion 

Battle of Otterburn 

Gower: “Confessio Amantis” 

Henry IV 

Henryson (1425?-1506?) 

Wars of the Roses, 1455-1485 

Dunbar (1465?-1530?) 

First English printed book, printed by 
Caxton, ca. 1474 

Rabelais (French 
(1490?-1558) 

Morality Plays 

“Nutbrowne Maide,” ca. 1500 

Revolt of the Percies 

Henry V 

Baitle of Agincourt 

Henry VI 

Death of Joan of Arc 

Francois Villon (French poet) born. Died 
after 1463 

Epwarp IV 

Warwick ‘the King-Maker.” Died 1471 

Ariosto (Italian poet) born. Died 1533 

Epwarp V 

Ricuarp III 

Henry VII 

Sir Thomas Malory: ‘Morte Darthur” 

Discovery of America by Columbus 


Died 1874 


Revised, 1377, 


humorist, satirist) 


A.D. 

1503 
1509 
1515 
1516 
1529 


1533 


1544 © 


1547 


1552 


1553 
1557 


1558 


1561 
1563 


1564 


ELIZABETHAN AND PURITAN 


PERIODS 

Wyatt born (?). Died 1542 

Henry VIII 

Sir Thomas More: “Utopia” (begun) 

Surrey born (?). Died 1547 

Fall of Cardinal Wolsey 

Suppression of the greater monasteries 

Montaigne (French essayist) born. Died 
1892 

Tasso (Italian poet) born. Died 1595 

Epwarp VI 

Cervantes (Spanish novelist) born. 
1616 

Edmund Spenser born (?). Died 1599 

Sir Walter Ralegh born (?). Died 1618 

Mary (“ tue Bioopy ”’) 

Wyatt, Surrey, Vaux, and others: Poems 
in Tottel’s “Miscellany” 

Loss of Calais and death of Mary 

ELIZABETH 

Francis Bacon born. Died 1626 

Foxe: ‘‘Acts and Monuments” (Book 
of Martyrs) 

Marlowe born. Died 1593 

Shakespeare born. Died 1616 

Galileo (Italian astronomer) born. 
1642 

Massacre of St. Bartholomew 

Ben Jonson born (?). Died 1637 

First London theatre 

Holinshed: ‘‘Chronicles” 

Spenser: “Shepheard’s Calendar” 

North: Translation of “Plutarch’s 
Lives” 

Lyly: ‘‘Euphues”’ 

Montaigne: Essais (Books I and IT) 

Ralegh’s unsuccessful effort to colonize 
Virginia 

Mary Queen of Scots executed 

Marlowe’s dramatic work begun. Ended 
1593 

Spanish Armada defeated 

Henry IV (of Navarre), King of France 

Hakluyt: ‘‘Voyages,’”’ 1589-1600 

Spenser: ‘Faerie Queene” (Books I 
and IT) 

Sidney (died 1586): ‘Areadia”’ 

Battle of Lvry 

Shakespeare’s dramatic work probably 
begun. Ended about 1612-13 

Sidney: ‘‘Astrophel and Stella” 

Greene: “ Groatsworth of Wit.” 


Died 


Died 


First 


CHRONOLOGICAL OUTLINE xix 


A.D. 
1592 reference to Shakespeare as play- 
wright. Greene died same year 
1595 Sidney: “Defense of Poesy”’ 
Spenser: ‘ Amoretti”’ 
1597 Bacon: Essays (10 essays in this edi- 
tion). Other essays added 1612, 1625 
Ben Jonson’s dramatic work begun. 
Ended 1637 
1599 Globe theatre built (many of Shake- 
speare’s plays performed here) 
1600 East India Company incorporated 
1603 James I 
John Florio: Translation of Montaigne’s 
Essays 
1605 Cervanies (Spanish novelist): Don Quiz- 
ote (Part J). Part II, 1615 
Gunpowder Plot 
1606 Corneille (French dramatist) born. Died 
1684 
1607 Foundation of Virginia, first permanent 
English seitlement in America 
1608 Milton born. Died 1674 
1609 Shakespeare: Sonnets 
1611 Authorized (“King James’) Version of 
the Bible 
1620 Bacon: “Novum Organum” 
Pilgrim Fathers emigrate io New England 
1622 Moliere (French dramatis!) born. Died 
1673 
1623 First Folio edition of Shakespeare’s plays 
1625 Cuarzes | 
1631 Dryden born. Died 1700 
1632 John Locke born. Died 1704 
1634 Milton: “‘Comus” (acted). Published, 
1637 
1636 Corneille: “‘Le Cid” 
1638 Milton: ‘Lycidas” 
1639 Racine (French dramatist) born. Died 1699 
1642 Outbreak of Civil War in England 
Theatres closed 
Sir Isaac Newton born. Died 1727 
1643 Louis XIV, King of France. Died 1715 
1644 Milton: ‘“ Areopagitica”’ 
1645 Milton: Poems 
1648 Royal Society founded 
1649 Charles I executed. Abolition of Mon- 
archy and establishment of Common- 
wealth in England 
1652 Beginning of Quakers 
1653 OLtver CromMweLi, LorD PROTECTOR. 


Died 1658 


* Containing Sir Roger de Coverley Papers. 


RESTORATION AND EIGHTEENTH 


CENTURY - 
A.D. 
1660 Cuartes IL 
The Restoration 
Defoe born (?). Died 1731 
1663 Samuel Butler: ‘Hudibras” (Parts I 
and II). Part III, 1678 
1665 Great plague in London 
1666 Great fire in London 
1667 Milton: “Paradise Lost”’ 
Swift born. Died 1745 
1672 Dryden: “Conquest of Granada”’ 
(printed, with preface Of Heroic Plays) 
Addison born. Died 1719 
1674 Boileau: L’ Art Poétique 
1678 Bunyan: “Pilgrim’s Progress” (Part I). 
Part II, 1684 
Popish Plot 
1681 Dryden: ‘Absalom and Achitophel” 
1682 Dryden: ‘Mace Flecknoe”’ 
1685 James IT 
Revocation of the Edict of Nantes 
Monmouth’s Rebellion 
Sir Isaac Newton: “ Principia” 
1688 Alexander Pope born. Died 1744 
Arrival of William of Orange and flight 
of James II 
1689 WriLiamM AND Mary 
Richardson born. Died 1761 
Toleration Act 
1694 Bank of England established 
Voltaire (French philosopher, poet) born. 
Died 1778 
1697 Dryden: ‘Alexander’s Feast” 
1701 Defoe: ‘True-Born Englishman” 
1702 ANNE 
1703 John Wesley born. Died 1791 
1704 Battle of Blenheim 
Addison: ‘The Campaign” 
Swift: ‘Battle of the Books” (probably 
written by 1698) 
1707 Fielding born. Died 1754 
1709 Samuel Johnson born. Died 1784 
1709 | Steele, Addison, and others: “The 
1710 f Tatler ”’ * 


1711 | Steele, Addison, and others: “The Spec- 

1712 f tator”’ * 

1711 Pope: ‘Essay on Criticism” 

1712 Rousseau (French philosopher, novelist) 
born. Died 1778 


1712 Pope: ‘Rape of the Lock.” Revised 1714 


‘“The Spectator’ was revived for a few months in 1714. 


XX 


A.D. 

1713 
1714 
1715 
1719 


1720 
1724 


1726 
1727 
1728 
1729 
1/30 


1732 


1742 


1743 
1746 


1748 


1749 


1751 


1761 


1764 


CHRONOLOGICAL OUTLINE 


Sterne born. Died 1768 

Groras I 

Pope: Translation of Homer’s “Iliad” 
(Books I-IV). Completed 1720 

Le Sage: Gil Blas 

Defoe: “Robinson Crusoe” (Part I). 
Parts II and ILI, 1720 

South Sea Bubble 

Immanuel Kant (German philosopher) 
born. Died 1804. 

Swift: ‘“Gulliver’s Travels” 

Thomson: ‘ Winter” (the first of the 
“Seasons” published) 

Groran IT 

Goldsmith born. Died 1774 

Burke born. Died 1797 

Beginning of Methodists 
ford) 

Pope: - ‘‘Essay on Man” (Epistles I and 
II). Epistle III, 1733 

Epistle IV, 1734 

Young: “Night Thoughts” (Books I- 
III) 

Blair: “The Grave” 

Battle of Culloden. Defeat of Charles 
Edward, the Pretender 

Richardson: ‘Clarissa Harlowe” 

Thomson: ‘Castle of Indolence” 

Fielding: “Tom Jones” 

Goethe (German novelist, 
poet) born. Died 1832 

Gray: “Elegy Written in a Country 
Churchyard”’ 

Richard Brinsley Sheridan born. 
1816 

Johnson: “Dictionary of the English 
Language”’ 

Beginning of Seven Years’ War 

William Blake born. Died 1827 

Sterne: “Tristram Shandy” (begun). 
Publication continued until 1767 

Robert Burns born. Died 1796 

Grorcs HI 

Macpherson: ‘Fragments of Ancient 
Poetry” (first of spurious poems 
attributed to Ossian) 

rousseau: ‘La Nouvelle Héloise” (The 
New Eloise) 

Horace Walpole: ‘Castle of Otranto”’ 

Foundation of the Literary Club, con- 
sisting of Johnson, Goldsmith, Burke, 
Garrick, Reynolds, and others 


(at Ox- 


dramatist, 


Died 


A.D. 
1764 


1765 


1766 
1768 
1770 
1771 


1772 
1773 


1775 


1776 


1777 
1783 


1786 


1788 
1789 


1790 
1791 
1792 


1793 
1794 


Chatterton begins his imitations of me- 
dizeval poetry 

Spinning jenny invented 

Perey: ‘‘Reliques of Ancient English 
Poetry” 

Steam engine invented 

Goldsmith: “Vicar of Wakefield” 

Spinning machine invented 

Goldsmith: “Deserted Village” 

Wordsworth born. Died 1850 

“Wneyclopedia Britannica,” first edition 

Walter Scott born. Died 1832 

Coleridge born. Died 1834 

Goldsmith: “She Stoops to Conquer” 

Boston Tea Party 

Burke: “Speech on Conciliation with 
America”’ 

Sheridan: “The Rivals” 

Jane Austen born. Died 1817 

Charles Lamb born. Died 1834 

War of American Independence begun 

Adam Smith: “Wealth of Nations” 

Declaration of American Independence 

Sheridan: ‘School for Scandal” 

Crabbe: ‘‘The Village” 

Washington Irving born. Died 1859 

Burns: Poems (the famous Kilmarnock 
edition) 

Byron born. Died 1824 

Blake: “Songs of Innocence”’ 

James Fenimore Cooper born. 
1851 

Outbreak of the French Revolution. Storm- 
ing of the Bastille 

Goethe: “Faust: em 
“Faust” completed, 1831 

Thomas Paine: “Rights of Man” 
(Part I). Part IT, 1792 

Shelley born. Died 1822 

Execution of Louis XVI of France 

Ann Radeliffe: ‘Mysteries of Udolpho”’ 


Died 


Fragment.” 


OLD ENGLISH PERIOD 
EPIC AND CHRONICLE 


About the end of the first quarter of the fifth century after Christ (ca. 428) there arrived in 
Britain a group of pagan Germanic tribes known as Anglo-Saxons. These invaders brought 
with them numerous literary and historical traditions preserved by their poets — scops or glee- 
men. In 597 Augustine introduced into the south of England the Roman form of Christianity; 
a few years earlier (563) the great Irish missionary, Columba (Columcille), had brought the 
doctrines of Celtic Christianity into Scotland, whence they spread southward as far as Yarrow 
and Whitby (the monasteries of Bede and of Cadmon) before they were met and displaced (in 
664) by the doctrines of Rome. 

It is to the Christian scholars and poets of England that we owe the preservation of the small 
body of native Anglo-Saxon literature which has come down to us. To them also are due several 
Old-English versions of Biblical stories, numerous homilies and saints’ lives in the language 
of the people, and certain Latin works on themes introduced in part from the Continent. Sev- 
eral translations from Latin into Anglo-Saxon are attributed to Alfred the Great (849-901). 

The monks who composed or recorded Anglo-Saxon poetry on secular subjects were influenced 
by conflicting motives. Though they were Christians, they were close kin to warlike men whose 
ideals were far from those of the meek and lowly Jesus, and they retell the old tales with a 
searcely suppressed gusto. Yet being Christians, they naturally purify and ennoble their themes 
and idealize their characters by the omission of much that is barbaric and by the infusion of a 
spirit which is in part chivalric and is altogether Christian. Their attitude toward their material 
may be compared with that of Tennyson, who long afterward attempted to reconcile the dubious 
moral standards of mediwval Arthurian story with the ideals of Victorian society — to explain 
the unfaithfulness of Guinevere on the basis of nineteenth-century ethics. Even when retelling 
Biblical stories, the Anglo-Saxon poets interpret their stories in terms of pagan society. Their 
lack of historical sense, which seems to us childish, is thus responsible for what most clearly 
reflects contemporary life in the Old English Christian epic (e.g., Judith). Hence we cannot regard 
Anglo-Saxon epic literature as reflecting perfectly the life of our barbaric ancestors. Even 
Beowulf is not properly Anglo-Saxon either in subject or in treatment. In subject it is continental 
— probably Scandinavian —; in form and treatment it is sophisticated and Christian. Anglo- 
Saxon prose reveals a love of learning and an acquaintance with Greek and Roman literary 
culture and philosophy which proves that England during the Dark Ages was by no means isolated 
from what was best in the great stream of Classical and Early Christian culture which survived the 
barbarian invasions of southern Europe. Both in religious prose and in poetry, whether written in 
Latin or in the vernacular, the literature of early England reveals a mysticism, an exalted faith, 
and a divine enthusiasm hardly to be found elsewhere except in the early Christian literature of 
Treland. 

But the Old English writings discussed above by no means constitute the whole foundation 
of the literary culture which has since flourished so abundantly in Britain. In this connection, 
several significant facts, seldom brought out in histories of literature, should be constantly borne 
in mind if we are to read intelligently the later pages of this volume. Before the Germanic in- 
vaders ever set foot on British soil, the land was inhabited by a group of tribes known as Celts, 
who had a literature of their own, which, though not written down till late in the Christian era, 
is known to have been varied in content and rich in imaginative power. Here for example are 
to be sought the beginnings of the legends about King Arthur. Moreover, by 428 these same 
Celts had for several centuries been under the rulership of Rome, from whom they had received 
Christianity as well as much pagan culture. From the fifth century till the Norman conquest 
(1066) frequent contact between British and Irish monasteries was the means of introducing 
the literary culture which the Irish people, Christian since the early fifth century, had imported 
from the Continent or had developed independently. Finally, it was during the Anglo-Saxon 
period that England was invaded by the Scandinavians, who in their turn made contributions 
to the literature and culture of the island. In short, we should never forget that although the 
foundation of our language is Anglo-Saxon, the background of our literature extends far beyond 


the limits of strictly Anglo-Saxon writings. 
1 


2 OLD ENGLISH PERIOD 


POETRY 


BEOWULF?! 
BEOWULF AND GRENDEL 


I 


Scytd and his descendants. Hrothgar and the 
building of Heorot. The coming of Gren- 
del, and his evil deeds. Hrothgar’s great 
sorrow. 


Lo! we of the Spear-Danes’, in days of yore, 

Warrior-kings’ glory have heard, 

How the princes heroic deeds wrought. 

Oft Scyld, son of Scef, from hosts of foes, 

From many tribes, their mead-seats took; 5 

The earl caused terror since first he was 

Found thus forlorn: gained he comfort for 
that, 

Grew under the clouds, in honors throve, 

Until each one of those dwelling around 

Over the whale-road, him should obey, 10 

Should tribute pay: that was a good king! 

To him was a son afterwards born, 

Young in his palace, one whom God sent 

To the people for comfort: their distress He 
perceived 

That they ere suffered life-eating care 15 

So long a while. Him therefor life’s Lord, 

King of glory, world-honor gave: 

Beowulf was noted (wide spread his fame), 

The son of Scyld in Scedelands. 

So shall a young man with presents cause, 20 

With rich money-gifts in his father’s house, 

That him in old age may after attend 

Willing comrades; when war shall come, 

May iG by their chief; by deeds of praise 
shall 

In every tribe a hero thrive! 25 

Then Scyld departed at the hour of fate, 

The warlike to go into his Lord’s keeping: 

They him then bore to the ocean’s wave, 

His trusty comrades, as he himself bade, 

Whilst with words ruled the friend of the 
Scyldings, 30 

Belovéd land-prince; long wielded he power. 

There stood at haven with curved prow, 

Shining and ready, the prince’s ship: 

The people laid their dear war-lord, 

Giver of rings, on the deck of the ship, 35 

The mighty by th’ mast. Many treasures 
were there, 

From distant lands, ornaments brought; 

Ne’er heard I of keel more comelily filled 

With warlike weapons and weeds of battle, 


1 Translation by James M. Garnett, 1882. 


With bills and burnies! On his bosom lay 40 

A heap of jewels, which with him should 

Into the flood’s keeping afar depart: 

Not at al with less gifts did they him pro- 
vide 

With princely treasures, than those had done, 

Who him at his birth had erst sent forth 45 

Alone o’er the sea when but a child. 

Then placed they yet a golden standard 

High over his head, let the waves bear 

Their gift to the sea; sad was their soul, 

Mourning their mood. Men indeed can- 
not 50 

Say now in sooth, hall-possessors, 

Heroes ’neath heavens, who that heap took. 

Then was in the cities Beowulf, the Seyld- 
ings’ 

Belovéd folk-king, for a long time 

Renowned ’mid the nation (elsewhere went 
his father 55 

The prince from his home), till from him 
after sprang 

The great Healfdene: he ruled while he 
lived, 

Agéd and warlike, kindly the Scyldings. 

To him were four children, reckoned in order, 

Born into the world, to the prince of ee 
people, 

Heorogar and Hrothgar and Halga the eenten 

I heard that Elan wife of Ongentheow was, 

The warlike Scylfing’s bed-companion. 

Then was to Hrothgar war-speed given, 

Honor in battle, that him his dear kinsmen 65 

Gladly obeyed, until the youth grew, 

A great band of men. It came into his mind 

That he a great hall would then command, 

A greater mead-hall his men to build 

Than children of men ever had heard of, 70 

And there within would he all deal out 

To young and to old, as God him gave, 

Except the folk-land and lives of men. 

Then far and wide heard I the work was 
ordered 

To many a tribe throughout this ye 
earth 

The folk-hall to deck. Him in time it befell 

Quickly with men, that it was all ready, 

The greatest of halls: Heorot as name gave 
he it, 

He who with his word power far and wide 
had. 

He belied not his promise, bracelets he 
dealt, 86 

Treasure at banquet. The hall arose 


By permission of Ginn & Co., Publishers. 


BEOWULF 3 


Lofty and pinnacled; hostile waves it 
awaited 

Of hateful fire. Nor was it yet long 

Before fierce hatred to the frightened men, 

For deadly enmity, was to arise, 85 

Since the fell spirit ‘most spitefully 

For a time endured, who in darkness abode, 

That he on each day the sound of joy heard 

Loud in the hall: there was harp’s sound, 

Clear song of the minstrel. He said, he who 
could 90 

The creation of men from of old relate, 

Quoth that the Almighty the earth had 
wrought, 

The beautiful plain which water surrounds, 

Victorious had set the sun and the moon 

As lights for light to the land-dwellers, 95 

And had adorned the regions of earth 

With limbs and leaves, life also created 

For every kind of living beings. 

Thus were the warriors living in joys 

Happily then, until one began 100 

Great woes to work, a fiend of hell: 

The wrathful spirit was Grendel named, 

The mighty mark-stepper who the moors 
held, 

Fen and fastness: the sea-fiend’s abode 

The joyless being a while in-dwelt, 105 

Since the Creator him had proscribed. 

(Upon Cain’s kin that crime avenged 

The Lord eternal, for that he slew Abel: 

Joyed he not in that feud, but him afar ban- 
ished 

For that crime the Creator away from man- 
<ind: 110 

Thence evil demons all were produced, 

Eotens and elves and monsters of sea, 

Such were the giants who strove against God 

For a long time: He repaid them for that.) 

Then went he to seek out, after night 
came, 115 

The high- ‘built house, how the Ring-Danes, 

After their beer-feast, it had arranged. 

He found then therein a band of nobles 

Asleep after feasting: sorrows they knew not, 

Misfortunes of men. The demon of death, 120 

Grim and greedy, soon was ready, 

Fierce and furious, and on their beds took 

Thirty of thanes; thence back he departed, 

Exulting in booty, homeward to go, 

With this fill of slaughter to seek out his 
dwelling. 125 

Then at early morn was with dawn of day 

Grendel’s war-craft made known to men: 

Then after his meal was wailing upraised, 

A great morning-cry: the mighty prince, 

The honored chief, sorrowful sat, 130 

The strong man suffered, thane-sorrow en- 
dured, 


After the foeman’s footsteps they beheld, 

The cursed demon’s: too severe was that 
sorrow, 

Loathsome and lasting. No longer time was 
it, 

But after one night he again wrought 135 

ee deeds of murder, and did not shrink 
rom 

Hatred and evil: too firm he was in them. 

Then was easy to find one who elsewhere, 

Farther removed, rest for himself sought, 

A bed next the chambers, since to him was 
shown, 140 

Truly was said by a manifest sign 

The coisa nptl hatred: he held himself 
after 

Further and firmer, who ’scaped from the 
fiend. 

So then he reigned and strove against right 

Alone against all, until empty stood 145 

The finest of houses. Long was the time: 

Twelve winters’ time suffering endured 

The friend of the Scyldings, each one of woes, 

Of sorrows extreme: therefore was this mis- 
ery 

Openly known to the children of men, 150 

Sadly in songs, that Grendel contended 

A while against Hrothgar, hateful war waged, 

Evil and enmity many half-years, 

Contests continual; peacefully would not 

From any one man of the might of the 
Danes 155 

Life-bale remove, nor with money compound; 

No one of the wise men need there expect 

A ransom more splendid at the murderer’s 
hands. 

The terrible demon harassing was, 

Dark death-shadow, the old and_ the 
young, 160 

Caught and entrapped them; in constant 
night held 

The misty moors: men know not indeed 

Whither hell’s demons wander in crowds. 

So many foul deeds the foe of mankind, 

The terrible lone one, often enacted, 165 

Direful afflictions; Heorot he dwelt in, 

The costly-decked hall, on the dark nights; 

Yet must he not the rich gift-stool approach 

For the Creator, nor wish for it know. 

That was great sorrow of the friend of the 
Scyldings, 170 

Misery of mind! Many oft sat 

Mighty in council; plans they devised, 

What with bold mind then would be best 

’Gainst the sudden attacks for them to do. 

Sometimes they vowed at their temples of 
idols 175 

To their gods worship, with words they 
prayed 
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The destroyer of spirits would render them 
hel 

Against their folk-sorrows. 
custom, 

Hope of the heathen: hell they remembered 

In their minds’ thoughts; the Creator they 


Such was their 


knew not, 180 
Judge of their deeds: the good Lord they 
knew not, 


Heaven’s protector could they not praise, 

The King of glory. Woe be to him who shall, 
Through deadly hate, thrust down his soul 
Into the fire-abyss; for comfort he’ll hope 


not, i 185 
By no means return! Well be to him who 
may 


After his death-day, seek for the Lord, 
In the Father’s bosom mercy beseech! 


II 


The arrival of Beowulf. His talk with the 
warden. His reception by Hrothgar. He 
makes known his errand. 


So then great sorrow Healfdene’s son 

Continually suffered: might not the wise 
chieftain 190 

His woes remove: too great was that pain, 

Loathsome and lasting, that came on the 
people, 

Dreadful distress, greatest of night-bales. 

That from home learnt Higelac’s thane, 

Good ’mong the Geats, the deeds of Gren- 
del: 195 

He was of mankind strongest in might 

In the day then of this mortal life, 

Noble and great. [or him a ship bade he 

A good one prepare, quoth, he the war-king 

Over the swan-road wished to seek out, 200 

The mighty prince, since he need had of men. 

That journey to him the cunning churls 

Not at all blamed, though he dear to them 
was. 

They whetted the brave one, good omens 
they saw 

The good one had of the Geats’ people 205 

Warriors chosen, of those whom he bravest 

Was able to find: one of fifteen 

The vessel he sought: a warrior made known, 

A sea-crafty man, the neighboring land- 


marks. 
Thus time went on: on the waves was the 
ship, 210 


Boat under the mountain. The heroes ready 
On the prow stied: the billows rolled 

The sea ’gainst the sand. The warriors bore 
On the deck of the ship ornaments bright, 
Equipments ornate: the men shoved out, 215 
Men on willing journey, the well-fitted wood. 


Went then o’er the waves, by the wind 
hastened, 

The foamy-necked float to a fowl most like, 

Till at the same hour of the following day 

The curvéd prow had traversed the water, 220 

So that the sailors then saw the land, 

The sea-cliffs shine, the mountains steep, 

The broad sea-nesses. Then was the sea-goer 

At the end of its voyage. Thence quickly up 

The Weders’ people on the plain stied, 225 

The sea-wood tied, their battle-sarks rattled, 

Their weeds of war: thanked they then God 

That for them the sea-paths easy were found. 

Then saw from the wall the guard of the 
Scyldings, 

He who the sea-cliffs was set to hold, 230 

Bear o’er the bulwarks bright-looking shields, 

Weapons ready for war: wonder aroused 


im 

Tn his mind’s thoughts as to what these men 
were. 

Went he then to the sea on his steed riding, 

The thane of Hrothgar; with might he 
shook 235 

The strong wood in his hands, with formal 
words spoke: 

‘What now are ye of arms-bearing men 

With burnies protected, who thus a high keel 

Over the sea-path bringing have come 

O’er the waves hither, clad in helmets? 240 

I was the coast-guard, sea-watch I kept 

That no one of foes on the Danes’ land 

With a ship-army injury might do. 

Not here more openly ever have come 

Bearers of shields! Ye the permission 245 

Of warlike men did not well know, 

Consent of kinsmen! Ne’er saw I a greater 

Earl upon earth than is one of you, 

A hero in armor: that is no home-stayer 

With weapons adorned, unless looks belie 
him, 250 

His peerless appearance. Now I of you shall 

The origin learn, ere ye far hence, 

Like to false spies, in the land of the Danes 

Further advance. Now ye far-dwelling, 

Sea-faring men, give willing ear 255 

To my simple thought: haste now is best 

To make plainly known whence is your com- 
ing.’ 

To him then the princely one quickly replied, 

The war-band’s leader his word-hoard un- 
locked: 

‘Weare of the race of the Geats’ people, 260 

And are of Hygelac hearth-companions. 

My own father was well-known to the folk, 

A princely ruler, Ecgtheow called: 

Many winters he lived ere he away went 

Aged from his dwelling: him well remem- 
bers 265 
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_ Each trot of the wise men wide through the 
rt 
With friendly mind we thine own lord, 
Healfdene’s son, seeking are come, 
The people’s protector. Be thou our in- 
formant. 
We have to the mighty a mickle errand, 270 
To the lord of the Danes: nor shall aught be 
hidden 
Of this, as I think. Thou knowest, if it is, 
As we indeed truly have heard it said, 
are ’mong the Scyldings I know not what 
oe, 
A seeret enemy, on the dark nights, 275 
Shows by his terror hatred unknown, 
Oppression and slaughter. I for thet Hroth- 


gar 
With kindly mind counsel may give, 
How he, old and good, shall the foe overcome, 
If yet for him ever should cease 280 
The misery of woes, release again come, 
And the care-waves cooler become; 
Or ever hereafter a time of trouble, 
Oppression he’ll suffer, while there remains 
In its high place the noblest of houses.’ 285 
The warden spoke, where on his horse sat 
The fearless warrior: ‘Of each of these shall 
A wise shield-warrior the difference know, 
Of words and works, he who well judgeth. 
I that do hear, that this band is friendly 290 
To the lord of the Seyldings; go then forth 
bearing 
Your weapons and war-weeds; 
you: 
Likewise my war-thanes I shall command 
Against any foe this vessel of yours, 
The newly-tarred boat, on the sea-sand 295 
With honor to hold, till back shall bear 
O’er the sea-waves the friendly man 
The curved-prowed craft to Wedermark. 
To such a good-doer will it be granted, 
That this battle-storm he safe shall es- 
300 
the boat remained 


T shall direct 


cape.’ 
Then journeyed they on: 
still, 
In the bay rested the broad-bosomed ship, 
At anchor fast. The boar’s likeness shone: 
Over the visor, with gold adorned, 


Bright and fire-hardened, the boar kept 


guard, — 305 
The fierce-minded hurried, the heroes has- 
tened, 


Together they went, till the well-built hall, 

Shining and gold-adorned, they might per- 
celve: 

That was the foremost to dwellers on earth 

Of halls under heavens, in which the king 
dwelt; 310 

The light from it shone o’er many of lands. 


To them then the warrior the court of the 


proud 
Glittering showed, that they to it might 
Straightway proceed, one of war-heroes: 
Turned he his horse, his word then spoke: 315 
‘My time ’t is to go. May the Father Al- 
mighty 
With His gracious favor you now preserve 
Safe on your journey! I will at the sea 
*Gainst hostile band keep guard of the coast.’ 
The road was stone-laid, the path di- 
rected 320 
The men together. The war-burnie shone, 
Hard and hand-locked, the bright rigéd-iron 
Sang in the armor, when they to the hall 
In their war-weeds at first approached. 
Sea-wearied they set their eaten 
shields, 325 
Their stout-made bucklers, against the hall’s 


wa 
Went then to the benches; their burnies 
rang, 
War-armor of men ; their long spears stood, 
The sea-men’s weapons, all together, 
Grey ash-shaft above; the armored band 


was 330 
With weapons adorned. There then a bold 
warrior 


~ Inquired of the heroes concerning their 


kinship: 
‘Whence do ye bear your gilded shields, 
Gray-colored sarks and grim-looking helmets, 
Heap of war-shafts? Iam of Hrothgar 335 
Attendant and servant. Ne’er saw I stran- 
gers, 
So many men, with prouder looks. 
TI think ye for valor, and not in exile, 
But for high-mindedness Hrothgar have 


sought.’ 
Him then the hero famed-for-strength an- 
swered, 340 


The brave Weders’ 
spoke, 

Bold under his helmet: ‘We are of Hygelac 
Table-companions, Beowulf’s my name. 

I wish to tell to the son of Healfdene, 

The illustrious prince, my errand to him, 345 
Thy lord, and to know if he will us grant 
That we him so good friendly may greet.’ 
Wulfgar then spoke (he was V ‘andals’ chief, 
His strength of mind was to many well- 


prince, his word then 


known, 
His prowess and wisdom): ‘I the Danes’ 
friend, 350 


The lord of the Scyldings, therefore will ask, 

The giver of rings, as thou art a supplant, 

The illustrious prince, concerning thy errand, 

And to thee the answer at once will an- 
nounce, 
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Which to me the good one,thinketh to 
give.’ 355 

Went he then quickly to where Hrothgar sat, 

Old and gray-headed, with his band of earls; 

The warlike went, till he stood in the pres- 
ence 

Of the lord of the Danes; he knew the court’s 
custom. 

Wulfgar then spoke to his own dear lord: 360 

‘Here are arrived, come from afar 

Over the sea-waves, men of the Geats; 

The one most distinguished the warriors 
brave 

Beowulf name. They are thy suppliants 

That they, my prince, may with thee now 365 

Greetings exchange: do not thou refuse them 

Thy converse in turn, friendly Hrothgar! 

They in their war-weeds seem very worthy 

Contenders with earls: the chief is renowned 


Who these war-heroes hither has led.’ 370 
Hrothgar then spoke, defence of the Scyld- 
ings: 


‘T knew him of old when he was a child: 

His agéd father was Ecgtheow named; 

To him at home gave Hrethel the Geat 

His only daughter: his son has now 375 

Boldly come here, a trusty friend sought. 

Then this was said by the sea-farers, 

Those who did tribute for the Geats carry 

Thither for favor, that he thirty men’s 

Great strength of might in his hand-grip, 380 

Brave in war, has. Him holy God 

For gracious help to us has sent, 

To the West-Danes, as I have hope, 

Against Grendel’s terror: I shall to the good 
one 

For his boldness of mind costly gifts offer. 385 

Be thou in haste, bid them come in, 

A friendly band see all together! 

Tell them too in words that they are wel- 
come 

To the Danes’ people.’ —[To the hall-door 

Wulfgar then went], words within spoke: 390 

‘To you bade me say my victor-lord, 

Prince of the Kast-Danes, that your kinship 
he knows, 

And ye are to him over the sea-waves, 

Bold-minded men, welcome hither. 

Now ye may go in your war-armor, 395 

Under your helmets, Hrothgar to see: 

Let ye your battle-shields here then await, 

Your spears, deadly shafts, the converse of 


words.’ 

Then rose the mighty, many warriors around 
him, 

A brave band of thanes: some there 


abode, 400 
The battle-weeds kept, as them the chief 


bade. 


They hastened together, as the guide them 
directed, 

Under Heorot’s roof: the valiant one went 

Bold under his helmet, till he in the hall 
stood. 

Beowulf spoke (on him shone the burnie, 405 

The linkéd net-work forged by the smith’s 
craft) : 

‘Be thou, Hrothgar, hail! Iam of Hygelac 

Kinsman and war-thane: many exploits 
have I 

Undertaken in youth. To me Grendel’s deed 

In my native land clearly was known: 410 

The sea-farers say that this mead-hall stands, 

Noblest of halls, for each one of heroes 

Empty and useless, when even-light 

In the brightness of heaven has been con- 
cealed. 

Then did my people give me advice, 

The noblest of men, craftiest of churls, 

Princely Hrothgar, that I thee should seek; 

For that they knew my own strength of 
might: 

They themselves saw when I came from the 
battle, 

Blood-stained from my foes, where sea-mon- 
sters I bound, 420 

The eoten-race killed, and on the waves slew 

The nickers by night, endured great distress, 

Avenged Weders’ sorrows (woes had they 


415 


suffered), 

Their foe-men destroyed, and now against 
Grendel, 

Against the dread monster, alone shall de- 
cide 425 

The fight ’gainst the giant. I of thee now 
then, 


Prince of the Bright-Danes, desire to make, 
Chief of the Scyldings, but one request, — 
That do not thou refuse me, defender of war- 


riors, 
Dear friend of the people, now thus far am I 
come, — 430 


That I may alone and my band of earls, 

This company brave, Heorot cleanse. 

Also have I heard that the dread monster 

lor boldness of mood recks not for weapons: 

I that then do scorn —so be to me Hyge- 
lac, 435 

My own people’s-king, gracious in mind — 

That Ia sword bear or a broad shield 

Yellow-rimmed to the battle; but I with grip 
shall 

’Gainst my foe grapple and for life strive 


Foe against foe: there shall confide 440 
In the doom of the Lord he whom death 
takes. 


I ween that he will, if he may prevail, 
In the war-hall the folk of the Geats, 
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The fearless, devour, as he oft did 

The might of the Hrethmen; thou needest 
not then 445 

My head conceal, but me he will have 

Stainéd with gore, if death me take, 

My bloody corpse bear, think to devour it, 

Will eat it alone, unpityingly, 

Will mark the moor-mounds: thou needest 
not then 450 

‘For my body's food longer take care. 

Send thou to Hygelac, if battle me take, 

Best one of war-weeds that covers my breast, 

Noblest of burnies; *t is Hraedla’s bequest, 

Weland’s skilled work. Goes aye Weird as 
it will!’ 455 

pase then spoke, defence of the Scyld- 


‘For “fight of protection, Beowulf my friend, 

And for assistance, hast thou us sought. 

Thy father fought’ a mighty contest; 

He was of Heatholaf the slayer by hand 460 

Among the Wylfings, when the kin of the 
Waras 

*Gainst the terror of war him might not have. 

After that sought he the South-Danes’ folk 

Over the sea-waves, the Honor-Ncyldings, 

When I first ruled the folk of the Danes. 465 

And in youth held the jewelled-rich 

Hoard-city of heroes, when Heregar was 
dead, 

My elder brother bereft of life, 

The son of Healfdene; he was better than I. 

Afterwards the feud with money I set- 
t 470 

I sent to the W ylfings o’er the waters’ ridge 

Old-time treasures; he swore to me oaths. 

Sorrow is in my mind for me to say 

To any of men what to me Grendel hath 

Of harm in Heorot with his hateful 
thoughts, 475 

Of sudden woes wrought; my hall-band is, 

My war-heap, vanished; Weird swept them 
away 

Into Grendel’s terror. God easily may 

The mad foe restrain from his evil deeds. 

Very often they boasted, drunken with 
beer, 480 

Over the ale-cup, the warriors bold, 

That they in the beer-hall would then await 

Grendel’s contest with their terrible swords. 

Then was this mead-hall in the morning- 


time, 
Lordly hall, stained with gore, when day- 
light shone 485 


All the bench-rows covered with blood, 

The hall with sword-gore; I had the less 
heges, 

Dearest companions, whom death took away. 

Sit now at the feast and free from court-rules 


heroes victorious, as pleases thy 
mind.’ 490 
Then was for the Geat-men all together 
In the beer-hall a bench prepared, 
Where the bold-minded hastened to sit, 
Proud in their strength. The thane did his 


The 


service, 
Who in his hands bore a gold-adorned ale- 
cup. 495 


Poured out the clear mead. Sometimes sang 
the minstrel 

With clear voice in Heorot: there was joy of 
heroes, 

No little band of Danes and Weders. 


Il 


Hunferth’s taunt. The swimming-match with 
Breca. Joy in Heorot. 


Hunferth then spoke, the son of Ecglaf, 

Who at the feet sat of the lord of the Seyld- 
ings, 500 

Unloosed his war-secret (was the coming of 
Beowulf, 

The proud sea-farer, to him mickle grief, 

For that he granted not that any man else 

Ever more honor of this mid-earth 

Should gain under heavens than he him- 


self) : 505 
‘Art thou that Beowulf who strove with 
Breca 


On the broad sea in swimming-match, 

When ye two for pride the billows tried 

And for vain boasting in the deep water 
Riskéd your lives? You two no man, 510 
Nor friend nor foe, might then dissuade 
From sorrowful venture, when ye on the sea 


swam, 

When ye the sea-waves with your arms 
covered, 

Measured the sea-ways, struck with your 
hands, 


with its great billows 515 
In the power of 


Glided o’er ocean; 

Welled up winter’s flood. 
the water 

Ye seven nights strove: 
thee conquered, 

He had greater might. 
morning 

On the Heathoremes’ land the ocean bore up, 

Whence he did seek his pleasant home, 520 

Dear to his people, the land of the Brond- 
ings, 

His fair strong city, where he had people, 

A city and rings. All his boast against thee 

The son of Beanstan truly fulfilled. 

Then ween I for thee a worse result, 525 

Though thou in battle wert everywhere good, 

A fiercer fight, if thou Grendel darest 


he in swimming 


Then him in the 
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The space of one night nigh to abide.’ 
Beowulf spoke, Ecgtheow’s son: 
‘Lo! thou very much, Hunferth my 
friend, 530 
Drunken with beer, hast spoken of Breca, 
Hast said of his journey. I say the truth, 
That I did the more sea-power possess, 
Endurance ’mid waves, than any man else. 
We two said this, when we were boys, 535 
And we of this boasted (both were then still 
In the prime of youth), that we out on the sea 
Our lives would risk; and that we accom- 
plished. 
A naked sword had we, when we swam on the 


sea, 
Boldly in hand: ourselves ’gainst the 
whales 540 


We thought to defend. Not at all from me 

On the flood-waves could he afar float, 

On the sea quicker; I from him would not. 

Then we two together were in the sea 

The space of five nights, till flood apart drove 
US, 545 

The swelling billows, coldest of storms, 

Darkening night, and the north wind 

Boisterous and fierce; rough were the waves. 

The sea-fishes’ spirit was then aroused: 

There ’gainst the foes my-body-sark, 550 

Hard and hand-locked, to me help afforded; 

The braided war-burnie on my breast lay, 

With gold adorned. To the bottom me drew 

The hostile foe; he held me fast, 

Grim in his grip; yet wasit granted me, 555 

That I the monster with sword-point 
reached, 

With battle-brand: the struggle took off 

The mighty mere-beast by my own hand. 

So often upon me the hateful foes 


Powerfully pressed: I punished them 560 


With my dear sword, as it behooved me. 

Not at all did they have joy of their meal, 

The evil-doers, that they me might devour, 

*Round their banquet might sit nigh the sea- 
bottom, 

But in the morning wounded with swords 565 

Around the sea-strand and upon it they lay, 

With swords put to sleep, that never there- 
after 

Upon the high ocean the farers-by-sea 

Might they let on their journey. Light from 
the east came, 

Bright beacon of God: still were the 
waves, 570 

So that I the sea-nesses might now behold, 

The windy walls. Weird often preserves 

An unfated earl, when his might has availed! 

Yet it granted to me that I with sword slew 

Nine of the nickers. Ne’er heard I at 
night 575 


Under heaven’s vault of a harder fight, 

Nor on the sea-billows of a more wretched 
man: 

Yet I my foes’ grip with life escaped 

Weary of th’ journey. Then me the sea bore, 

The flood o’er the waves, upon the Finns’ 
land, 580 

The welling waters. Not at all about thee 

Of such-like contests have I heard tell, 

Of terror with swords. Breca ne’er yet 

In battle-play, nor either of you, 

So daring a deed ever has done, 585 

With stainéd swords (not of that do I boast), 

Though thou thine own brothers’ murderer 
wast, 

Thy blogs Bel AH EDE for this shalt thou in 

e 
Curses endure, though thy wit may avail! 


I tell thee in truth, son of Ecglaf, 590 
That never had Grendel wrought so many 
horrors, 


The terrible monster, to thine own prince, 
Shame in Heorot, if thy mind were, 
Thy temper, so fierce, as thou thyself reckon- 


est: 
But he hath found that he the feud need 
not, 595 
The terrible contest of your own people, 
Very much dread, of the Victor-Scyldings; 
He taketh forced pledge, he spareth no one 
Of the Danes’ people, but he joy beareth, 
Killeth and eateth, nor weeneth of contest 600 
With the Spear-Danes. But I to him shall 
The Geats’ strength and might without delay 
now 
Offer in battle. Then shall go he who may 
Proudly to mead, when morning-light 
Of the second day o’er the children of 


men, ; 605 
The sun ether-clad, shall shine from the 
South.’ 


Then was in joy the giver of treasure, 

Gray-haired and war-fierce; help he ex- 
pected, 

The ruler of Bright-Danes; in Beowulf heard 

The people’s shepherd the firm-set pur- 


pose. 610 

There was laughter of heroes, the harp merry 
sounded, 

Winsome were words. Went Wealhtheow 
forth, 

The queen of Hrothgar, mindful of cour- 
tesies, 


Gold-adorned greeted the men in the hall, 
And the high-born woman then gave the 
cup 615 
First to the East-Danes’ home-protector, 
Bade him be blithe at the beer-drinking, 
Him dear to his people. In joy he received 


BEOWULF 9 


The food and the hall-cup, victorious king. 
Then around went the Helmings’ lady 620 
To every division of old and of young, 
Costly gifts gave, until the time came 

That she to Beowulf, the ring-adorned queen, 
Noble in mind, the mead-cup bore: 

She Rate the Geats’ chief, thanks gave to 


' 625 
Wise in her words, that the wish to her fell, 
That on any earl she might rely 
For comfort in evils. Received he the cup, 
The warrior fierce, at Wealhtheow’s hands. 
And then he spoke, ready for battle; 630 
Beowulf spoke, Ecgtheow’s son: 
‘This thought I then, when I on the sea stied, 
Boarded my sea-boat with my warrior-band, 
That I throughout of your own people 
The will would work, or in battle fall, 
Fast in fiend’s grip. LI shall perform 
Deeds of valor, or end-day mine 
In this mead-hall I shall await.’ 
To the woman these words well-pleasing 

were, 

Boasts of the Geat: gold-adorned went 640 
The high-born queen to sit by her lord. 
Then was as before again in the hall 
Mighty word spoken, in joy were the people, 
The victor-folk’s shout, until all at once 
The son of Healfdene wished to seek out 645 
His evening-rest; he knew for the monster 
In the high hall was battle prepared, 
[Because in this hall the Ring-Danes never 
Dared to abide unless by day-time ], 
From the time that they the sun-light might 


635 


see, 
Till night spreading darkness over all things, 
Night-wandering spirits, came advancing 650 
Dark under the clouds. The crowd all arose: 
Greeted then glad-minded one man another, 
Hrothgar Beowulf, and offered him hail, 
Power o’er the mead-hall, and this word 
spoke: 
‘Never to any man ere did I trust, 655 
Since I could lift my hand and my shield, 
Royal hall of the Danes except to thee now. 
Have now and hold the noblest of houses, 
Of glory be mindful, a hero’s might show, 
Watch ’gainst the foe. No wish shalt thou 
want, 660 
If thou the great struggle escapest with life.’ 


IV 


Beowulf and his men occupy Heorot. The 
coming of Grendel. The mighty contest. 
Beowulf’s victory. 

Then Hrothgar went with his warrior-band, 

The prince of the Scyldings, out of the hall: 

The war-prince would Wealhtheow seek, 


His queen as companion. The glory of 
kings 665 

Grendel against, as men heard say, 

A hall-guard had set: he performed special 
service 

For = prince of the Danes, he eoten-guard 

ept. 
Now the prince of the Geats earnestly 


trusted 
In his proud might, in the Creator’s fa- 
vor. 670 


Then he laid him aside his iron burnie, 
Helmet from head, his jewelled sword gave, 
Choicest of weapons, to his servant-thane, 
And bade him keep his armor of war. 

Then spoke the hero some boastful words, 675 
Beowulf the Geat, ere he on bed stied: 

‘T count not myself less good in war-might 
For deeds of battle than Grendel himself: 
Therefore with my sword I him will not kill, 


Of life deprive, though I it all may. 680 
He knows not these goods, so that he me 
may slay, 


Hew down my shield, although he be fierce 

In hostile deeds: but we at night shall 

From swords refrain, if he dare to seek 

War without weapons; and then the wise 
God, 685 

The holy Lord, on whatever hand 

May the glory adjudge, as seems to Him fit.’ 

Then lay down the warlike: the pillow re- 
ceived 

The cheek of the earl, and him around many 

A valiant sea-warrior sought his hall-rest. 690 

No one of these thought that thence he 
should 

Again his dear home ever seek out, 

Folk or free-city where he was reared; 

But they had heard that too many before 

In this wine-hall bloody death carried off 695 

Of the folk of the Danes. But to them the 
Lord gave 

The web of war-speed, to the folk of the 
Weders 

Comfort and help, so that they their foes 

Through the craft of one all overcame, 

By the might of one self: the truth is made 
known 700 

That the mighty God the race of man 

Has always ruled. — Came in wan night 

The shadow-goer stepping. The warriors 
slept, 

Who the horned hall then were to hold, 

All except one. That was to men known, 705 

That them he might not, whom the Creator 
would not, 

The hostile demon drag into darkness; 

But he keeping watch for his foe in anger 

Awaited enraged the result of the battle. 
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Then came from the moor ’neath the misty 
slopes 710 

Grendel going, God’s anger he bore. 

The wicked foe thought of the race of man 

Some one to entrap in that high hall: 

He went ’neath the clouds whither he the 


wine-hall, 
The gold-hall of men, most thoroughly 
knew, 715 
Shining with gold-plates: that was not the 
first time 


That he of Hrothgar the home had sought. 

Ne’er in his life-time before nor after 

Bolder warriors, hall-thanes, did he find! 

Then came to the hall the being approach- 
ing, 720 

Of joys s depriv ed. The door soon sprang open 

Fast in its fire-bands, when he with hands 
touched it; 

Then burst the bale-bringer, since he was en- 


raged, 

The door of the hall. Soon after that 

On the many-colored floor the fiendish one 
trod, 725 

Mad in mind went: from his eyes stood 

A loathsome light likest to flame. 

He saw in the hall many of warriors, 

A band in peace sleeping all together, 

A heap of kin-warriors. Then laughed his 


mood, 730 
He thought that he would, ere day came, 
divide, 


The terrible monster, of every one 

The life from the body, since to him was 
fallen 

A hope of much food. That no longer was 
fated, 

That he might more of theraceofman 735 

Devour by night. The strong-in-might saw, 

The kinsman of Hygelac, how the fell foe 

With his swift attacks was going to act. 

That did not the monster think to delay, 

But quickly he seized for the first time 740 

A sleeping warrior, him tore unresisting, 

Bit his bone-frame, drank blood from his 
veins, 

In great bites him swallowed: 
had, 

Deprived of life, him all devoured, 

Feet even and hands. Torth nearer he 
stepped, 745 

Seized then with his hands the firm-in-mind 

Warrior on bed. Him reached out against 

The fiend with his hand: quickly he seized 

The cunning-in-mind and on his arm sat. 

Soon this perceived the worker of evil, 750 

That he never found in this mid-earth, 

In the regions of earth, in another man 

A greater hand-grip: in mood he became 


soon then he 


In his soul frightened; he could not sooner 
forth. 
His mind was death-ready; into darkness 


would flee, 755 
The devil-band seek: his course was not 
there, 


As he in old-days before had found. 

Remembered he then, good kinsman of 
Hygelac, 

His evening-speech; upright he stood 

And him fast seized: his fingers cracked. 760 

The eoten would outwards: the earl further 
stepped; 

The mighty one thought, whereso he might, 

Afar to escape, and away thence 

Flee into the marshes: he knew that his 
fingers 

Were in his foe’s grip: 
journey 765 

That the harm-bringing foe had taken to 
Heorot: 

The royal hall sounded: for all the Danes 
was, 

The city-dwellers, each one of the bold, 

For earls the ale spilt. Angry were both 

Furious contestants: the hall cracked 
aloud: 770 

Then was it great wonder that the wine-hall 

Withstood the fierce fighters, that it to 
ground fell not, 

The fair folk-hall: but it was too fast 

Within and without in its iron bands 

By cunning skill forged. There from the sill 
fell 775 

Many a mead-bench, as I have heard say, 

Adorned with gold, where the foes fought. 

Of this before weened not wise men of the 
Scyldings 

That it ever with strength any of men, 

Goodly and bone-adorned, to pieces might 
break, 780 

With craft destroy, unless flame’s embrace 

In smoke should it swallow. The sound arose 

Often repeated: to the North-Danes stood 

Fearful terror, to every one 

Of those who from the wall the weeping 
heard, 785 

The terrible song sung of th’ opposer of God, 

The joyless song, his pain lament 

The prisoner of hell.. He held him too fast, 

He who of men was strongest in might 

In the day then of this mortal life. 790 

The earl’s defence would on no account 

The bringer of woes let go alive, 

Nor his life-days to any people 

Did he count useful. There brandished 
many 

An earl of Beowulf his good old sword; —_795 

His dear lord’s life he would defend, 


that was a Be 
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His noble chief’s, whereso they might; 

They knew not indeed, when they risked the 
contest, 

The bold-in-mind heroes of battle, 

And on each side they thought to hew, 

To seek his soul, that the fiendish demon 

Not any on earth choicest of weapons, 

No one of war-swords, was able to touch, 

But he had forsworn victorious weapons, 

Each one of swords. His life-leaving 
should, 805 

In the day then of this mortal life, 

Miserably happen, and the strange-spirit 

Into his foes’ power afar depart. 

Then that he perceived, he who oft before 

In mirth of mind against mankind 810 

His crimes had wrought, hostile to God, 

That his body’s frame him would not sus- 
tain, 

But him the proud kinsman of Hygelac 

Had by the hands: each was to other 

Living a foe. Pain of body endured 815 

The terrible monster: there was on his 
shoulder 

An evident wound; apart sprang the sinews, 

The bone-frame burst. To Beowulf was 

Battle-fame given: Grendel should thence 

Sick-of-life flee under the fen-slopes, 820 

Seek his joyless abode; too surely he knew 

That of his life the end was come, 

The span of his days. To all of the Danes 

By the bloody strife was the wish fulfilled; 

He then had cleansed, who ere came from 
afar, 825 

Wise and valiant, the hall of Hrothgar, 

Saved it from sorrow, rejoiced in his night- 
work, 

His glorious deeds. 


800 


Then for the East- 


Danes 
The prince of the Geats his boast had per- 
formed, 
Likewise the sufferings all had removed, 830 
Sorrows from foe, which they ere suffered, 
And by compulsion had to endure, 
No little distress. That was a clear proof, 
After the battle-brave laid down the hand, 
The arm and the shoulder (there all was to- 
gether), 835 
The claw of Grendel ’neath the wide roof. 


V 


Joy of the Danes. The minstrel’s song of 
Sigemund and Fitela: of Heremod. 
Hrothgar’s thanks to Beowulf. 


Then was in the morning, as I have heard 
say, 

Around the gift-hall many a warrior: 

_ The people’s leaders from far and near came 


Through «the wide ways the wonder to 
view, 840 

The tracks of the foe. Ne’er did his life- 
severing 

Sorrowful seem to any of men, 

Of those who then viewed the track of the 
vanquished, 

How weary in mind he away thence, 

In fight overcome, to the mere of the nick- 
ers, 845 

Doomed and driven, his life-tracks: bore. 

There was the surface welling in blood; 

The frightful waves’ lashing all commingled 

Hot in gore boiled with the sword- blood; 

The doomed-to-death dyed them, when of 
joys deprived 850 

In his fen-refuge he laid down his life, 

His heathen soul, where hell him received. 

Thence back again came the old companions, 

And many a young one from their glad 
course, 

From the sea proudly riding on horses, — 855 

Heroes on steeds. There then was Beowulf’s 

Glory proclaimed: oft many said 

That south nor north by the two seas 

O’er the wide earth no other one 

’Neath heaven’s expanse was better than 
he 860 

Of bearers of shields, more worthy of rule. 

They did not now at all their dear lord blame, 

The friendly Hrothgar, but that was a good 


king. 

Sometimes the battle-famed permitted to 
leap, 

In contest to go, their yellow horses 865 

Where the land-roads seemed to them fair, 

Known for their goodness. Sometimes a 
king’s thane, 

A man renowned, mindful of songs, 

He who very many of old-time sagas, 

A great number remembered, framed other 
words 870 

Rightly connected: the scope then began 

Beowulf’s exploit with skill to tell, 

And with art to relate well-composed tales, 

Words to exchange; he told everything 

That he of Sigemund had heard men say, 

His noble deeds, much of the unknown, 

The Weelsing’s contest, his journeys wide, 

Which the children of men did not well 
know, 

The feuds and crimes, but Fitela with him, 

When he some such thing wished to re- 
late, 880 

Uncle to nephew, as they ever were 

In every fight comrades in need: 

They had very many of the race of the eotens 

Slain with their swords. To Sigemund came 

After his death-day no little fame 885 


875 
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Since he, brave in war, destroyed the dragon, 

The guard of the hoard: he "neath the gray 
stone, 

The prince’s son, had risked alone 

The very bold deed; not with him was Fitela; 

Yet it happened to him that the sword 
pierced through 890 

The wonderful worm, that it in the wall 
stood, 

The lordly weapon; in death lay the dragon. 

The terrible one in ‘strength had prevailed, 

So that he the ring-hoard himself might en- 


joy 
At his own will; he loaded his vessel, 895 
Bore on the ship’s bosom the ornaments 
bright, 
The son of Wels; 
him. 
He was of exiles the greatest by far 
Among the nations, the warriors’ defence 
In noble deeds; for that ere had he glory, 900 
After of Heremod the battle-might failed, 
His strength and prowess, he was ’mong the 
Jutes 
Into his foe’s power forthwith betrayed, 
Sent away quickly: him waves of sorrow 
Too long oppressed; he was to his people, 905 
To all of his princes, a life-long distress: 
Likewise oft lamented in former times 
The braye one’s journey many a wise churl, 
Who trusted in him for help in misfortunes, 
That the son of their prince was to grow 
up, 910 
. Take the place of his father, his people pos- 
sess, 
Hoard and head-city, kingdom of heroes, 
Home of the Seyldings. He was there to all, 
The kinsman of Hygelac, to the race of man, 
To friends more beloved; him sorrow be- 
fell, — 915 
Sometimes contending the yellow roads 
With their horses they measured. Then was 
morning-light 
Advanced and hastened: many a man went, 
Brave now in mind, to the high hall 
To see the rare wonder; the king himself 


the worm’s heat melted 


also 920 
From his bridal chamber, guardian of treas- 
ures, 


Stepped strong in glory with a great crowd, 

Famed for his virtues, and his queen with 
him 

Measured the mead-path with her maiden- 
band. 

Hrothgar then spoke (he went to the hall, 925 

Stood by the column, looked at the high roof 

Adorned with gold and at Grendel’s hand): 

‘For this glad sight thanks to the Almighty 

Quickly be given! Much evil I suffered, 


God may ever 
930 


Sorrows from Grendel; 
work 

Wonder on wonder, King of glory. 

Lately it was that I for myself 

Of any of woes weened not my life long 

Relief to obtain, since stained with blood 

The noblest of houses drenched in gore 
stood; 935 

Woe was brought down on every wise man, 

Of those who weened not that they in their 
ives 

The people’s land-work from foes might de- 
fend, 

From demons and deyils. Now hath a hero, 

Through the Lord’s might, a deed per- 
formed, 940 

Which we all before were not at all able 

With wisdom to work. Lo! this may say 

Even whatever woman brought forth this son 

After man’s nature, if she yet liveth, 

That to her the eternal Creator was gra- 
cious 945 

In her child-bearing. Now I thee, Beowulf, 

Noblest of men, for myself as a son’ 

Will love in life: keep well henceforth 

The kinship new. To thee shall no lack be 

Of earthly wishes o’er which I have 
power. 950 

Very often for less have I fixed the reward, 

The share of the treasure, to warrior less 
brave, 

One worse in the fight. Thou hast for thyself 

Effected by deeds that thy fame shall live 

For ever and ever. May thee the Al 
mighty 955 

With good repay, as He heretofore did!’ 

Beowulf then spoke, Ecgtheow’s son: 

‘That deed of might we, with great good-will, 

That fight have fought, boldly encountered 

The strength of the unknown: I rather 
would wish 960 

That thou himself now mightest see, 

The foe in his battle-dress wearied to death, 

I quickly him with hardest grips 

Thought then to bind on the death-bed, 

That he by hand-grip of mine should lie 965 

Striving for life, if his body escaped not: 

I might not him, since the Creator willed not, 

Cut off from escape: not so firm held I him, 

The life-destroyer: too powerful was he, 

The foe in his speed. Yet his hand did he 
let 970 

Yor life-protection remain behind, 

His arm and shoulder: not there, however, 

Did the helpless man gain any comfort. 

Not longer shall live the evil-doer 

Burdened with sins, but him sore pain 

In his strong grip sternly has seized, 

In his bonds of bale: there shall abide 


975 
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The sin-stained man the mickle doom 

How the glorious Creator to him will pre- 
seribe.’ 

Then was more silent the son of Ecglaf 980 

In his boasting-speech of warlike deeds, 

After the princes, by the earl’s might, 

Upon the high roof the hand had viewed, 

The foe-man’s fingers, each one before him: 

Each place of the nails was likest to steel, 985 

The heathen’s hand-spurs, the battle-mon- 
ster’s 

Horrible claw: each one then said 

That him would touch of warlike men 

No excellent weapon, so that the demon’s 

Bloody war-hand it would break off. 990 


VI 


Feasting and presents iw Heoret. The min- 
strel’s song of Finn, Hnef, and Hengest. 
Wealhtheow’s greeting to Beowwf. All 
retire to rest. 

Then quickly was ordered Heorot within 

By hands to adorn: there were many of 
those, 

Of men and of women, who that wine-hall, 

That guest-room prepared. Gold-adorned 


shone 
The webs on the walls, many wondrous 
sights 995 


To each one of men, who on such look. 

That building bright was very much injured, 

All the interior in its iron-bands fast; 

The hinges were shivered; the roof alone 
saved 

Entirely sound, when had the monster, 1000 

Condemned for his crimes, in flight escaped, 

Hopeless of life. It will not be easy 

Fate to escape, let do it who will; 

But each shall obtain of soul-bearing men, 

By necessity fixed for the children of 
men, 1005 

For dwellers on earth, the place prepared, 

Where his dead body, fast in his death-bed, 

Shall sleep after feast. — Then was the fit 
time 

That to the hall went Healfdene’s son, 

The king himself the feast would enjoy. 1010 

Ne’er heard I that folk in greater crowd 

Around their ring-giver better behaved. 

Went then to the benches the heroes re- 
nowned 

Rejoiced at the plenty: courteously shared 

Many a mead-cup the kinsmen of these, 1015 

The bold-minded ones in the high hall, 

Hrothgar and Hrothulf. Heorot within 

Was filled with friends: not at all deeds of 
guile 

Did the Folk-Scyldings at this time prepare. 


Gave then to Beowulf Healfdene’s son 1020 

A golden banner as victory’s reward, 

A wreathéd standard, helmet and burnie; 

A great jewelled sword many then saw 

Before the chief borne. Beowulf received 

The cup in the hall. Not of that treasure- 
giving 1025, 

Before the warriors need he be ashamed: 

Ne’er heard I, more courteously, that 
treasures four 

With gold adorned, many of men 

On the ale-bench to each other gave. 

*Round the crown of the helmet head-pro- 
tection 1030 

A boss wound with wires was keeping with- 


out, 

That him the battle-swords boldly might not, 

By file hardened, injure, when the shield- 
warrior 

Against his foes in battle should go. 

The earl’s defence eight horses ordered, 1035 

With golden trappings, to lead in the hall 

In under the barriers: on one of these stood 

A saddle art-decked, with treasure adorned; 

That was the battle-seat of the high king, 

When in sword-play Healfdene’s son _ 1040 

Wished to engage; ne’er at the front failed 

The famed one’s valor when corpses fell. 

And then to Beowulf of each of the two 

The prince of the Ingwins power delivered, 

Of horses and weapons: bade him well use 
them. 1045 

So like a man the noble prince, 

The hoard-keeper of heroes, contest repaid 

With horses and treasures, such as never will 
blame 

He who will speak truth according to right. 

Then still on each one the prince of earls, 1050 

Of those who with Beowulf the watery waves 
traversed, 

On the mead-bench a treasure bestowed, 

A sword as an heir-loom, and bade for that 
one 

To pay with gold, whom Grendel before 

With evil killed, as he more of them 
would, 1055 

Had not the wise God weird averted, 

And the man’s courage: the Creator ruled all 

Of the race of mankind, as He still doth: 

Therefore is insight everywhere best, 

Forethought of mind. He shall abide 
much 1060 

Of good and of ill, he who long here 

Tn these days of sorrow useth the world. 

There song and music was all together 

About Healfdene’s battle-leader; 

The harp was played, the song oft re- 
hearsed, 1065 

When joy in hall Hrothgar’s minstrel 
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Along the mead-bench was to make known: 

‘He sang of Iinn’s sons when that danger 
befell 

The heroes of Healfdéne, when Hneef of the 
Scyldings 

In Frisian land was fated to fall. 1070 

Then indeed Hildeburh needed not praise 

The faith of the Jutes: guiltless was she 

Deprived of her dear ones in the shield-play, 

Of sons and of brothers: by fate they fell 

Wounded with spear: that was a sad wo- 
man. 1075 

Not without reason did the daughter of Hoc 

Lament fate’s decree, when morning came, 

When she under heaven might then behold 

The death-bale of kinsmen, where she before 
had 

Most worldly joy. War took away all 1080 

The thanes of Finn except a few only, 

So that he could not, on that meeting-place, 

In fight with Hengest at all contend, 

Nor even the remnant rescue by war 

From the chief’s thane: but they offered 
them terms, 1085 

That they for them other hall would provide, 

Hall and high seat, that they power of half 

With the Jutes’ sons were to possess, 

And at treasure-givings the son of Folewalda 

On every day would honor the Danes, 1090 

The band of Hengest with rings would enrich, 

Even as much with costly jewels 

Of plated gold, as he the Frisians 

In the beer-hall would encourage. 

Then they confirmed on either side 

A firm peace-compact: Finn to Hengest, 

In valor invincible, promised with oaths 

That he the remnant, by the doom of his 
wise men, 

In honor would hold, that no man there 

By words nor works the compact should 
break, 1100 

Nor ever through cunning should violate it, 

Though they their ring-giver’s murderer 
followed, 

Deprived of their prince, since so ’t was ap- 
pointed them: 

If then of the Frisians any one with bold 
speech 

Of that bloody feud mindful should be, 1105 

Then the edge of the sword it should avenge. 

The oath was confirmed and treasure of gold 

From the hoard taken. Of the warlike 
Seyldings 

The best of the warriors was at the pyre 
ready; 

At the funeral-pile was easily seen 1110 

The blood-stained sark, the all-golden swine, 

The boar of hard iron, many a prince 

Destroyed by wounds: some fell in slaughter. 


1095 


Hildeburh bade then at Hneef’s funeral- 


pyre 
To consign to the flame her own dear 
son, 1115 


The body to burn and on the pyre place. 

The wretched woman wept on his shoulder, 

Mourned him in songs. The fierce smoke 
arose 

Wound to the clouds the greatest of fires, 

Before the mound roared: the heads were 
melted, 1120 

The wound-openings burst; then out sprang 
the blood 

From the wound of the body. The flame 
swallowed all, 

Greediest of spirits, of those whom war took 

Of both of the peoples: gone was their 


breath. — 
Then went the warriors to visit the dwell- 
in Ss, 1125 


Deprived of their friends, Friesland to see, 

The homes and high city. Hengest then still 

The slaughter-stained winter dwelt there 
with Finn, 

In valor invincible; he remembered his land, 

Though he might not on the sea drive 1130 

The ring-prowed ship: in storm rolled the 
ocean, 

Fought with the wind: winter the waves 
locked 

In its icy bond, until came another 

Year in the dwellings, as now still do 

(For they ever observ e suitable seasons) 1135 

The clear-shining days. Then winter was 
gone, 

Fair a as ‘the earth’s bosom: strove the exile 

The nat from the dwellings; he then on 
vengeance 

More eagerly thought than on the sea-voy- 
age, 

If he might effect a hostile meeting, 1140 

And in it remember the sons of the Jutes. 

So he did not escape the fate of the world 

When Hunlat’s son a battle-sword, 

Best of weapons, thrust in his breast; 

Well-known were its edges among the 
Jutes. 1145 

Also, bold-minded Finn afterwards befell 

Death-bringing sword-bale at his own home, 

When the fierce battle Guthlaf and Oslaf 

After their sea-journey in sorrow lamented, 

Blamed him for their woes: his flickering life 
might not 1150 

Keep itself in his breast. Then was the hall 
covered . 

With bodies of foes; also was Finn slain, 

The king ’mong his band, and the queen 
taken. 
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The Scyldings’ warriors bore to their ships 

All the possessions of the king of the 
land, 1155 

Such as they might find at Finn’s home 

Of a jewels and gems. They on the sea- 
roa 

. The royal woman to the Danes bore, 
Led to their people.’ — The song was sung, 


The gleeman’s glee: the sport then 
arose, 1160 

Carousing resounded: the servants out- 
poured 

Wine from the wondrous vessels. Then came 
Wealhtheow forth, 


Going under her golden crown, where were 
the good ones two 

Uncle and nephew sitting: then were they 
still at peace, ; 

Each one true to the other. There also the 
orator Hunferth 1165 

Sat at the feet of the Scyldings’ lord: each 
of them trusted his wisdom, 

That he great courage had, tho’ to his kins- 
men he was not 

Honest in play of the swords. 
the queen of the Scyldings: 

‘Receive thou this cup, my dearest lord, 

Giver of treasure. Be thou in health, 1170 

Gold-friend of men, and to the Geats speak 

With mildest words, as a man shall do. 

Be to the Geats kind, mindful of gifts; 

Near and afar hast thou now peace. 

One said to me thou for a son would 

The warrior have. Heorot is cleansed, 

The bright jewel-hall: use whilst thou 
mayest 

Many rewards, and leave to thy kinsmen 

Folk and kingdom, when thou shalt forth 

Fate’s decree see. I know well indeed 1180 

My friendly Hrothulf, that he the youth will 

In honor hold, if thou sooner than he, 

Friend of the Scyldings, leavest the world: 

I ween that he with good will repay 

Our own children, if he all remember, — 1185 

What we, through good-will and also through 
honor, 

Of kindnesses showed to him when a child.’ 

Turned she then to the bench where were her 
sons, 

Hrethric and Hrothmund, and the warriors’ 
children, 

The youth together, where sat the good 1190 

Beowulf the Geat by the two brothers. 

To him was a cup borne, and friendly greet- 
ing 

Offered in words, and twisted gold 

Gladly presented, arm-ornaments two, 

A burnie and rings, the greatest of collars, 1195 

Of those which on earth I ever have heard of. 


Spoke then 


1175 


Under the heaven heard I of no better 

Hoard-jewel of heroes, since Hama bore 

To the bright city the Brosings’ collar, 

Bright jewel and costly; — he fell into the 
wiles 1200 

Of Eormenric, eternal fate chose. 

This ring then had Higelac the Geat, 

The grandson of Swerting, the very last time, 

When he under his banner defended the 


treasure, 
Battle-spoils guarded: Weird took him 
away, 1205 


When he for pride suffered great woes, 

Feud from the Frisians: the jewels he bore, 

The precious stones, o’er the wave-holder, 

The mighty prince: he fell under his shield, 

The life of the king into th’ Franks’ keeping 
went, 1210 

Breast-battle-weeds and the collar together: 

Warriors inferior plundered the slain 

After the overthrow of the Geats’ people, 

The battle-field held. — The hall resounded. 

Wealhtheow then said, she before the crowd 
spoke: 1215 

‘Use this collar, Beowulf dear, 

Young man, with joy, and make use of this 
burnie, 

People’s treasures, and thrive thou well; 

Bear thee with might and be to these youths 

Friendly in counsel; thy reward Ill remem- 
ber. 1220 

Thou hast now caused that thee far and near 

All thy life long men shall honor, 

Even so wide as the sea encircles, 

Winds through its walls. Be, whilst thou 
livest, 

Noble prince, happy. I grant to thee 
well 1225 

Precious treasures. Be thou to my sons 

Friendly in deeds, thou joyful one: 

Here is each earl true to the other, 

Mild in his mood, loyal to his liege lord; 

The thanes are at peace, the people all 
ready; 1230 

Warriors well-drunken, do as I bid.’ 

She went to the seat. There was choicest of 
feasts, 

The men drank the wine: weird they knew 
not, 

Destiny stern, as it did happen 

To many of earls, when even came 1235 

And Hrothgar departed to go to his court, 

The mighty to rest. The hall in-dwelt 

A number of earls, as they oft before did; 

They emptied the bench-space: it was over- 


spread 
With beds and bolsters. A certain beer- 
servant, 1240 


Ready and fated, lay down to his rest. 
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They placed at their heads the battle-shields, 

The bright wooden boards: there on the 
bench was 

Over the warrior easily seen 

The battle-high helmet, the ringéd bur- 
nie, 1245 

The mighty spear-shaft; their custom was 

That they often were ready for combat 

Both at home and in army, and in each one of 
them 

Even at such a time as to their liege lord 

Need there might be: that was a good 
folls. 1250 


VII 


The coming of Grendel’s mother. Sorrow is 
renewed. Hrothgar describes the mere. 
Beowulf’s decision. His descent into the 
mere. The fight with Grendel’s mother, 
Beowulf’s return, bearing Grendel’s head. 


Rboy, went then to sleep: one sorely paid 

or 

His evening-rest, as to them often happened 

When the gold-hall Grendel in-dwelt, 

Evil deeds wrought, until the end came, 

Death for his crimes. That became 
plain, 1255 

To men widely known, that still an avenger 

Lived for his foes. For a long time 

After the war-sorrow Grendel’s mother, 

A terrible woman, nourished her grief 

Who was said to inhabit the fearful wa- 
ters, 1260 

The ice-cold streams, since Cain became 

The murderer by sword of his only brother, 

His father’s son; then outlawed he went, 

With murder marked, to flee human joy, 


Dwelt in the waste. Thence many 
sprang 1265 

Of the demons of fate; of these one was 
Grendel, 


Hateful and ravenous, who in Heorot found 
A watching man awaiting the battle 
Where the fell monster him was attacking: 
Yet he remembered the strength of his 
might, 1270 
The powerful gift, which God to him gave, 
And on the Lord’s favor relied for himself 
For comfort and help: so the fiend overcame 


e, 
Felled the demon of hell, when he humbled 
departed, 
Deprived of joy, his death-place to see, 1275 
The foe of mankind. And still his mother, 
Greedy and raging, wished then to go 
The sorrowful journey her son to avenge. 
She came then to Heorot, where the Ring- 
Danes 


Through the hall slept: then there was 
soon 1280 

A change to the earls, when within entered 

Grendel’s mother. The terror was less 

Even by so much as is woman’s strength, 

A woman’s war-terror, esteemed by a man, 

When a bound.sword, forged by the ham- 
mer, 1285 

The sword stained with gore, the boar on the 
helmet, 

Strong in its edges, opposite cleaves, 

Then was in the hall the hard-edged drawn, 

The sword o’er the seats, many a broad shield 

Raised firm in hand: of helmet one thought 
not, 1290 

Of burnie broad, when terror him seized. 

She was in haste, would thence away, 

Her life preserve, when she was discovered. 

Quickly had she of one of the warriors 

Firmly laid hold, when she to fen went: 1295 

He was to Hrothgar the dearest of men 

In the office of comrade by the two seas, 

A shield-warrior strong, whom she in bed 
killed, 

A hero renowned. Not there was Beowulf, 

But other room before was assigned, 1300 

After the treasure-giving, to the great Geat. 

Noise was in Heorot: she in its gore took 

The well-known hand. Grief was renewed 

Again in the dwellings; ’t was not a good 


trade, 
That they on both sides payment should 
make 1305 
With the lives of their friends. Then was the 
old king, 


The hoary warrior, in sorrowful mood, 

When he his chief thane, deprived of life, 

The dearest one, knew to be dead. 

Quickly was Beowulf brought to the hall, 1310 

The victory-blest hero. At dawn of day 

Went one of earls, the noble warrior, 

Himself with his comrades, where the wise 
one awaited, 

Whether for him the Almighty will ever, 

After this woe-spell, a change of things 


work. 1315 
Went then on the floor the man war-re- 
nowned 
With his band of men (the hall-wood re- 
sounded), 


Until he addressed the wise one in words, 

The lord of the Ingwins, asked if to him were, 

As he had wished, the night undisturbed. 1320 

Hrothgar then spoke, the defence of the 
Scyldings: 

‘Ask not thou for health, Sorrow’s renewed 

To the Danes’ people: dead is Auschere, 

Of Yrmenlaf the elder brother, 

My trusted counsellor,and my adviser, 1325 
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My right-hand man, when we in battle 
Defended our heads, when warriors engaged 
When the boars clashed: such should an earl 


? 

An excellent prince, as ’schere was. 

She was to him the murderer in Heorot, 1330 

The restless death-demon: I know not 
whither, 

Proud of her prey, she frightful withdrew, 

Well-known from her meal. The feud she 
avenged, 

For that thou yester-night Grendel didst kill 

In a powerful way by your hard grips, 1335 

Because he too long my own people 

Lessened and killed: in battle he fell, 

Of his life guilty, and now came another, 

A mighty fell foe, her son would avenge, 

And further has laid her feud upon us; 1340 

Wherefore it may seem to many a thane, 

Who for his ring-giver mourns in his mind, 

A a8 hard to bear; now lies the hand help- 
ess, 

Which used to gratify all of your wishes. 

I the land-dwellers, my own people, 

Counsellors-in-hall, that have heard say 

That they used to see a pair of such 

Mickle mark-steppers holding the moors, 

Spirits of elsewhere: one of these was, 

As they most certainly might then per- 
ceive, 1350 

A woman’s form: the other one wretched 

In the likeness of man his exile trod — 

Except he was greater than any man else — 

Whom in yore-days Grendel they named, 

The dwellers-on-earth: they know not their 
father, 1355 

Whether any to him was before born 

Of wicked spirits. They in a dark land, 

Clifis of wolves, dwell, windy nesses, 

Dangerous marshes, where mountain-stream 

Under clouds of the nesses flows down be- 
low, 1360 

Lake under the earth. It is not far hence 

In measure by miles that the mere stands, 

Over which hang the rustling groves, 

Wood firm in its roots; they cover the water. 

There one every night a strange wonder may 
see, 1365 

Fire on the flood: so wise a one lives not 

Of the children of men that knows its 


1345 


bottom: 

Although the heath-stepper pressed by the 
dogs, 

The stag, strong in horns, may seek the 
grove, 


Pursued from afar, his life will he give, 1370 
His life on the shore, ere in it he will 
Hide there his head. That’s no unhaunted 


place; 


Thence the boiling of waters rises up high 

Wan to the clouds, when the wind rouses 

The hateful storms, while dark grows the 
air, 1375 

The heavens weep. Now is ready counsel 

Again in thee alone. The abode yet thou 
knowest not, 

The terrible place, where thou mayest find 

The much-sinning being: seek if thou dare. 

I for the contest thee will repay 1380 

With old-time treasures, as I before did, 

With twisted gold, if thou comest away.’ 

Beowulf then spoke, Ecgtheow’s son: 

‘Sorrow not, wise man! It is better for each 

That his friend he avenge than that he mourn 
much! 1385 

Each of us shall the end await 

Of worldly life: let him who may gain 

Honor ere death. That is for a warrior, 

When he is dead, afterwards best. 

Arise, kingdom’s guardian! Let us quickly 
go 1390 

To view the track of Grendel’s kinsman. 

{ promise it thee: he will not escape, 

Nor in earth’s bosom, nor in mountain-wood, 

Nor in ocean’s depths, go where he will. 

Throughout this day do thou patience 
have 1395 

Of each of thy woes, as I ween of thee!’ 

Up leaped the agéd one, thanked he then 
God, 

The mighty Lord, for what the man spoke. 

Then was for Hrothgar a horse provided, 

A steed with curled mane: theruler wise 1400 

Well-equipped went; the band stepped forth 

Of bearers of shields. The foot-tracks were 

On the forest-paths widely perceived, 

The course o’er the plain: she went straight 


ahead 
O’er the murky moor, of knightly thanes 
bore 1405 


The noblest one deprived of life, 

Of those who with Hrothgar defended his 
home. 

Went he then over, the offspring of princes, 

The steep, stony slopes, the narrow ways, 

The strait single paths, the unknown 
course, 1410 

The headlands steep, many houses of nickers. 

He one of few went on before, 

Of the wise men, the plain to view, 

Until he all at once the mountain-trees 

O’er the gray stone found bending down, 1415 

The joyless wood: the water stood under 

Gory and restless. To all the Danes ’t was, 

To the friends of the Seyldings, bitter in 
mood, 

To many a thane sorrow to suffer, 


To each one of earls, after of Auschere 1420 
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On the holm-cliff the head they found. 

The flood boiled with blood (the people 
looked on), 

With the hot gore. The horn at times sang 

The ready war-song. All the warriors sat 
down; 

They saw then in the water many of worm- 
kind, 1425 

Strange sea-dragons, seeking the sea, 

Such nickers lying out on the ness-slopes, 

As at mid-day often prepare 

A sorrowful voyage on the sail-road, 

Worms and wild beasts: rushed they 
away 1430 

Fierce and angry; the noise they perceived, 

The war-horn sound. The prince of the 
Geats 

With his arrowed bow deprived one of life, 

Of strife with the sea, so that stood in his 
vitals 

The hard war-arrow: he wasin the holm 1435 

The slower in swimming, whom death took 
away. 

Quickly was in the waves with their boar- 
spears, 

Their hookéd swords, fiercely attacked, 

Pressed after with struggles and to the ness 


drawn, 
The wonderful monster: the men looked 
upon 1440 


The terrible stranger. Beowulf girded him 
With noble armor, not for life did he care: 
The war-burnie should, woven with hands, 
Wide and well-wrought, seek out the sea, 
That which his body could well protect, 1445 
So that him battle-grip might not in breast, 
The mad one’s assault, injure in life: 
But the bright helmet protected his head, 
Which was to mingle with the depths of the 
sea, 
Adorned with 
waves, 
Encircled with diadem, as in days of old 
The weapon-smith wrought it, wondrously 
framed it, 
Set with swine- -bodies, so that it never after 
The flaming war-swords might be able to 


treasure seek the sea- 


1450 


bite. 
That was not then the least of strong 
helps, 1455 


That to him in need Hrothgar’s orator lent: 

Of that hilted sword Hrunting was name; 

That was a chief one of old-time treasures; 

Its edge was of iron, with poison-twigs 
stained, 

Hardened with battle-gore; ne’er failed it in 
fight 1460 

Any of men, who it wielded with hand, 

He who durst tread the terrible paths, 


The folk-place of foes: that was not the first 
time, 

That deeds of valor it should perform. 

The kinsman of Ecglaf remembered not 
now 1465 

Mighty i in strength, what he before spoke 

Drunken with wine, when the weapon he lent 

To a better sword-bearer; he himself durst 
not 

Under waves’ tumult venture his life, 

Heroic deeds work; there he lost fame, 1470 

A name for valor; not so with the other, 

When he for battle himself had prepared. 

Beowulf then spoke, Ecgtheow’s son: 

‘Bethink thyself now, great kinsman of 
Healfdene, 

Thou ruler wise, now I’m for the way 
ready, 1475 

Gold-triend of men, of what we once spoke, 

Tf Lin thy service should at any time 

Of my life be deprived, that thou wouldst 
ever be 

To me when gone hence, in stead of a father. 

Be thou a _ protector to my knightly 
thanes, 1480 

My trusty comrades, if war take me off: 

Also the treasures, which thou gavest me, 

Do thou, dear Hrothgar, to Hygelac send. 

May then by the gold the Geat’s lord per- 


ceive, 
Hrethel’s son see, when he looks on the 
treasure, 1485 


That I did one find in man’s virtues good, 

A giver of rings, him enjoyed while I might. 

And do thou let Hunferth the ancient relic, 

The wonderful sword, the widely-known man 

The hard-edged have. I shall with Hrunt- 
ing 1490 

Fame for me gain, or death will me take.’ 

After these words the prince of the Weder- 
Geats 

Hastened with valor, not for an answer 

Would he await. The water-flood took 

The mighty warrior: then was a day’s 
space 1495 

Ere the bottom-plain he might perceive. 

Soon that discovered she who the flood’s 
realm, 

Eager for blood, for fifty years held, 

Grim and ereedy, that there some one of 


men 

The monster’s abode sought out from 
above. 1500 

She grasped then against him, the warrior 
seized 


In her terrible claws; not sooner she injured 

His body sound: the burnie him shielded, 

So that she might not pierce through the 
corslet, 
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The locked linkéd sark, with fiendish fin- 
gers. 1505 

Bore then the sea-wolf, when she came to the 
bottom, , 

The giver of rings to. her own abode, 

So that he might not, tho’ he was brave, 

His weapons wield, but him many strange 
ones 

Oppressed in the sea: many a sea-beast 1510 

With battle-tusks his war-sark brake; 

The monsters harassed him. The ear! then 
perceived 

That he in sea-hall, he knew not what, was, 

Where him no water in aught might harm, 

Nor for the roofed hall might lay hold of 


him 1515 
_ Sudden grip of the flood: the fire-light he 
saw, 


The brilliant beams brightly shining. 
The good one perceived then the wolf of the 


bottom, 

The mighty mere-woman; he gave a strong 
stroke 

With his battle-bill, withheld not the 


blow, 1520 
So that on her head the ringéd blade sounded 
A greedy war-song. Then the stranger 
perceived 
That the war-weapon would not cleave 
through, 
Injure her life, but the edge failed 
The prince in his need: before it endured 1525 
Many hand-meetings, the helmet oft clave, 
The fated one’s corslet: that was the first 
time 
To the dear treasure that power had failed. 
Again was determined, not lacking in prow- 


ess, 
Mindful of fame, the kinsman of Hyge- 


lac: 1530 
Then threw the etched brand, with jewels 
adorned, 


The angry warrior, that it on the earth lay, 

Strong and steel-edged; he trusted to 
strength, 

The hand-grip of might: so shall a man do, 

When he in war thinketh to gain 1535 

Praise everlasting, nor for his life careth. 

Séized then by the shoulder (cared she not 
for the contest) 

The War-Geats’ prince Grendel’s mother, 

Threw then battle-brave, for he was en- 


raged, 
The ree estrone that she on the floor 
fell. 1540 


She him again quickly the hand-grip repaid 

With her fierce claws, and seized him fast: 

Then stumbled the weary one, strongest of 
warriors, 


The fighter-on-foot, so that he fell. 
She sat on the hall-guest and drew her short 


sword. 1545 
Broad me brown-edged, her son would 
aven 


Her only child, On his shoulder lay 

The braided breast-net: that his life saved, 

Against point and edge entrance withstood. 

Then had he perished, Eegtheow’s son, 1550 

*Neath the broad bottom, the chief of the 
Geats, 

Had not the war-burnie lent help to him, 

The hard battle-net, and had not holy God 

Directed the victory, the all-knowing Lord; 

The Ruler of heaven adjudged it aright; 1555 

Easily afterwards he again rose. 

’Mongst the armor he saw then a victory- 
blessed weapon, 

Old sword of the eotens strong in its edges, 

Honor of warriors: that was choicest of 
weapons, 

But it was greater than any man else 

To the war-play was able to bear, 

Good and ornate, the hand-work of giants. 

He seized the chained hilt, the Scyldings’ 
champion, 

Raging and battle-fierce, fhe ringéd sword 
brandished, 

Hopeless of life angrily struck, 1565 

So that ’gainst her neck it strongly grasped, 

Broke the bone-rings; the bill pierced through 

Her fated body: she on the floor fell; 

The sword was bloody, in his deed he rejoiced. 

The blade’s beam shone, the light stood 


1560 


within, 1570 
Just as from heaven brightly doth shine 
The firmament’s candle. He looked through 


the hall 

Turned then by the wall, uplifted the weapon 

Strong by its hilts Higelae’s thane, 

Angry and firm: the edge was not useless 1575 

To the war-hero, but he quickly would 

Grendel repay many warlike assaults 

Of those which he wrought to the West- 
Danes 

_Oftener by far than for one time, 

“When he of Hrothgar the 
panions 

Slew in their sleep, whilst sleeping ate 

Of the Danes’ folk fifteen of men, 

And such another bore he away, 

A sorrowful prey: he paid him for that, 

The warrior fierce, as he on his bed saw 1585 

Weary of war Grendel there lying 

Of life deprived, as him before injured 

The combat at Heorot. His body sprang far, 

When he after death suffered the blow, 

The strong sword-stroke, that struck off his 
head. — 1590 


hearth-com- 
1580 


20 


Soon that perceived the cunning churls, 

Those who with Hrothgar gazed on the sea, 

That the waves-stirring all was commingled, 

The surge stained with blood. The hoary- 
haired elders 

Concerning the good one together thus 
spoke, 1595 

That they for the prince looked not again, 

That he, flushed with victory, would come to 
seek 

Their mighty chief, since it seemed to so 
many 

‘That ae sea-wolf him had destroyed. 

Then came the ninth hour; the ness for- 
sook 1600 

The poe Seyldings: he departed thence 


hom 
The co friend of men. The str angers sat, 
Sick in their mind, and stared on the sea: 
They knew and weened not, that they their 
dear lord 
Himself might see. — The sword then be- 
gan 1605 
On account of the battle-gore in clots of 
blood 
The war-bill to vanish (that was a wonder), 
So that it all melted likest to ice, 
When the frost’s fetters the Father unlooses, 
The ice-rope unwinds, He who has con- 
' trol 1610 
Of times and tides: that is true Creator. 
Took he not in the dwelling, the Weder- 
Geats’ prince, 
More of rich treasures, though he many there 


saw, 

But only the head and the hilts together, 

With jewels adorned: the sword ere 
melted, 1615 

The etched brand burnt: the blood was so 
hot 

The strange-spirit poisonous, who therein 
died. 


Soon was he swimming who lived through 
the strife, 

The foes’ fierce assault, dived he up through 
the water: 

The stirrings of waves all were cleansed, 1620 

The regions wide, when the strange-spirit 

Left his life-days and this fleeting creation. 

Came then to the land the seamen’s pro- 


tector 

Strong-minded swimming, joyed in his sea- 
booty, 

The mighty burden of what he had with 
him. 1625 


They went then to meet him, gave thanks to 
God 

The brave band of thanes, rejoiced in their 
chief, 


* 
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For that they him safe might again see. 
Then from the strong one helmet and burnie 


Quickly was loosed: the lake became 
thick, 1630 

Water under the clouds Sed with war- 
gore. 


Forth went they thence on the foot-paths 
Glad in their hearts, measured the land-ways, 
The well-known roads; the very bold men 
From the sea-cliff were bearing the 
head 1635 
With great exertion to each one of them: 
Of the courageous four warriors should 
On the spear-shaft with labor bear 
To the gold-hall the head of Grendel, 
Until forthwith to the hall came 
Fourteen brave men and fieree in war 
Of the Geats going: the lord of men with 
them, 
Brave in the crowd, trod the mead-plains. 


1640 


VIII 


Beowulf’s account of the fight. Hrothgar’s 
moralizing speech. On the morrow Beo- 
wulf bids farewell to Hrothgar, receives 
presents, and returns to his ship. 


Then entering came the prince of the thanes, 

The man brave in deeds, honored in 
fame, 1645 

The battle-fierce warrior, Hrothgar to greet. 

Then was by the hair on the floor borne 

The head of Grendel, where the men drank, 

Frightful to earls and the lady also, 

A wonderful sight: the men on it gazed. 1650 

Beowulf then spoke, Ecegtheow’s son: 

‘Lo! we thee this sea-booty, son of Healfdene, 

Prinee of the Seyldings, with joy have 
brought 

As a token of fame, which thou gazest on 
here. 

T that with my life scarcely escaped; 

Under water in battle risked I the work 

With great exertion; almost would have been 

Ended the struggle, had not me God shielded. 

I might not in battle with Hrunting the 


1655 


sword 
Aught then perform, though that weapon is 
good: 1660 


But the Ruler of men granted to me 

That I on the wall saw beautiful hanging 

An old mighty sword (often has He directed 

Those without friends), that I brandished the 
weapon. 

Then I slew in the contest, when time fa- 
vored me, 1665 

The house’s keepers. Then did the battle- 
bill, 
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The etched brand, burn, as sprang forth the 
blood 


The hottest of battle-gore: I the hilt thence 
Bore from my foes, avn their ill-deeds, 


Death-plague of the Danes, as it was 
right. 1670 

I promise thee then that thou mayest in 
Heorot, 


Sorrowless sleep with thy warrior-band, 
And each of the thanes of thine own people, 
Of old and of young; thou needst not for 


them fear, 
Chief of the Seyldings, from this direc- 
tion 1675 


Life-bale for thy earls, as thou didst before.’ 

Then was the golden hilt to the old warrior, 

The hoary war-chief, given in hand, 

The old work of giants: it went into the 
keeping, 

Since fall of the Hondas of the lord of the 
Danes, 1680 

The cunning smiths’ work, when this world 
forsook 

The bad-hearted being, the opposer of God, 

Devoted to death, and his mother also. 

It went into the power of the noblest one 

Of the world-kings by the two seas, 1685 

Of those who in Sceden-ig treasure divided. 

Hrothgar then spoke, on the hilt looked, 

The old relic on which was the origin written 

Of an old contest: the flood afterwards slew, 

The rushing sea, the race of the giants; 1690 

Badly they fared: that people was hostile 

To the Lord eternal; therefor a reward 

Through waters’ flood the Almighty them 
gave. 

So was on the guard of purest gold 

In runie letters rightly engraved, 

Was set and said, for whom that sword, 

Choicest of weapons, first had been wrought 

With wreathed hilt snake-adorned. Then 
the chief spoke, 

The son of Healfdene (kept silent all); 

Lo! that he may say who truth and 


1695 


right 1700 
Works for his people, the past all remem- 
rs, 


An old home-guardian, that this earl was 

One born of the best. Thy fame is wide- 
spread 

Through distant ways, Beowulf my friend, 


Over each nation: with patience thou 
holdest it all, 1705 

Thy might with prudence of mind. I shall 
to thee grant 

My friendship, as we before spoke: thou 


shalt be for comfort, 
All long-assured, to thine own people, 
To heroes for help, Not so was Heremod 


To the children of Ecgwela, the wagiiis 
Seyldings ; 
He throve ses for their pleasure, but for their 


slau 
And for Nok to the Danes’ people: 
Slew he enraged his table-companions, 
His chosen comrades, till he went alone, 
The mighty prince, from human joys: 1715 
Though him mighty God in joy of strength, 
In power exalted, over all men 
Him had uplifted, yet in his heart grew 
A bloodthirsty feeling: he did not give rings 
To the Danes by right: joyless abode he, 1720 
So that for this strife sorrow he suffered, 
Misery lasting, By that teach thou thyself, 
Practise man’s virtues. This tale for thee 
Have I, old in years, told. ’T isa wonder to 


say 
How mighty God to the race of man- 
kind, 1728, 


Through His great mind, wisdom divides, 

Homes and nobility: He rules over all. 

Sometimes on loye permits He to turn 

The thoughts of the man of mighty race, 

Gives him in his home the joy of earth, 1730 

A sheltering city of men to possess, 

Makes subject to him parts of the world, 

A kingdom wide, so that he of it may not, 

For his lack of wisdom, think of the end: 

He dwells in plenty, nor him does aught 
check, 1735 

Sickness nor age, nor for him does sorrow 

Grow dark in his mind, nor a foe anywhere 

Show him sword-hate, but for him all the 
world 

Wends at his will. He knows not the worse, 

Until him within a portion of pride 1740 

Waxes and grows, when sleeps the keeper, 

The guard of the soul: that sleep is too firmly 

Bound up with sorrows; very nigh is the 
slayer, 

Who from arrowed bow spitefully shoots. 

Then is he in his breast pierced under his 
helmet 1745 

With a sharp arrow: he cannot defend him 

From the evil strange-orders of that cursed 
spirit: 

Him seems it too little what he long held; 

He with eyil mind covets, gives not for 
- boasting 

Gold-plated rings, and he future fate 1750 

Forgets and neglects, for God gave him 
before, 

The Ruler of glory, a share of earth’s honors. 

It at the end afterwards happens 

That the frail body fleeting doth fail, 

Fated doth fall: another succeeds, 

He who undisturbed treasures divides, 

The earl’s former store, cares not for its owner, 


1755 
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Guard against wrong-doing, Beowulf dear, 

Best one of heroes, and choose thou the better, 

Counsels eternal. Care not for pride, 1760 

Mighty warrior. Now is thy strength’s fame 

Lasting a while: soon after it shall be 

That sickness or sword shall rob thee of 
might, 

Or clutch of the fire, or swell of the flood, 

Or grip of the sword, or flight of the ar- 
row, 1765 

Or fearful old age, or light of the eyes 

Shall fail and grow dark: it suddenly shall be 

That thee, great warrior, death shall over- 
come. 

So I the Ring-Danes a hundred half-years 

Ruled under heavens, and secured them by 


war 1770 
Against many tribes throughout this mid- 
earth, 


With spears and with swords, so that any foe 

Under circuit of heaven reckoned I not. 

Lo! to me in my home a change of this came, 

Sorrow for Joy, after Grendel became 1775 

The foe of long years, my constant home- 
seeker: 

I from this hostility continually suffered 

Much sorrow of mind. Thanks to the Cre- 
ator, 

The Lord eternal, whilst in life I remained, 

That I on this head drenchéd with gore, 1780 

After long sorrow, look with my eyes. 

Go now to thy seat, partake of feast-joy, 

Thou honored in war. To us shall be many 

Of treasures in common, when morning shall 
come.’ 

The Geat was glad-minded: went he then 
soon 1785 

His seat to take, as the wise one bade. 

Then was as before for the courageous 

Sitters-in-hall fitly prepared 

Another time. Night’s canopy lowered 

Dark o’er the warriors. The band all 
arose; 1790 

The white-haired one his bed would seek, 

The agéd Seylding. The Geat beyond 
measure, 

The brave shield-warrior, it pleased to rest: 

Soon the hall-thane him of his way weary, 

The comer-from-far, forth led to his 
couch, 1795 

He who through courtesy all would supply 

Of the wants of the thane, as at that day 

The farers-by-sea were wont to have. 

The great-hearted rested: the hall arose 

Wide and gold-decked: the guest slept 
within, 1800 

Until the black raven the joy of heaven 

Blithe-hearted announced, when came the 
bright light 


Shooting o’er shadows. The warriors has- 
tened: 
The ethelings were back to their people 
Ready to go: he would far thence, 
The high-minded guest, visit his vessel. 
The brave one then bade Hrunting bear; 
The son of Eeglaf, bade take his sword, 
Precious weapon, thanked him for the loan, 
Said that he counted the war-friend 
good, 1810 
Mighty in battle, not in words blamed he 
The edge of the sword: that was a brave 


1805 


man. 

When for their march ready, in armor 
equipped 

The warriors were, went by the Danes 
honored 

The prince to the throne, where was the 
other, 1815 


The battle-brave man: Hrothgar he greeted, 

Beowulf spoke, Ecgtheow’s son: 

‘Now we sea-goers desire to say, 

Comers-from-far, that we intend 

Hygelac to seek: we were here well 1820 

Supplied in our wishes: thou served’st us 
well. 

If I then on earth may in any manner 

More of thy heart’s love gain for myself, 

Ruler of men, than I have yet done, 

For works of war I soon shall be ready. 1825 

If I that learn o’er the flood’s course, 

That thee thy neighbors with dread oppress, 

As hating thee they sometimes have done, 

To thee I shall bring thousands of thanes, 

Of heroes for help. Of Hygelae I know, 1830 

Lord of the Geats, though he be young 

Chief of his folk, that he me will aid 

By words and by deeds that I may thee 
honor, 

And to thee for help my spear-shaft bear, 

The power of my might, if thou needest 
men. 1835 

If Hrethric then at the courts of the Geats, 

The king’s son, aid seeks, he may there many 

Of his friends find: far countries will be 

Better sought for by him who is worthy.’ 

Hrothgar then spoke to him in answer: 1840 

‘These words to thee the all-wise Lord 

Sent into thy mind: ne’er heard I more wisely 

In so youthful age any man speak: 

Thou art in might strong and in mind old, 

A counsellor wise. I count on the hope, 1845 

If this may happen that the spear take, 

Terrible battle, the son of Hrethel, 

Sickness or weapon, thine own chieftain, 

People’s shepherd, and thou hast thy life, 

That the Sea-Geats will not have a 
better, 1850 

To choose as their king, any one, than thee, 
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Hoard-keeper of heroes, if thoa wilt hold 

Thy kinsmen’s kingdom. Me thy bold 
courage 

Long pleases so well, Beowulf dear. 

Thou hast now caused that to these nations 


shall, 1855 
To the Geats’ people and to the Spear- 
Danes, 


Peace be in common and strife shall cease, 

The hostile contests which they ere suffered: 
There shall be, whilst I wield the wide realm, 
Treasures in common; many another 1860 
W neers shall greet o’er the swan’s 


The ringéd ship shall o’er the sea bring 
Presents and love-tokens. I know that the 


people 
Towards foe and towards friend are firmly 


In everything blameless after old cus- 
tom.’ 1865 

Then still to him the defence of earls gave, 

The son of Healfdene, twelve jewels besides, 

Bade him with these presents his own dear 
people 

Seek in good health and quickly return. 

Kissed him then the king noble in birth, 1870 

The prince of the Scyldings kissed the best 
thane, 

And round the neck clasped; tears from him 
fell, 

The gray-haired one: he had hope of both, 

The agéd man, more of the latter, 

That they might again each other see, 1875 

Courageous in council. The man was so dear 

That he the breast-flood could not restrain, 

But in his breast, fast in his mind’s fetters, 

For the dear man a secret longing 


Burned through his blood. — Beowulf 
thence, 1880 

The gold-adorned warrior, the grassy plain 
trod, 


Proud of his treasure: the sea-goer awaited 

Its own possessor, which at anchor rode. 

Then was on the way the gift of Hrothgar 

Often extolled: that was a king 1885 

In everything blameless, till old age removed 
him 

From his might’s joys, which has oft op- 
pressed many. 


IX 


Beowulf’s arrival at home and welcome by 
Hygelac. The episode of Offa and Thrytho. 
Beowulf’s account of his journey. Frea- 
ware and Ingeld. Presents of Beowulf 
and Hygelac. 


Came then to the sea the very brave ones, 


The band of attendants; their burnies’ they 


bore 

Their locked body-sarks. The land-guard 
perceived 1890 

The return of the earls, as he before did: 

He did not with harm from the cliff’s head 

Greet ita the guests, but towards them 
rode 

Quoth that as welcome the Weders’ people, 

The mail-clad warriors, went to their 
ship. 1895 

Then was on the shore the spacious boat, 

The ring-prowed ship, with battle-weeds 
laden, 

With horses and jewels; the mast arose 

Over Hrothgar’s hoard of treasures. 

He to the boat-guard, bound with gold- 
work, 1900 

A sword then gave, so that after he was 

On the mead-bench from the jewel more 
honored, 

The costly heir-loom. He went in his sea- 
boat ; 

To stir the deep water, the Danes’ land for- 
sook. 

Then was to the mast one of sea-cloths, 1905 

Sail by rope fastened. The vessel groaned; 

Not there the sea-floater did the wind o’er the 
waves 

Tn its course hinder: the sea-goer went, 

The foamy-necked floated forth o’er the 


water, 
The curvéd-prowed went o’er the sea- 
waves, 1910 


Intil the Geats’ cliffs they might desery, 
The well-known nesses. The keel pressed up, 
Urged by the wind if stood on the land. 
Quickly was at the sea the harbor-guard 

ready, 
Who long time before for the dear men 1915 
Longing had gazed afar on the ocean: 
He to the shore fastened the wide-bosomed 
ship 
With anchor-chains fast, lest the waves’ force 
The winsome boat might carry away. 


He bade then bear up the nobles’ treas- 
ures, 1920 

Jewels and beaten gold; not for them far 
thence 


Was it to seek the giver of rings: 

Hygelac, Hrethel’s son, there at home dwelt, 

Himself with his comrades near the sea-wall. 

The building was fine, the prince a good 
cing, 1925 

High was the hall, Hygd very young, 

Wise, well-instructed, although winters few 

Under the city-locks she may have dwelt, 

The daughter of Hereth: she was not, 
though, niggardly, 
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Nor sparing in gifts, to the Geats’ peo- 
ple, 1930 

In costly jewels. Modthrytho committed, 

The great folk-queen, horrible crime: 

No brave one durst that undertake, 

Of dear companions, except her liege lord, 

That on her by day he should look with his 
eyes: 1935 

But he wrought for himself death-fetters 
firm, 

Twisted by hand: quickly afterwards was, 

After the hand-grip, the sword appointed, 

So that the carved weapon must it decide, 

Tell the death-bale. Such is not queenly 


custom , 1940 
For a woman to practise, though she be 
peerless, 


That a peace-weaver of life should deprive, 
On account of fierce anger, any dear man. 
That indeed checked the kinsman of Heming. 
The drinkers of ale other word said, 1945 
That she of folk-woes less did inflict, 

Of hostile deeds, after she first was 
Gold-adorned given to the young warrior, 
The brave young noble, after she Offa’s hall, 
O’er the dark flood, by her father’s com- 


mand, 1950 
Sought in her journey, where she afterwards 
well, 


On royal throne, by gifts renowned, 

Her portion of life whilst living enjoyed, 

Held her great love for the prince of heroes, 

Of all mankind, as I have heard say, 1955 

The very best one by the two seas, 

Of human race: for that Offa was 

By gifts and war-deeds, the very brave man, 

Widely renowned; with wisdom he ruled 

His own possessions: thence Komor 
sprang 1960 

For help to heroes, the kinsman of Heming, 

Grandson of Garmund, crafty in contests. — 

Went then the brave with his trusty band 

Himself o’er the sand the sea-beach treading, 

The wide-stretching shores: the world- 
candle shone, 1965 

Sun inclined from the south. They kept on 
their journey, 

Went in their might, till the earls’ defence, 

The slayer of Ongentheow within in the city, 

The good young war-king they then heard 
say 

Rings was dividing. To Hygelac was 1970 

The journey of Beowulf quickly made known, 

That there in the palace the warriors’ de- 
fence, 

His shield-companion, living was come, 

Hale from the battle-play to the court going. 

Quick was prepared, as the mighty one 
bade, 1975 


For the foot-guests the hall within. 

Sat he then opposite, who ’scaped from the 
strife, 

Kinsman with kinsman, after his lord 

With courtly speech the loyal one greeted, 

With mighty words. With mead-cups 
went 1980 

Through the high hall the daughter of 
Heereth; 

The people she served, the ale-cups she bore 

To the men at hand. Hygelac began 

His comrade-in-arms in the high hall 

Kindly to ask (wish to know urged him), 1985 

What were the journeys of the Sea-Geats: | 

“How befell on your way, Beowulf dear, 

When thou so suddenly thoughtest afar 

The strife to seek o’er the salt water, 

Battle at Heorot? But didst thou for Hroth- 
gar 1990 

The widely-known woe in aught remove, 

For the great chief? I for that in distress, 

In sorrow-waves pined: the journey I 
trusted not i 

Of the dear man. Thee long I begged 

That thou the death-spirit by no means 
wouldst seek, 1995 

Wouldst let the South-Danes themselves put 
an end to 

oT Mee against Grendel. I give thanks to 

to ; 

For that I may see thee now safe and sound.’ 

Beowulf spoke, Eegtheow’s son: ‘ 

‘That is now plain, Hygelac lord, 

Our great struggle, to many of men, 

What a war-time of Grendel and me 

Was in the place where he very many 

Sorrows had wrought to the Victor-Scyldings, 

Misery perpetual: all that I avenged, 2005 

So no kinsman of Grendel need now rejoice 

At the morning-sound over the earth, 

He who shall live longest of that evil race, 

By danger surrounded! At first I came there 

To the ringed hall Hrothgar to greet: 2010 

Soon for me the great son of Healfdene, 

After he knew of my intention, 

Near his own son a seat provided. 

The crowd was in joy; ne’er saw I my life 
long 

Under heaven’s vault of sitters-in-hall 2015 

Greater mead-joy! Sometimes the great 
queen, 

Peace-bringer of nations, went through all 
the hall, 

Urged the young sons: oft she a bracelet 

Gave to a warrior, ere she went to her seat. 

Sometimes ‘fore the court the daughter of 
Hrothgar . 2020 

To the earls at the end the ale-cup bore, 

Whom I Freaware the sitters-in-hall 


2000 
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Heard call by name, where she buckled 
treasure 
Gave to the heroes. She had been promised, 
Se gold-adorned, to Froda’s glad 
2025 
Therefore it has happened to the friend of the 
Seyldings, 
The nats ruler, and he counts that a 


That he he with the woman a part of fierce 
feuds, 

Of quarrels appeased. Often the courtiers, 

After folk’s fall, in a little while 2030 

The seenehy spear takes, though good be the 
bride. 

It may therefore displease the prince of the 
Heathobards, 

And each of the thanes of these peoples, 

When he with the woman goes into the hall, 

That a son of the Danes on her should at- 
tend: 2035 

For on him there shines the bequest of the 


agéd, 

Hard and ring-decked, the Heathobards’ 
treasure, 

While they with weapons were able to rule, 

Until they misled to the shield-play 

Their dear companions and their own 
lives, 2040 

Then speaks at the beer-drinking he who 
sees the jewel, 

An old spear-warrior, who all remembers, 

Spear-death of men (fierce i is his mind), 

Begins, sad in mood, of the young warrior 

The spirit to rouse by thoughts in his 

2045 

War-bale to excite, and this word speaks: 

“Mayst thou, my friend, know now the 
sword, 

Which thine own father bore into battle 

Under his helmet for the last time, 

The precious weapon, where the Danes 
slew him, 2050 

The battle-place held, when dead lay Wither- 


gyid, 
After heroes’ fall, the Scyldings brave? 
Now here a son of some one of these mur- 
derers, 
In his weapons rejoicing, goes into the hall, 
Boasts of the murder and bears the 
jewel, 2055 
Which thou with right shouldest possess.’ 
So he advises and each time reminds 
With bitter words, until the time comes 
That the woman’s thane, for the deeds of his 
father, 
After the 
sleeps, 
Guilty of his life: thence will the other 


stroke blood-stained 
2060 


sword’s 


Warrior escape; he knows the land well. 

Then are there broken on either side 

The sword-oaths of earls, after in Ingeld 

Are roused deadly feuds, and in him wom- 
an’s love 2065 

After care-waves cooler becomes. 

Therefore I count not on the faith of the 
Heathobards, 

Folk-peace sincere, kept with the Danes, 

Friendship confirmed. — I shall speak forth 

Yet about Grendel, that thou mayst well 
know, 2070 

Giver of treasure, what was the result 

Of ” bE Ba) of men. After heaven’s 


Glided o over the earth, the angry fiend came, 

The terrible ev en-guest, to make us a visit, 

Where we unharmed guarded the hall, 2078 

There was Hondscio destined for fight, 

Life-bale to the fated: he lay the first, 

The belted warrior: to him was Grendel, 

To the great war-thane, a mouth-destroyer, 

The dear man’s body all he swallowed. 20380 

Not sooner out then yet empty-handed; 

The bloody-toothed murderer mindful of 
woes 

From the gold-hall was willing to go, 

But he, strong in might, made trial of me, 

With ready hand grasped me. His glove 
was hanging, 2085 

Wide and wonderful, in cunning bands fast; 

It was all wrought with curious skill 

With devil’s craft and dragon’s skins; 

He me therein, guiltless of crime, 

The fierce deed-doer, wished to destroy, 2090 

One of many: it might not be so, 

After in anger upright I stood. 

Too long is to tell how I the folk’s foe 

For each of his ills a hand-reward paid, 

Where I, my prince, thine own people 2095 

Honored by deeds. Away he escaped, 

A little while life’s joys enjoyed: 

Yet of him a trace remained behind, 

His right hand in Heorot, and he humbled 
thence, 

Sorrowing in mind, to the sea-bottom 
sank. 2100 

Me for this contest the friend of the Seyldings 

With plated gold much rewarded, 

With many treasures, when morning came, 

And we at the banquet had seated ourselves. 

There was song and glee: the agéd Seyld- 
ing, 2105 

Who much had heard, of past times related; 

Sometimes the warrior the joy of the harp, 

The play-wood touched; sometimes sang a 
song 

True and sorrowful; sometimes a strange tale 

Truthfully told the wide-hearted king; 2110 
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Sometimes then began, burdened with age, 

The hoary warrior to tell of his youth’s 

Prowess in battle; his breast swelled within, 

When he old in years their number remem- 
bered. 

So we therein the live-long day 2115 

Partook of hall-joys, until night came on, 

Another to men. Then was again quickly 

Ready for vengeance the mother of Grendel, 

She sorrowful went: death took off her son, 

War-hate of the Weders. The wondrous 
woman 2120 

Her son avenged, a warrior killed 

Courageously; there was from Aischere, 

The agéd counsellor, life departed. 

Nor might they him, when morning came, 

Delivered to death, the folk of the Danes 2125 

With fire consume, and on the pyre place 

The dearly-loved man; the body she bore 

In the fiend’s embrace ’neath the mountain- 
stream. 

That was to Hrothgar the greatest of sor- 
rows, 

Of those that long the prince befell. 

Then the chief me by thine own life 

Adjured, sad in mind, that I in the sea’s flood 

Should do valiant deeds, should risk my life, 

Should honor gain; he promised reward. 

I then of the water, which is widely 


2130 


known, 2135 

The grim and fearful guard of the deep 
found. 

There a while was to us a hand-to-hand 
fight; 

The sea welled with gore, and I of the head 
robbed 


In the ground-hall the mother of Grendel 

With a strong sword; I scarcely from 
thence 2140 

My life bore away; not yet was I fated; 

But the earl’s defence to me after gave 

Many of treasures, the son of Healfdene. 

So the folk-king lived as was right: 

Not at all had I lost by these rewards, 2145 

This meed of might, but he gave me treas- 
ures, 

The son of Healfdene, at mine own will, 

Which I will to thee, warlike king, bring, 

Willingly offer. Still on thee is all 

Of favor dependent: I have very few 

Of near relations save, Hygelae, thee.’ 

He bade then bring in the boar’s-head-sign, 

The battle-high helmet, the hoary burnie, 

The war-sword ornate, his word then ut- 
tered: 

‘This cuirass to me Hrothgar then gave, 2155 


2150 


The crafty chief, bade with some words 

That I of its origin first should thee tell, 

Said that it had Hiorogar king, 

Prince of the Scyldings, for a long while: 

Not to his son sooner would he it give, 2160 

To the brave Heoroweard, though to him he 
were dear, 

The defence of the breast. Use thou it well!’ 

I heard that to the armor four horses too, 

Exactly alike, in their tracks followed, 

Yellow as apples: he to him gave posses- 
sion 2165 

Of horses and jewels. So shall a friend do, 

Not at all cunning snares weave for another, 

With secret craft death for him prepare, 

His hand-companion. To Hygelac was, 

In battle brave, his nephew devoted, 2170 

And each to the other mindful of kindness. 

I heard that the necklace he to Hygd gave, 

The curious treasure which Wealhtheow 
gave him, 

The prince’s daughter, three horses likewise, 

Slender and saddle-bright: to her after 
was, 2175 

After the ring-giving, the breast adorned. 

So bravely bore him Ecgtheow’s son, 

The man famed in wars, by his good deeds, 

He did after right, not at all slew the drunken 

Hearth-companions: his mind was not 
cruel, 2180 

But he of mankind with greatest power, 

The mighty gift, which God him gave, 

The warlike one kept. Long he was despised, 

As him the Geats’ children did not reckon 


good, 
Nor him at the mead-bench as worthy of 
much 2185 


The lord of the people would then esteem; 

They weened very strongly that he was 
slothful, 

An unwarlike prince; a change after came 

To the glory-blessed man of each of his sor- 
rows. 

The earl’s defence bade then bring in, 

The warlike king, Hrethel’s bequest 

Adorned with gold: there was not ’mong the 
Geats 

A better treasure in the shape of a sword: 

That did he place in Beowulf’s keeping, 

And to him gave seven thousand of gold, 2195 

A house and dominion. To them both to- 
gether 

Among the people was inherited land, 

A home and its rights, more to the other, 

A wide-spread kingdom, to him who was 
better. 


2190 
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BEOWULF AND THE DRAGON 
x 


Beowulf is king. The dragon’s hoard robbed. 
The fiery vengeance of the dragon. 


That happened after in later days 2200 
By battle-contests, when Hygelac died, 

And to Heardred swords of battle 

Under the shields were as a murderer, 


When him there sought ’mong his victor- 


people 
The warriors bold, the Battle-Scylfings, 2205 
By war oppressed the nephew of Hereric. 
After to Beowulf the kingdom broad 
Came into hand: he held it well 
Fifty winters (then was the king agéd 
The home-keeper old) until one began 
On the dark nights, a dragon, to rule, 
Who on the high heath a treasure protected, 
A steep stony mountain: the path under lay, 
To menunknown. There within went 
Some one of men, who took his desire 2215 
From the heathen hoard: a certain hand- 
vessel, 
Adorned with gold, he there then took, 
Made of red gold, so that was robbed 
By the fire sleeping the treasure’s guardian 
By a thief’s craft: the prince after 
learnt, 2220 
The innocent warrior, that he was enraged. 
Not at all of free-will the dragon-hoard’s heap 
Sought he of himself, who him sorely injured, 
But through necessity the thane of some one 
Of the children of men hateful blows fled, 2225 
Through dire compulsion, and therein en- 
tered 
The innocent man. Soon it was at that time 
That there to the stranger dread terror stood: 
Yet miserable he there within took, 
The frightened soul who terror suffered, 2230 
A costly-wrought vessel. There were many 
of such 
In the earth-cave, of ancient treasures, 
As them in old days some one of men, 
The great bequest of a noble race, 


2210 


With thoughtful mind there had con- 
cealed, 2235 

The precious treasures. Death them all took 
away 


In former times, and the only one still 

Of the people’s nobles who there longest 
lived, 

The friend-mourning guardian, wished that 
to delay, 

So that he a short time longer the treas- 
ures 2240 

Might there enjoy. A mountain all ready 

Stood on the plain near to the waters, 


Steep by the ness, firm, inaccessible: 

There within bore of noble treasures 

The keeper of rings a part hard to carry 2245 

Of beaten gold, banning words spoke: 

‘Keep thou now, earth, since men may not, 

The possession of earls. Lo! before it in thee 

Good men obtained: war-death took away, 

Fearful life-bale, each one of men, 2250 

Of mine own people, who gave up this life: 

They saw hall-joy. I’ve not one to bear 
sword, 

Or care for the cup of beaten gold, 

The dear drinking-vessel: the chiefs else- 
where are gone. 

The hard helmet shall, with gold 

adorned, 2255 

Be deprived of its jewels: the polishers sleep, 

Those who the battle-mask should ever 
brighten; 

And likewise the breast-plate, which in battle 
endured 

O’er clash of shields the blows of weapons, 

Crumbles after the warrior: nor may the 
ringed burnie 2260 

After the battle-chief go far and wide 

By the side of heroes: there ’s no harp’s joy, 

Play of the glee-wood, nor does the good 
hawk 

Through the hall fly, nor the swift horse 

The city-courts paw. Mighty death has 2265 

Many of mortals sent on their way.’ 

So sad in mind in sorrow mourned 

One over all, miserable lived he 

By day and night, until death’s wave 

Touched him at heart. The precious hoard 
found 2270 

The old twilight-foe open standing, 

He who burning the mountains seeks, 

The naked dragon, who flies by night 

Surrounded by fire: him the earth-dwellers 

Saw from afar. He shall inhabit 2275 

The hedge on the earth, where he heathen 


gold 

Guards old in years: he shall not be the 
better. 

So the folk-foe three hundred winters 

Held in the earth one of hoard-halls 

Wondrously great, until him one = an- 
gered, 2280 


A man, in his mind: he bore to his lord 

The jewelled cup, a peace-offering gave 

To his own lord. Then was the hoard found, 

Hoard of rings borne away; the prayer was 
granted 

To the miserable man: his lord beheld 

Men’s ancient work for the first time. 

When the dragon awoke, strife was renewed: 

He went ’round o’er the stone, the brave- 
minded found 


2285 
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His enemy’s foot-track: he forth had stepped 

With secret craft near the head of the 
dragon. 2290 

So may one not fated easily escape 

Woes and exile, who the Almighty’s 

Favor possesses. The hoard-keeper sought 

O’er the ground eagerly, would find the man, 

Who to him in sleep this harm had done: 2295 

* Hot and fierce-minded oft he went ’round the 
cave 

Wholly without: there was not any man 

On the heath’s waste. Yet in battle he 


joyed, 

In nadie deeds: he returned to the moun- 
tain, 

The precious cup sought: he that soon 
found, 2300 

That some one of men the gold had dis- 
covered, 

The costly treasures. The hoard-keeper 
waited, 


Angry in mind, until evening came: 

Was then enraged the guard of the mountain, 

Would many people with fire repay 2305 

For the dear drinking-cup. Then was the 
day gone 

At the will of the dragon, nor in the cave 
longer 

Would he abide, but with flame went he 
forth, 

With re provided. The beginning was fear- 
fu 

To the folk in the land, as it too quickly 2310 

On their ring-giver sorely was ended. 

Then the demon began to vomit with fire, 

To burn the bright dwellings: the flame- 
light stood 

For terror to men: not there aught living 

The hateful air-flyer was willing toleave. 2315 

The worm’s war-power widely was seen, 

The hostile one’s hate both near and far, 

How the war-foe the folk of the Geats 

Hated and harmed: to his hoard then he 
hastened, 

The secret rich hall, before the day-time. 2320 

He had the land-dwellers with fire o’er- 
whelmed, 

With flame and burning: 
he trusted, 

His war-might ‘and wall: that hope him de- 
ceived. 


to his mountain 
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Herebeald and Hrethel’s sorrow.  Beo- 
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seeks the dragon alone. The fiery fight. 
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death. 


Then was to Beowulf the terror made known 

Quickly in truth, that of his own 2325 

The best of houses in fire-waves melted, 

The gift-seat of the Geats. That was to the 
good one 

Distress in mind, greatest of sorrows. 

The wise one weened that he the Almighty 

Against the old laws, the eternal Lord, 2330 

Had grievously angered : his breast within 
swelled 

With gloomy thoughts, as to him was not 
usual, 

The fire-drake had the people’s fastness, 

The island without, the landed possessions, 

With fire destroyed: for him then the war- 
king, 2335 

The Weders’ prince, revenge devised. 

Bade then work for him the warriors’ de- 
fence, 

The lord of earls, all made of iron 

A wonderful war-shield: he knew very well 

That forest-wood him could not help, 2340 

The shield against fire.. He of his fleeting 
days, 

Excellent prince, the end should await 

Of his worldly life, and the worm likewise, 

Although his hoard-treasure he long had held. 

Scorn did he then, the prince of rings, 2345 

That he the wide-fler with host should seek, 

With a large army: he feared not the con- 


test, 

Nor did he for aught count the serpent’s war- 
might, 

His strength and prowess, for that he before 
many 

Conflicts survived, though dangers en- 
countering, 2350 


Clashings of battle, since he of Hrothgar, 

A victory-blessed hero, the hall had cleansed, 

And in battle destroyed the kinsmen of 
Grendel, 

The hateful race. That was not the least 

Of hand-encounters, where one Hygelac 
slew, 2355 

When the Geats’ king in the contests of war, 

Friendly lord of the folk, in the land of the 
Frisians, 

The son of Hrethel, in sword-blood died, 

Struck down with the brand. Thence 
Beowulf came 

By his own might, swam through the 
sea: 2360 

He had on his arm thirty and one 
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Of battle-equipments, when he in the sea 
went. 

The Hetwaras did not need to be boastful 

Of their foot-contest, who against him be- 


fore 
Were bearing their shields: few again 
came 2365 


From the war-hero to visit their home. 
Eegtheow’s son swam o'er the sea’s surface, 
Unhappy alone back to his people, 

Where to him Hygd offered treasure and 


kingdom, 
Rings and Tnes throne: she the child 
“trusted not, 2370 


That ’gainst other peoples the nation’s seats 

He knew how to hold, when Hygelae was 
dead, 

Not sooner might the forsaken ones find 

At the hands of the prince‘in any respect, 

That he to Heardred would be a lord, 2375 

Or he the kingdom was willing to choose: 

Yet he him ’mong the people with friendly 
lore held, 

Kindly with honor, until he was older, 

And the Wedergeats ruled. Him did the 
banished ones 

Seek o’er the sea, Ohthere’s sons; 2380 

They had ’gainst the lord of the Scylfings re- 
belled, 

The most excellent one of the sea-kings, 

Who in the Swedes’ kingdom treasure 
divided, 

A mighty prince. That to him was life’s end: 

He there at the banquet the death-wound 
received 2385 

With blows of the sword, Hygelac’s son, 

And then he departed, Ongentheow’s son, 

To visit his home, when Heardred lay dead, 

Let Beowulf hold the royal throne, 

And rule the Geats: that was a good 


king! 2390 
He remembered reward for that people’s 
loss 


In later days; to Eadgils he was, 

To the helpless a friend, with an army sup- 
ported 

O’er the wide sea Ohthere’s son, 

With war-might and weapons: he after 
avenged him 2395 

For the cold care-journeys, of life the king 
robbed. — 

So he had survived each one of struggles, 

Of dangerous contests, Ecgtheow’s son, 

Of mighty deeds, till that very day 

That he ’gainst the serpent was going to 
fight. 2400 

He went one of twelve, swollen with rage, 

The prince of the Geats, the dragon to view; 

He had then learnt whence rose the feud, 


Deadly hate to his warriors; into his keep- 
ing came 

The great treasure-cup through the hand of 
the finder, 2405 

He was in the band the thirteenth man, 

Who the beginning of this contest caused, 

Sad in mind, fettered, despised he should 
thence 

Point out the plain: he against his will went 

For that he knew the earth-hall alone, 2410 

Cave under the earth near the sea-waves, 

Near the rushing of waters, which was 
within full 

Of jewels and wire-work: 
guard, 

The ready warrior, the gold-treasures held, 

Old under the earth: that was no easy 
purchase 2415 

To be obtained for any of men. 

Sat then on the ness the warlike king 

Whilst ae he bade to his hearth-com- 
panion 

The gold-iriend of the Geats: his mind was 


the monstrous 


sad, 
Bestlonal and death-ready, Weird very 
nigh, 2420 
Which “should approach the agéd man, 
Seek the soul’s hoard, asunder divide 
The life from the body; not then was long 
The life of the prince in flesh enclosed. 
Beowulf spoke, Ecgtheow’s son: 2425 
‘Many war-struggles in youth I survived, 
Times of battle; I remember all that. 
I was seven winters, when me lord of treas- 
ures, 
Dear ruler of peoples, took from my father; 


Supported and kept me Hrethel the 
king, 2430 

Gave me treasure and feast, remembered our 
kinship; 


I was never to him at all a more hateful 

Man in his palace than one of his sons, 

Herebeald and Hzetheyn or Hygelac mine. 

There was for the eldest contrary to 
right 2435 

By the deeds of his kinsman a death-bed 
prepared, 

Since him did Hetheyn from his horned 
bow, 

His own dear lord, with arrow pierce, 

Missed he the mark and his kinsman did 


shoot, 
One brother the other, with bloody 
dart: 2440 


That was fee-less fight, wickedly sinned, 

Sorrow-bringing to breast; should yet, how- 
ever, 

The lord unavenged from life depart. 

So is it sorrowful to an agéd churl 
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To live to see that his son hang 2445 

Young on the gallows: then he utters a 
moan, 

A sorrowful song, when his son hangs 

For joy to the raven, and he him may not 
help, 

Old and experienced, aught for him do. 

Always is remembered on each one of 
mornings 2450 

His son’s departure; he cares not another 

To hope to see born in his own palace, 

An heir to his throne, when this one has, 

Through might of death, suffered such deeds. 

He sorrowful sees in his son’s dwelling 2455 

The wine-hall empty, the windy rest-place 

Of merriment robbed; the warrior sleeps, 

The prince in his grave; no sound of harp’s 
there, 

No sport in the courts, as there were once. 

Then he goes to his chamber, sings sor- 
rowtful songs, 2460 

The one for the other: too empty all seemed, 

Fields and dwelling. So the Weders’ defence 

For Herebeald sorrow of heart 

Welling up bore: he might not at all 

Upon that murderer the feud avenge; 2465 

Not sooner might he wreak his hate on the 
warrior 

With evil deeds, though he was not to him 
dear. 

He then with this sorrow, which befell him so 
sore, 

Gave up human joy, God’s light did choose, 

Left to his sons, as a wealthy man does, 2470 

Land and chief city, when from life he de- 
parted. 

Then was feud and strife of the Swedes and 
the Geats, 

O’er the wide water contest in common, 

A hard battle-struggle, after Hrethel was 
dead, 

Whilst to them were Ongentheow’s sons 2475 

Bold and warlike, friendship would not 

O’er the sea keep, but around Hreosna-mount 

Terrible inroads often did make. 

For that mine own kinsmen vengeance did 
take, 

For the feud and the wrong, as it was 
known, 2480 

Although the other it bought with his life, 

A heavy price: to Hetheyn was, 

To the Geats’ lord, the war destructive. 

Then heard I that on th’ morrow one kins- 
man the other 

With edge of the sword avenged on the 
murderer, 2485 

When Ongentheow Kofor sought out: 

The war-helmet split, the agéd Seylfing 

Fell down sword-pale; his hand remembered 


Of strife enough, the death-blow withheld 
ON — 

T to him the treasures which he me gave 2490 

Repaid in war, as it was given me, 

With the shining sword; he gave to me land, 

A ee and home. There was not to him 
ack, 

That he ’mong the Gifths, or ’mong the 
Spear-Danes, 

Or in the Swedes’ kingdom,’ needed to 
seek 2495 

A warrior worse, him buy with a price: 

I always would go before him on foot, 

Alone in front, and so for life shall I 

Enmity work, while this sword permits, 

Which often stood by me early and late. 2500 

Then ’fore the courtiers was I to Deghrefn 

For a hand-slayer, the Hugs’ brave warrior: 

Not he the jewels to the king of the Frisians, 

The breast-adornment, was able to bring, 


But in battle he fell, the standard’s 
keeper, 2505 

The prince in his might; sword was not his 
slayer, 

But for him battle-grip the swellings of 
heart ° 


The bone-house broke. Now shall the bill’s 


edge, 
Hand and hard sword, fight for the hoard.’ 
Beowulf said, with boastful words spoke 2510 
For the last time: ‘I survived many 
Wars in my youth; yet now I will, 
Old people’s guard, the contest seek, 
With honor work, if me the fell foe 
From his earth-hall dare to seek out.’ 
Greeted he then each one of men, 
The brave helmet-bearers, for the last time, 
His own dear comrades: ‘I would not the 
sword bear, 
Weapon ’gainst worm, if I knew how 
Upon this monster I might otherwise 2520 
My boast maintain, as once upon Grendel. 
But I there expect hot battle-fire, 
Breath and poison: therefore I have on me 
Shield and burnie. I will not the hill’s guard, 
The foe, flee from even part of one foot, 2525 
But at wall it shall be as for us Weird pro- 
vides, 
Each man’s Creator: I am in mind brave, 
So that ’gainst the war-flier from boast I 
refrain. 
Await ye on mountain, clad in your burnies, 
Heroes in armor, which one may better, 2530 
After the contest, from wounds escape 
Of both of us. That is not your work, 
Nor the might of a man but of me alone, 
That he ’gainst the monster his strength 
should try, 
Heroic deeds do. I shall with might 


2515 


2535 
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The gold obtain, or war shall take off, 
Terrible life-bale, your own sovereign.’ 
Arose then by the rock the warrior fierce 
Brave under his helmet, his battle-sark bore 
"Neath the stone-clifis, to the strength 
trusted 2540 
Of one man alone; such is no coward’s work. 
He saw then by the wall (he who very many, 
In man’s virtues good, of contest survived, 
Struggles of battle, when warriors contended) 
A stony arch stand, a stream out thence 2545 
Break from the mountain; the burn’s flood 


was 
With battle-fire hot; 

hoard 
One without burning any while then 
Endure the deep for the flame of the dragon. 
Let then from his breast, since he was en- 

raged, 2550 
The Wedergeats’ prince his words go forth, 
The strong-hearted stormed: his voice came 


might not near the 


in, 

In battle clear-sounding, ‘neath the hoar 
stone. 

Strife was stirred up; the hoard-keeper knew 

The voice of a man: there was not more 
time 2555 

Friendship to seek. First there came forth 

The breath of the monster out of the rock, 

Hot battle-sweat; the earth resounded. 

The man ‘neath the mountain his shield up- 
raised 

’Gainst the terrible demon, the lord of the 
Geats: 2560 

Then was the ring-bowed eager in heart 

The contest to seek. The sword ere brand- 
ished 

The good war-king, the ancient relic 

Sharp in its edges: to each one was 

Of those bent on bale dread from the 


other. 2565 
The strong-minded stood against the steep 
~ rock, 


The prince of friends, when the worm bent 

Quickly together: he in armor awaited. 

Went he then burning advancing in curves, 

To his fate hasting; the shield well pro- 
tected 2570 

In life and in body a lesser while 

The mighty chief than his wish sought, 

If he that time, on the first day, 

Was to control, as Weird did not permit 


him, 
Triumph in battle. His hand he up- 
lifted, 2575 


The prince of the Geats, the fearful foe struck 

With the mighty relic, so that the edge 
softened 

Brown on the bone, bit less strongly 


Than the folk-king need of it had, 

Oppressed with the fight. Then was the 
hill’s keeper, 2580 

After the battle-blow, fierce in his mood, 

Threw with death- fire; far and wide spread 

The flame of the battle. Of triumphs he 
boasted not, 

The gold-friend of the Geats: 
failed 

Naked in fight, as it should not, 2585 

Excellent weapon. That was no easy task, 

So that the mighty kinsman of Ecgtheow 

The plain of this earth was to forsake, 

Must at the worm’s will take up his abode 

Elsewhere than here; so shall every man 2590 

His fleeting life leave. It was not then long 

That the fierce ones again each other met. 

The hoard-keeper raged, his breast swelled 
with breath: 

A second time he suffered distress 

Surrounded by fire, who before ruled his 
folk. 2595 

Not at all in a band did his companions, 

Children of nobles, him stand around 

With warlike virtues, but they to wood went, 

Protected their lives. In one of them welled 

His mind with sorrows; friendship may 
never 2600 

Be at all put aside by one who thinks well. 

Wiglaf was named Weohstan’s son, 

The worthy warrior, prince of the ‘Seylfings, 

Kinsman of Ailfhere. He saw his lord 

Under his helmet the heat endure; 2605 

He remembered the favor, that he once to 
him gave 

The rich dwelling-place of the Wegmund- 


the war-bill 


ings, 

Each one of folk-rights which his father pos- 
sessed. 

He might not then refrain, his hand seized 
the shield, 

The yellow wood, he drew his old sword: 2610 

That was among men Hanmund’s bequest, 

Ohthere’s son, to whom in strife was, 

To the friendless exile, Weohstan the slayer 

By the edge of the sword, and he bore to his 
kinsmen 

The brown-colored helmet, the ringéd bur- 
nie, 2615 

The old giant’s sword that Onela gave him, 

His own relation’s war-equipments, 

Ready war-weapons: he spoke not of the 
feud, 

Though he had slain his brother’s son. 

He the ornaments held many half-years, 2620 

Bill and burnie, until his son might 

Heroic deeds work, as his old father: 

He gave to him then war-weeds ’mong the 
Geats, 
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Countless number of each, when he from life 


went 
Old on his last journey. Then was the first 
time 2625 


To the young warrior that in storm of war 

With his dear lord he should engage; 

His courage failed not, nor his kinsman’s be- 
quest 

Softened in battle: that the dragon perceived, 

After they two together had gone. 2630 

Wiglaf then spoke many suitable words, 

Said to his comrades (sad was his mind): 

‘I remember that time when we received 
mead, 

When we did promise to our dear lord 

In the beer-hall, who gave us these rings, 2635 

That we for the war-weeds him would repay, 

If to him such need ever should happen, 

For helmets and hard swords, since in host he 
us chose 

For this expedition of his own will, 

Thought of honors for us, and gave me these 
treasures, 2640 

Us whom he deemed spear-warriors good, 

Brave helmet-bearers, although our lord 

This noble work intended alone 

To accomplish for us, ward of his folk, 

Because he of men most noble deeds did, 2645 

Rashly-bold actions. Now is the day come 

That our own chieftain has need of the 
strength 

Of warriors good: let us to him go, 

Help the war-prince whilst there is heat, 

Fierce fiery terror. God knows in me, 2650 

That to me ’t is far dearer that my own body 

With my gold-giver the flame should em- 
brace. 

Not becoming, methinks, is ’t that we should 
bear shields 

Again to our home, unless we may sooner 

Strike down the foe, the life protect 2655 

Of the Weders’ chief. I know it well, 

That he does not deserve that he alone shall 

Of the Geats’ nobles sorrow endure, 

Fall in the battle: now shall sword and 


helmet, 
Burnie and battle-dress, to us both be 
common.’ 2660 


Went he then through the flame, his war- 
helmet bore 

For help to his lord, spoke a few words: 

‘Beowulf dear! do thou all well, 

As thou in thy youth long ago said’st, 

That thou would’st not let for thyself 


living 2665 
Honor e’er cease; now shalt thou, strong in 
deeds, 


Firm-minded prince, with all thy might 
Thy life protect; I shall assist thee.’ 


After these words the angry worm came, 

The terrible demon, a second time 2670 

With fire-waves shining to seek his foes, 

The hostile men. With flame-billows burned 

The shield to the rim: the burnie might not 

To the young spear-warrior assistance afford. 

But the young hero ’neath the shield of his 
kinsman 2675 

With courage went, when his own was 

uae by flames. Then still the war- 
king 

Was mindful of fame, of his mighty strength, 

Struck with his war-bill, that it stood in the 
head 

Forcibly driven: broke in two Negling, 2680 

Failed in battle Beowulf’s sword, 

Old ae gray-etched. ’T was not granted to 

im, 

That him of the sword the edges were able 

To help in the battle: that hand was too 
stron 

Which any of swords, by my hearsay, 2685 

With its stroke tested, when to battle he bore 

The sharp-wounding weapon: ’t was not for 
him better. 

Then was the folk-foe for the third time, 

The bold fire-dragon, mindful of feuds, 

Rushed on the strong one, since space him 


allowed, 2690 
Hot and war-fierce, clasped around all the 
neck 


With his sharp bones: he was all bloodied 
With the life-blood; gore welled in waves. 
Then I heard say in the folk-king’s need 
The earl displayed unceasing bravery, 2695 
Strength and valor, as was natural to him: 
He cared not for his head, but the hand 


burned ; 

Of the brave man, where he helped with his 
strength, 

So that the fell demon he struck somewhat 
lower, 

The hero in armor, that the sword sank 


in, 2700 
Shining and gold-plated, that the fire began 
After to lessen. Then still the king 
His senses possessed, struck with his war- 

knife, 

Cutting and battle-sharp, which he bore on 
his burnie: < 
The Weders’ defence cut the serpent in 

two. 2705 
The foe they felled, force drove out life, 

And they him then both had destroyed, 
Kindred princes: such should a man be, 

A thane in need. That was to the prince 
The last of his victories by his own 

deeds, 2710 
Of work in the world. Then ’gan the wound, 
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Which on him the earth-drake before had 
inflicted, 

To burn and to swell: that soon he perceived 

That in his breast deadly ill welled, 

Poison within. Then the prince went, 2715 

So that he by the rock, wise in his mind, 

Sat on his seat, on the giants’ work looked, 

How the stone-arches, fast on their columns, 

The earth-hall eternal held there within. 

Then with his hands him bloody with 
gore, 2720 

The mighty prince, the excellent thane 

His own dear lord with water laved, 

Weary of battle, and his helmet unloosed. 

Beowulf said: he spoke of his wound, 

His deadly-pale wound (he knew very 


well 2725 
That he had spent his time allotted 
Of the joy of earth; then was all gone 
Of his days’ number, death very nigh): 
‘Now I to my son would wish to give 
These war-weeds of mine, if to me was 
granted 2730 
Any inheritor hereafter to be 
The heir of my body. This people I ruled 
Fifty of winters; there was not a folk-king, 
Of rss dwelling around any at all, 
Who me durst meet with his war-friends, 2735 
With terror oppress. I awaited at home 
The appointed time, kept mine own well, 
Sought not hostilities, nor for myself swore 
Many oaths falsely; I for all that, 
With deadly wounds sick, now joy may 
have; 2740 
Hence the ruler of men need not to me charge 
The murder of kinsmen, when shall depart 
My life from my body. Now do thou quickly 


go 

To see the hoard ‘neath the hoar stone, 

Wiglaf my dear one, now the serpent lies 
P 2745 

Sleeps sorely wounded, robbed of his treas- 

ure. 

Be now in haste that I the old riches, 

The treasure may view, thoroughly scan 

The bright precious gems, that I may the 


easier, 
On account of the treasure, give up mine 
own 2750 


Life and my people that I long held.’ 

Then heard I that quickly Weohstan’s son, 
After these words, his wounded lord 

Sick from battle obeyed, bore his ringed 


net, 
His battle-sark woven, ‘neath the roof of the 
mountain. 2755 
Saw then victorious, when he by the seat 
went, 


The brave kin-thane many of treasures, 


Glittering gold on the ground lying, 

Wonder on wall and the den of the worm, 

The old air-flier, drinking-cups standing, 2760 

Vessels of old-time wanting the polisher, 

Deprived of their ornaments. There was 
many a helmet 

Old and rusty, many arm-bracelets 

Curiously twisted. The treasure may easily, 

The gold in the ground, each hoard of man- 
kind 2765 

In value exceed, let him hide it who will. 

Likewise he saw standing an all-golden 
banner 

High over the hoard, greatest of wonders, 

Wrought with hand-craft; from it light 


stood, 
So that the ground-plain he might per- 
ceive, 2770 
Examine the treasures. There was not of the 
serpent 


Any appearance, but sword took him off. 

Then I heard say, in the eave the hoard 
robbed, 

The old work of giants, one man alone, 

Bore on his bosom the cups and the 
plates 2778 

At his own will; the banner he took, 

Brightest of beacons, a bill sheathed with 
brass 

(Its edge was of iron) of the old lord, 

Who of these treasures was the protector 

For a long while, bore fiery terror 2780 

Hot, deadly-rolling, on account of the hoard 

In the midst of the night, till he in death 
perished. 

In haste was the messenger for return ready, 

Provided with treasures; wonder him moved, 

Whether he the high-minded alive would 
find 2785 

In that grassy spot, the prince of the Weders, 

Deprived of strength, where he him before 
left. 

He then with the treasures the mighty prince, 

His own dear lord, bleeding did find 

At the end of his life. He began him 
again 2790 

With water to sprinkle, until the word’s point 

Brake through his breast-hoard: Beowulf 
spoke, 

The old man in sorrow (the gold he viewed): 

‘I for these treasures to the Lord of all 
thanks, 

To the glorious King, in words do speak, 2795 

To the Lord eternal, — which I here look 
upon, 

For this that I might for mine own people 

Before my death-day such treasures obtain. 

Now I for the hoard of jewels have paid 

Mine own agéd life; do yenow supply 2800 
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The needs of my people; I may not longer be 
here. 

Bid ye the war-famed a mound to make 

Bright after the pyre at the sea’s point, 

Which shall for remembrance to mine own 
people 

Raise itself high on the Whale’s ness, 

That it the sea-farers hereafter may call 

Beowulf’s mound, who shall their high ships 

O’er the sea’s mists from afar drive.’ 

He put from his neck the golden ring, 

The bold-minded prince, gave to the 
thane, 2810 

The young spear-warrior, his gold-adorned 
helm, 

Collar and burnie, bade him use them well: 

‘Thou art the last left of our own kindred 

Of the Wegmundings. Weird carried away 
all 

Of mine own kinsmen at the time ap- 
pointed, 2815 

Earls in their strength: I shall go after them.’ 

That was to the agéd the very last word 

In his breast-thoughts, ere the pyre he chose, 

The hot fiery waves: from his breast went 

His soul to seek the doom of the saints. 2820 


2805 


XII 
Wiglaf rebukes the thanes. Speech of the mes- 
senger. The death of Hethcyn, purswt 
of Hygelac, and death of Ongentheow. 
The warriors arrive. Wuaglaf’s speech. 
They enter the cave. The funeral-pyre. 
Beowulf’s mound. 


Then it had happened to the young man, 

With sorrow of mind, that he on the earth 
saw 

The dearest one at the end of his life 

Livid become. The slayer too lay, 

The fearful earth-drake, of life bereft, 

Oppressed with bale: 
longer ) 

The twisted serpent might not control, 

But the swords’ edges took him away, 

The hard battle-notched leavings of ham- 


2825 
the ring-treasures 


mers, 
So that the wide-flier, still from his 
wounds, 2830 


Fell on the earth nigh the hoard-hall; 

Not at all through the air did he go springing 

In the midst of the night, proud of his treas- 
ures 

Showed he his form: but he to earth fell 

On account of the handwork of this battle- 
prince. 2835 

Now that in the land to few of men throve 

Of might-possessors, as I have heard say, 


Though he were bold in every deed, 
That one should meet the poison-foe’s 
breath, 
Or the ring-hall disturb with his hands, 
If he were to find the waking guard 
On the mount watching. By Beowulf was 
The portion of treasures paid for with death: 
It had for each the end obtained 
Of fleeting life.— T'was not then long 
after 2845 
That the cowardly ones the wood forsook, 
The unwarlike truth-breakers, ten together, 
Who durst not before fight with their spears 
In their liege lord’s very great need: 
But they ashamed bore then _ their 
shields, 2850 
Their weeds of war, where the agéd one lay; 
They gazed upon Wiglaf. He wearied sat, 
The fighter-on-foot, near his lord’s shoulders, 
Refreshed him with water: it naught him 


2840 


availed. 
He might not on earth, though he well 
would, 2855 


Tn the great prince his life retain, 

Nor the Almighty’s will could he change; 
The doom of God in deeds would dispose 
For each one of men, as He now doth. 

Then was from the youth an answer 


grim 2860 
For him easy gotten, who before lost his 
valor. ; 


Wiglaf then spoke, Weohstan’s son, 

The sorrowful man (he looked on the un- 
loved): 

‘Lo! that may he say who will speak truth, 

That the folk-king who gave you the treas- 


ures, 2865 
The war-equipments, in which ye there 
stand, 


When he on the ale-bench often presented 

To the hall-sitters helmet and burnie, 

The prince to his thanes, such as anywhere 
bravest 

From far or nigh he was able to find, — 2876 

That he without doubt the weeds of war 

To no purpose wasted. When war him 
assailed, 

Not at all did the folk-king of his comrades- 
in-war 

Have cause to boast: yet God him granted, 

The Ruler of. victory, that himself he 


avenged 2875 
Alone with his sword, when he had need of 
strength. 


I to him little life-defence might 

In battle afford, and yet I undertook 

Beyond my power my kinsman to help: 

He was always the worse, when I with the 
sword struck 2880 
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The life-destroyer: the fire ran stronger, 

Welled from his breast. Too few defenders 

Pressed round the prince, when the evil be- 
fell him. 

Now taking of jewels and giving of swords, 

All joy of home for your own kindred, 2885 

Comfort shall cease: of rights of land 

Each one of men of this kindred tribe 

Must be deprived, after the princes 

From afar hear of your desertion, 

Inglorious deed. Death shall be better 2890 

To each one of earls than a life of disgrace.’ 

He eae then the battle-work tell at the 

ge 

Upon the steep cliff, where the earl-band 

The morning-long day sad in mind sat, 

The warriors with shields, in expectance of 
both, 2895 

The final day and the return 

Of the dear man. Little kept silent 

Of the new tidings he who rode o’er the 
ness, 

But he in truth spoke on all sides: 

‘Now is the joy-giver of the folk of the 
Weders, 2900 

The lord of the Geats, fast in his death-bed, 

Fills his grave-rest by the deeds of the worm. 

Along side of him lies the life-winner too 

Dead from knife’s wounds; with sword 
might he not 

Upon the monster in any way 

A wound inflict. Wiglaf sits there, 

Sits over Beowulf Weohstan’s son, 

The earl o’er the other of life deprived, 

With care attentive, keeps the death-watch 

Of friend and of foe. Now the people ex- 
pect 2910 

A time of strife, after well-known 

To the Franks and the Frisians the fall of 
the king 

Becomes far and wide. 
made 

Strong ’gainst the Hugs, when Higelac came 

With his ship-army going to the land of the 
Frisians, 2915 

Where the Hetwaras felled him in battle, 

Bravely him conquered with their over- 
might, 

So that the mailed-warrior was forced to 
bow, 

Fell midst his warriors; no ornaments gave 

The prince to his nobles. To us ever 


2905 


The contest was 


after 2920 
The Merwings’ friendship was not to be 
granted. 


Nor do I from the Swedes peace or good 
faith 

At all expect; but it was widely known 

That Ongentheow of life deprived 


Heetheyn, Hrethel’s near Ravens’ 
wood, 2925 

When through their pride at first did seek 

The warlike Seylfings the folk of the Geats. 

Soon to him the agéd father of Ohthere, 

Old and terrible, gave a hand-stroke, 

Hewed down the sea-chief, rescued his 
wife, 2930 

The old man his spouse, robbed of her gold, 

The mother of Onela and of Ohthere, 

And then he followed his deadly foes 

Until they went in great distress 

Into Ravens’ wood, deprived of their 


son, 


lord. 2935 
Then besieged he with host those left by the 
sword, 


Weary with wounds, woes oft he promised 
To the miserable band the livelong night: 
Said, he in the morning with the edge of the 


sword 
Them would destroy, some on gallows 
hang 2940 
For sport to the fowls. Comfort afterwards 
came 


To them sad in mind along with daylight, 

After they Hygelac’s horn and trumpets’ 

Sounding perceived, when the brave one 
came 

In the track going of his peoples’ earls. 2945 

There was bloody track of Swedes and of 
Geats, 

The slaughter of men widely observed, 

How the folk fought the feud one with 
another. 

The good one then went with his compan- 
ions 

The agéd most sad, the fastness to seek, 2950 

The earl Ongentheow betook himself higher; 

He had of Hygelac’s prowess heard tell, 

The proud one’s war-craft; in resistance he 
trusted not, 

That he the sea-men might then withstand, 

His hoard protect from the sea-farers, 2955 

His children and wife; he went after thence 

Old ‘neath the earth-wall. Then was given 
pursuit 

To the folk of the Swedes, their banner to 
Hygelae. 

Forth then they went o’er the Peace-plain, 


After the Hrethlings pressed into the 
hedge; 2960 

There Ongentheow was, with the edge of the 
sword, 


The gray-haired one, forced to remain, 

So that the folk-king had to submit 

To Eofor’s sole will; angrily him 

Wulf, son of Wonred, attacked with his 
weapon, 2965 

So that for the blow blood spurted in streams 


36 OLD ENGLISH PERIOD 


Forth under his hair. He was not though 
afraid, 

The agéd Seylfing, but quickly repaid 

In a worse way that fatal blow, 

After the folk-king thither turned round: 2970 

Might not then the quick son of Wonred 

To the old churl a hand-stroke give, 

But he on his head his helmet first cleft, 

So that, stained with blood, he had to bow, 

Fell on the earth: he was not yet fated, 2975 

But he himself raised, though the wound 
pained him. 

Then the brave thane of Hygelac let 

With his broad sword, when his brother lay 
down, 

The old sword of giants, the helmet of giants 

Break over the shield-rim: then bowed the 
king, 2980 

The herd of the folk; he was struck to his 
life. 

Then were there many who bound up his 
brother, 

Quickly him lifted, when for them it was 
settled 

That they the battle-place were to possess, 

Whilst one warrior the other robbed, 2985 

From Ongentheow took his burnie of iron, 

His hard hilted sword and his helmet besides, 

The hoary one’s armor to Hygelac bore. 

The armor he took and to them fairly prom- 


ised 
Gifts to his people, and kept his word 
too. 2990 


The lord of the Geats paid for the contest, 

The son of Hrethel, when he came to his 
home, 

To Eofor and Wulf with very rich jewels, 

To each of them gave a hundred thousand 

Of land and locked rings (for the gifts him 
need not reproach 2995 

Any man on mid-earth, since they heroic 
deeds wrought), 

And then to Eofor gave his sole daughter, 

The home-adornment, as a pledge of his 
favor. 

That is the feud and that the enmity, 

Hate deadly of men, wherefore I expect 3000 

That the Swedes’ people against us will 
seek, 

After they learn that our own lord 

Is ’reft of his life, him who before held 

Against his foes his hoard and kingdom 

After heroes’ fall, the Scylfings brave, 

Wrought his folk’s good and further still 

Heroic deeds did. — Now is haste best 

That we the folk-king there should behold. 

And him should bring who gave us rings 

To the funeral-pyre. There shall not a part 
only 3010 


3005 


With the brave perish, but there’s hoard of 
treasure, 

Gold without number, bitterly purchased, 

And now at the last with his own life 

Rings has he bought: these fire shall de- 
vour, 

The flame consume; no ear] shall wear 3015 

A jewel in memory, nor the beautiful maid 

Have on her neck a ring-adornment, 

But she shall sad in mind, robbed of her 
gold, 

Often not once tread a strange land. 

Now that the war-chief laughter has left, 3020 

Mirth and enjoyment. For this shall the 


spear be, 

Many a one morning-cold, clasped with the 
fingers, 

Held in the hands; not at all shall harp’s 
sound 


Wake up the warriors, but the wan raven, 

Eager over the fated, often shall speak, 3025 

Say to the eagle how he joyed in the eating, 

When with the wolf he robbed the slain.’ 

So the brave warrior then was telling 

Some tales of evil: he did not speak falsely 

His facts nor words.—The band all 
arose; 3030 

Sadly they went ’neath the Eagles’ ness, 

With flowing tears, the wonder to see. 

Then they found on the sand deprived of his 
life, 

Holding his resting-place, him who rings 
them gave 

In former times: then was the last day 3035 

Past to the good one, so that the war-king, 

The prince of the Weders, a wondrous death 
died. 

First there they saw a stranger being, 

The worm on the plain opposite there, 

The loathsome one lying; the fiery 
dragon, 3040 

The terror grim, was scorched with flames; 

He was fifty feet, in his full measure, 

Long as he lay; the air he enjoyed 

Sometimes at night, down again went 

To visit his den: he was then fast in 
death, 3045 

He had enjoyed the last of earth-caves. 

By him there stood pitchers and eups, 

Plates too lay there and precious swords, 

Rusty and eaten-through, as in the earth’s 


bosom 
A thousand of winters there they had re- 
mained, 3050 


Since that bequest exceedingly great, ; 

The gold of the ancients, was bewitched with 
a spell, 

So that the ringed hall might one not touch, 

Any of men, unless God himself, 
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True King of victories, to whom He would 
granted 8055 

To open the hoard, the charge of enchanters, 

Even so to such man, as seemed to Him right. 

Then was it seen that the way did not prosper 

To him who with wrong had hid within 

The hoard ’neath the wall. The keeper ere 
slew 3060 

Some one of his foes: then was the feud 

With battle avenged. Is it a wonder 

When a warlike earl the end approaches 

Of his life-fate, when may no longer 

A man with his kinsmen a mead-hall in- 
dwell? 3065 

So was it to Beowulf, when he the mount’s 
keeper, 

The contest sought: he himself knew not 

How his world-severing was to take place; 

How it against doom’s-day deeply had cursed 

The mighty princes who that put there, 3070 

That that man should be guilty of sins, 

Shut up in cursed places, fast in hell-bonds, 

Punished with plagues, who should that 


plain tread. 
He was not gold-greedy; he rather would 
have 
The owner’s favor sooner looked on. — 3075 
Wiglaf then spoke, Weohstan’s son: 
‘Oft many an ear! for the sake of one 
Sorrow shall suffer, as is happened to us. 
We might not give to our dear prince, 
The kingdom’s ruler, any advice, 3080 
So that he might not that gold-keeper meet, 
Might let him remain where he long was, 
Dwell in his haunts until the world’s end, 
Fulfil his high fate. The hoard is looked on, 
Bitterly gotten: that fate was too 
mighty 3085 
Which that folk-king thither enticed. 
I was therein and looked through it all, 
The treasures of hall, when ’t was allowed me, 
Not at all friendly a journey permitted 
In ’neath the earth-wall. . In haste I 
took 3090 
A great mighty burden with my own hands 
Of the hoard-treasures, bore them out hither 
To mine own king: he was then still alive, 
Wise and still conscious: very much spoke 
The agéd in sorrow and ordered to greet 


you, 3095 
Bade that ye should, for your friend’s deeds, 
make 


On the place of the pyre the lofty mound, 

Mickle and mighty, as he of men was 

The most worthy warrior through the wide 
earth, 

While he city-treasures still could enjoy. 3100 

Let us now hasten a second time 

To see and to seek that heap of treasures, 


Wonder ‘neath wall. I shall direct you, 

That ye may once more see now enough 

Of rings and broad gold. Be the bier 
ready, 3105 

Quickly prepared, when we come out, 

And then let us bear our own dear lord, 

The man beloved, where he shall long 

In the Almighty’s keeping patiently wait.’ 

Bade he then order, Weohstan’s son, 3110 

The warrior brave, to many of men, 

Of dwellers in houses, that they the fire-wood 

oe bear from afar, the lords of the peo- 
ple, 

To where lay the good one: ‘ Now shall fire eat 

(The wan flame shall grow) the chief of war- 
riors, 3115 

Him who oft awaited the iron-shower, 

When the storm of arrows, loosed from the 
strings, 

pee over the shield-wall, the shaft did its 

uty, 

Fitted with feathers followed the barb.’ 

Now then the wise son of Weohstan 3120 

Called from the crowd of the king’s thanes 

Seven together, the choicest ones, 

Went one of eight ’neath the hostile roof; 

One warrior brave in his hands bore 

A lighted torch, who went in front. 3125 

It was not then allotted who should plunder 
that hoard, 

After unguarded any portion of it 

The warriors saw remain in the hall, 

Lie wasting away: little one sor rowed, 

That they hastily carried without 3130 

The precious treasures. The dragon they 
shoved, 

The worm, o’er the wall-cliff, let the waves 
take, 

The flood embrace, the keeper of jewels. 

There was twisted gold on a wain laden, 

Of each countless heap: the prince was 
borne, 3135 

The hoary warrior, to the Whale’s ness. 

For him then prepared the folk of the Geats 

A funeral-pyre on the earth firm, 

Hung with helmets, with shields of war, 

With burnies bright, as he had begged. 3140 

Laid they then in the midst the mighty 
prince, 

The mourning warriors their lord beloved. 

’Gan they then on the mountain the greatest 


of pyres 

The warriors to kindle: the wood-smoke 
arose 

From the burning pile black, the crackling 
flame 3145 

Mingled with mourning (the wind-roar was 
still), 


Until it had broken the house of bone, 
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Hot in the breast. Sad in their minds 
With sorrow they mourned their dear lord’s 
death; 
Also a sad song uttered the spouse, 3150 
Pained in her breast, grieved in her heart, 
Mournful she frequently fettered her mind, 
So that for her husband’s most grievous blows 
She net the grim fate of his bloody death, 
: terror of fire 3155 
. heaven swallowed the smoke. 
Wrought they there then the folk of the 
Weders 
A mound on the steep, which high was and 
broad, 
For the sea-goers to see from afar, 
And they built up within ten days, 3160 
The warlike one’s beacon; the brightest of 
flames 
They girt with a wall, as it most worthily 
Very wise men might there devise. 
They in the mound placed rings and bright 
jewels, 
All such precious things as before in the 
hoard 3165 
Brave-minded men had taken away. 
They let the earth hold the treasure of earls, 
Gold in the ground, where it still lives 
As useless to men as it before was. 
Then ‘round the mound the battle-brave 
rode, 3170 
Children of nobles (they were twelve in all), 
Their sorrow would tell, grieve for their king, 
Their mourning utter, and about the man 
speak; 
His earlship they praised, and his noble deeds 
They extolled to the courtiers, as it is 
right 3175 
That one his dear lord in word should praise, 
With soul him love, when he shall forth 
From his own body be severed by death. 
So then lamented the folk of the Geats 
The fall of their lord, the hearth-compan- 
lons, 3180 
Said that he was a mighty king, 
Mildest to men and most tender-hearted, 
To his folk most kind and fondest of praise. 


Cedmon (fl. ca. 670) 
HYMN 

Nu scylun hergan hefenrices uard, 
Metudes meecti end his modgidance, 
Uere uuldurfadur; sue he uundra gihuzes, 
Eei Dryctin, or astelide. 
He erist scop zelda barnum 5 
Heben til hrofe, haleg scepen; 
Tha middungeard moncynnees uard, 


Eei Dryctin; efter tiadee 

Firum foldu frea allmectig. 

Now are we to praise the Guardian of 
heaven, 

The Creator’s might and his mind’s most 
thought, 

The glorious Father’s work; how he each of 
wonders, 

Lord everlasting, the beginning established. 

He at first shaped for the off-spring a 
men 

Heaven for a roof, Holy Creator; 

The middle-yard then mankind’s Warder, 

Eternal God; and after arranged 

Lands for men the Lord almighty. 


JUDITH 


sae doubted not ‘the Bi aridas Maker’s 

In this wide earth; 
find 

Ready protection when she needed most 


ets 
from the great Lord to 


Grace from the highest Judge; that He, 
whose power 

Is over all beginnings, with His peace & 

Would strengthen her against the highest 
terror. 

Therefore the Heavenly Father, bright of 
mood, 


Gave her her wish, because she ever had 
Firm faith in the Almighty. 
Then heard I Holofernes bade prepare 10 
Wine quickly, with all wonders gloriously 
Prepare a feast, to which the chief of men 
Bade all his foremost thanes, and with great 
haste, 
Shield-warriors obeyed, came journeying 
To the rich lord the leader of the people. 15 
That was the fourth day after Judith, shrewd 
Of thought, with elfin beauty, sought him 
first. 


xX 
Then to the feast they went to sit in pride 
At the wine-drinking, all his warriors 
Bold in their war-shirts, comrades in his 


woe. 20 
There were deep bowls oft to the benches 
borne, 


Cups and full jugs to those who sat in hall. 

The famed shield-warriors shared the feast, 
death-doomed, 

Though that the chief, dread lord of earls, 
knew not. 

Then Holofernes, the gold-friend of man, 25 

Joyed in the pouring out, laughed, talked 
aloud. 
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Roared and uproared, that men from far 
might hear 

How the stern-minded stormed and yelled in 
mirth, 

Much bidding the bench sitters bear their 


part 
Well in the feasting. So the wicked one — 30 
Through the day drenched his followers with 


wine, 

The haughty Gift Lord, till they lay in 
swoon; 

His nobles all o’er drenched as they were 
struck 

To death, and every good poured out of them. 

So bade the lord of men serve those in 

hall 35 

Till the dark night drew near the sons of men. 

Then bade the malice-blind to fetch with 


| eine 

The blessed maid, ring-wreathed, to his bed- 
rest. 

The attendants quickly did as bade their 
lord, 

Head of mailed warriors, in a twinkling 


went 40 
To the guest chamber, where they Judith 
found 


Prudent in soul, and then shield-warriors 

Began to lead the pious, the bright maid 

To the tent, the high one, where within at 
night 

The chief at all times rested, Holofernes, 45 

Hateful to God the Saviour. There was 
hung 

All golden a fair fly-net round the bed 

Of the folk-leader, that the baleful one, 

The chief of warriors, might look through on 
each 

Child of the brave who came therein, and 
none 50 

Might look on him of mankind, save ’t were 
one 

Of his own ill-famed warriors whom the 
proud one 

Bade to draw near, go in for secret council. 

Then they brought quickly to his place of 
rest 

The woman wise of wit; went rugged men 55 

To make known to their lord that there was 
brought 

The holy woman to his bower tent. 

Then was the famed one blithe of mood, 

the chief 

Of cities thought the bright maid to defile 

With filth and stain, but that the glorious 
Judge 60 

Would not allow, who kept the flock of fame, 

The Lord, who guides the good, stayed him 
in that. 


Then went the devilish one, with crowd of 


men, 
ao to seek his bed, where he should 
ose 
His prosperous life, at once, withinanight; 65 
There had he to await his end, on earth 
A bitter one, such as he in old time 
Wrought for himself, while he, bold chief of 
men, 
Dwelt on this earth under the roof of clouds. 
So drunken then with wine the king fell 


down 70 
In the midst of his bed, that counsel he 
knew none 


Within the chamber of his thought. 
from within 

Marched with all haste the warriors steeped 
in wine, 

Who led the faithless, hated chief to bed 

For the last time. The Saviour’s hand- 
maid then 75 

Gloried, intently mindful how she might 

Take from the hateful one most easily 

His life before the drunkard woke to shame. 

Then she of braided locks, the Maker’s 

maid, 

Took a sharp sword, hard from the grind- 
ing, drew it 80 

With strong palm from the sheath, and then 
by name 

Began to name Heayen’s Warden, Saviour 

Of all who dwell on earth, and spake these 
words: 

‘God, first Creator, Spirit of Comfort, Son 

Of the Almighty, glorious Trinity, 85 

I will pray for Thy mercy upon me 

Who need it. Strongly is my heart now 
stirred, 

Distressed the mind sorely disturbed with 
care: 

Give to me, Lord of Heaven, victory 

And true belief, that with this sword I 


Out 


may 90 
Hew at this giver of death. Grant me 
success, 


Strong Lord of men, never had I more need 
Of Thy compassion; now, O mighty Lord, 
Bright-minded giver of renown, avenge 
What stirs my mood to anger, mind to 
hate.’ 95 
He then, the highest Judge, encouraged her 
At once with strength, so doth He to each one 
Of those here dwelling who seek Him for 
help 
With reason and with true belief. Her mood 
Then became unoppressed and renovate 100 
With holy hope; she took the heathen then 
Fast by his hair, and drew him with her 
hands 
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Shamefully towards her, and laid with skill 

The hateful man where she most easily 

ey paar the wicked one within her 

105 

She, Aen deaeouleed, then struck the scather- 
foe 

With glittering sword, him in whose thought 
was hate, 

That she cut half his neck thr ough, and he lay 

In swoon, drunk, with a death-wound, but 


not yet 
Was dead, his soul all fled; the woman 
then, 110 


Famous for strength, with vigour struck 
again 
The heathen dog, so that his head went forth 
Upon the floor. Then the foul carcase lay 
Empty behind, while the soul went elsewhere 
Under the abyss, and there it was con- 
demned, 115 
Tied down to torment ever after, wound 
About with serpents, fixed to punishment, 


Chained in hell’s burning after it went 
hence. 

Nor must he hope at all, in darkness 
whelmed, 

That he can come thence from the serpents’ 
hall, 120 


But there shall dwell ever and ever more 
Forth without end in the dark cavern-home, 
Deprived for ever of the joys of light. 


XI 
Great glory Judith then had gained in 
strife, 
As God, the Lord of Heaven, granted 
her, 125 
Who gave her victory. The clear witted 
maid 
Then quickly brought the leader’s bleeding 
head 


Into the bag that her attendant maid, 

A pale-faced woman, trained to noble ways, 

Had carried thither with the food of both, 130 

And Judith, thoughtful minded, gave it then, 

So gory, to her maid to carry home. 

Then both the women went directly thence 

Bold in their strength, exulting in success, 

Out from that host, till they might clearly 
see 135 

The glittering walls of fair Bethulia. 

They then, adorned with bracelets, sped 

on foot 

Forth until, glad of mood, they had gone on 

To the wall gate. Sat warriors, men on 
watch, 

Kept guard within the fortress, as before 140 

Judith had bidden them in their distress, 


The snare-devising maid, famed for her 
strength, 

When she went forth upon her path of war. 

Then she was come again, dear to her folk, 

And then forthwith the prudent woman 
bade 145 

Some of the men of the wide burgh go forth 

To meet her, and to let her quickly in 

Through the wall’s gate, and to the victor folk 

Spake thus: ‘I now can tell you of a thing 

Worth thanks, that ye no longer need to 
mourn. 150 

Blithe to you is the Creator, Glory of kings: 

Throughout the wide world that has been 
made known, 

That glorious prosperity now shines 

Brightly upon you, glory now is given 

For all the evils that ye long have borne.’ 155 

Then were the burghers blithe when they 
had heard 

Over the high wall how the holy maid 

Spake to them. In the army there was joy; 

The people hastened to the fortress gate, 


Women and men together crush and 
crowd, 160 

In bands, in bodies, thronged and ran, old, 
young, 

Towards the handmaid of the Lord by 
thousands. 


Within that festive city every man 

Was gladdened in his spirit when they knew 

That it was Judith come back to her 
home, 165 

Quickly with reverence they then let her in. 

The prudent one, adorned with gold, then 

bade 

Her servant, grateful minded, to unwrap 

The head of the war chieftain and to the 
eyes 

Of the burghers show it, bloody, as a sign 170 

How she had sped in the contest. Then to all 

The people spake the noble woman: ‘Here, 

Men famed for victory, the people’s leaders, 

Here ye may plainly gaze upon the head 

Of the most hated heathen warrior, 175 

The lifeless Holofernes, of all men 

He who for us most shaped sore care and 
death, 

And worse would add, but God denied to him 

A longer life to afflict us with his feuds. 

Through help of God I forced his life from 
him. 180 

Now my will is to bid each man of you, 

Burghers, shield-warriors, that you in- 
stantly 

Be ready for the fight. When from the east 

God the Creator, Holy King, has sent 

A ray of light, bear forth your shields on 
breast, 185 


JUDITH ae: | 


Fire hardened corslets and bright helms 
among 
The horde of scathers, with your glittering 
swords 
To slay the death-doomed leaders of the folk, 
The fated chiefs. Your foes are doomed to 
death, 
And ye have power and glory in the fight, 190 
As through my hand the mighty Lord hath 
shown you.’ 
Then a bold host was suddenly prepared 
Of men keen for the conflict. Famed for 


courage 

Soldiers and nobles marched, bore flags, 
straight forth 

Helmeted men went from the holy burgh, 195 

At the first reddening of dawn, to fight: 

Loud stormed the din of shields. 

For that rejoiced the lank’ wolf in the wood, 

And the black raven, slaughter-greedy bird; 

Both knew that men of the land thought to 
achieve 200 

A slaughter of the fated ones: then flew 

The eagle, dewy-feathered, on their track, 

Eager for prey, the sallow-coated bird 

Sang with its horny beak the song of war. 

Warriors, brave men, marched to the bat- 
tle, 205 

They who not long before sufiered reproach 

From the foreigners, shame from the hea- 
then. But all 

That was hard was repaid at the play of the 
spears 

To Assyria when under their war flags came 

The Hebrews to the tents. Then boldly 
they 210 

Let fly the showers of arrows, snakes of war, 

From the horned bows the arrows firm in 
place; 

Loud stormed the angry warriors, spears 
were sent 

Amidst the throng of bold ones, men were 
wroth, 

Men of the land against the hated race, 215 

Marched stern of mood, rugged of mind, to 
take 

Hard vengeance on old foes weary with mead. 

The soldiers drew with hands their clear- 
marked swords, 

Proved edges, slew the Assyrian warriors 

Attempting evil, slew with zeal, spared 
none 220 

Of all the army, whether wretch or rich, 

Of living men whom they could overtake. 


XII 


So all the morning-time the kinsman 
troops 


Pursued the stranger on their native soil, 
Till the chief watchmen of the host, in 


wrath, 225 
Saw that the Hebrews strongly showed to 
them 


The swing of swords. They went to make 
that known 

In words to the chief thanes. They roused 
the highest 

And fearfully told him, mead-weary man, 

The dreadful tale, the morning’s quick 
alarm, 230 

The cruel edge-play. Suddenly, I heard, 

The — doomed to slaughter leapt from 
sleep, : 

And hosts of men sought the pavilion 

Of baleful Holofernes, thronged in crowds; 

They only thought to offer him their help, 235 

Their lord, before the terror came on him, 

The power of the Hebrews. All supposed 

The lord of men and the bright maid to- 
gether 

Were in the shining tent, the noble Judith 

And he, the lustful, loathsome, terrible. 240 

None was there of the earls who dared to 
wake 

Or learn how it had been to the great chief 

With the holy woman the handmaid of God. 

Nearer the people of the Hebrews drew, 

Fought stiffly with war weapons, hilts, 
bright swords, 245 

Requited old assaults, all grievances. 

In that day’s work Assyria was subdued, 

Its pride was bowed. Men stood about the 
tent 

Of the chief, much stirred, and gloom was 
in their minds. 

Then all together they cried noisily, 250 

Began to clamour loudly, gnash their teeth, 

Void of all good, setting their teeth in wrath: 

Then was their glory, ease, power, at its end. 

The earls thought so to waken their dear 

Lord, 

not a whit succeeded. Then was 

found 255 

One of the warriors so resolute 

That, hard in hate, within the bower-tent 

He ventured, as need urged him; on the bed 

Found his gold-giver lying pale, soul gone, 

Deprived of life. Forthwith he, shudder- 


But 


ing, 260 
Fell to the ground, in fierce mood, tore his 
hair 


And his robe too, and to the warriors 

Who were outside there, joyless, thus he 
spake: 

‘Here we may plainly see our fate foreshown, 

Sign given us the time presses near with 
ills, 265 
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When we shall perish all, destroyed in battle. 

Here our support, hewn with the sword, 
lies headless.’ 

They then in bitter mood threw down their 


arms, 
Turned themselves, faint of heart, to haste 
away 
Tn flight. 270 
Upon their track the folk enlarged in 
might 


Fought till the most part of the army lay 
In battle sacrificed, upon the field 

Of victory, sword-hewn to please the wolves 
And to content the birds that crave for 


slaughter. 275 
They who yet lived fled from the foemen’s 
arms, 


The band of Hebrews followed on their track, 
Honoured with victory, enriched with fame. 
The Lord God, the Almighty, graciously 
Gave them His help. They laboured 
piously, 280 
The famous heroes, with bright swords to cut 
A war path through the press of evil ones, 
Hewed shields, cut the defence through, 
grim in fight ; 
The Hebrew men were shooting, with desire 
Strong in the thanes towards the strife of 
spears. 285 
Here fell in dust the greatest part of all 
The number of the nobles of Assyria, 
Race of the enemy; few came alive 
To their own country. Warriors renowned, 
Within the place of slaughter, as they 


fled, 290 
Turned them to reeking corpses. Room was 
there 


For dwellers on the land to take red spoil 

From their most hated foes, now dead, shields 
fair 

Adorned, broad swords, brown helms, and 
costly cups. 

The country’s guardians, on the people’s 
land, 295 

Had gloriously overcome the foe 


And silenced old oppressions with their 
swords. 
They rested on the path who when alive 
Of living men were their worst enemies. 
Then for a month’s space all men of the 


tribe, 300 
Greatest of peoples, proud, with plaited 
locks, 


Bore, drew to the bright town, Bethulia, 
Helms, hip knives, corslets, the war dress 
of men 
Gold-fretted, treasure more than cunning man 
Can tell. All this the people of the land 305 
Won with their strength in fight, bold under 
banners, 
Through Judith’s prudent teaching, noble 
maid. 
They, the brave earls, brought from the 
raid for her, 
As her own meed, the sword and bloody helm 
Of Holofernes, his breast armour broad 310 
And ornamented with red gold; and all 
Of treasure that the haughty chief possessed, 
His heritage of circlets and bright gems, 
They gave to the bright woman prompt of 
thought. 
For all this Judith gave to God the 


praise, 315 
The glorious Lord of men who gave her 
honour, 
Glory in Earth’s kingdom, and reward in 
heaven, 


In the bright skies reward of victory: 

Because she had a true belief in God 

Almighty, and at the end had not a doubt 320 

Of the reward for which she long had 
yearned. 

For this to latest ages evermore 

Be glory unto the dear Lord who made 

The wind and air, the heavens and wide 
earth, 

And also the wild streams He made, and 
Ee 325 

Through His own mercy made the joys of 
heaven. 


PROSE 


Qdamnan (ca, 625-709) 
LIFE OF COLUMBA}! 


In the course of a few days, while the 


according to custom, on the Lord’s day; 
all on a sudden the face of the venerable man 
(Columba), as his eyes are lifted upward, 
is seen suffused with a ruddy glow, for, as it 


solemnities of masses were being celebrated, 5is written, ‘When the heart is glad the face 


1 Translation by J. T. Fowler (1895), by permission of the Oxford University Press, Publishers. 
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blooms.’ For in that same hour he alone saw 
an angel of the Lord hovering above within 
the walls of his oratory. And, because the 
lovely and tranquil aspect of the holy angels 
pours joy and gladness into the hearts of the 
elect, this was the cause of that sudden 
gladness imparted to the blessed man. And 
when those who were therein present in- 
quired as to what, mark you, was the cause 
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venerable man in the next place thus speaks: 
‘This day is in the sacred volumes called 
Sabbath, which is, being interpreted, Rest. 
And for me this day is a Sabbath indeed, 
5 because it is the last day of this my present 
laborious life, in which I take my rest after 
all the wearinesses of my labours. And in 
the middle of this most solemn night (eve) 
of the Lord’s day that is now coming, ac- 


of the joy that was kindled within him, the 10 cording to the saying of the Scriptures, 


Saint, looking upward, gave them this reply: 
‘Wonderful and incomparable is the subtilty 
of the nature of angels. For, behold, an 
angel of the Lord, sent to demand some de- 


“T shall go the way of my fathers.” For 
even now my Lord Jesus Christ deigneth to 
invite me, to Whom, I say, in the middle 
of this night, I shall depart, at His invitation. 


posit dear to God, looking down from above 15 For thus it hath been revealed unto me by 


upon us within the church, and blessing us, 
has returned again through the vaulting of 
the church, and has left no traces of such an 
exit.’ So far the Saint. But yet, as to the 


nature of that deposit for which the angel 20 


was sent to make inquiry, not one of those 
who were standing around was able to form 
an opinion. Our patron, however, gave the 
name of a holy deposit to his own soul, which 


the Lord Himself.’ The attendant on hear- 
ing these sad words began to weep bitterly, 
but the Saint endeavoured to console him as 
well as he could. 

After this, the Saint goes out of the gran- 
ary, and, returning to the monastery, sits 
down at the half-way, in which place a cross, 
afterwards fixed in a millstone, and standing 
at this day, is to be seen on the side of the 


had been entrusted to him by God; which 25road. And while the Saint, feeble with age, 


soul, as will be narrated below, in the night 
of the next Lord’s day, six days in succession 
coming between, passed away to the Lord. 

And so the venerable man at the end of the 


as I said before, sat down for a little while 
and rested in that place, behold! there 
comes up to him the white horse, that faith- 
ful servant, mark you, that used to carry 


same week, that is on the Sabbath day 30 the milk-pails between the cow-pasture (or 


(Saturday), himself and his‘ dutiful attend- 
ant Diormit, go to bless the granary, which 
was close at hand. On entering which, when 
he blessed both it and two' heaps of corn 
there were stored therein, he uttered these 
words with giving of thanks, saying, ‘I 
greatly congratulate the monks of my house- 
hold that this year also, if I should have to 
depart from you to any place, ye will have 


byre?) and the monastery. This creature 
then coming up to the Saint, wonderful to 
say, putting its head in his bosom, as I be- 
lieve under the inspiration of God, in Whose 


35 sight every animal is endowed with a sense 


of things, because the Creator Himself hath 
so ordered it; knowing that his master would 
soon depart from him, and that he would see 
his face no more, began to utter plaintive 


enough for the year.’ On hearing this saying, 40 moans, and, as if a man, to shed tears in 


Diormit his attendant began to be sorrowful, 
and to speak thus: ‘In the course of this 
year, Father, thou art often making us 
sorrowful, because thou so frequently makest 
mention of thy departure.’ 
Saint gave this reply, ‘I have some little 
secret discourse, and if thou wilt faithfully 
promise me not to disclose it to any one be- 
fore my death, I shall be able to give thee 


To whom the 45saying, ‘Let him alone! 


abundance into the Saint’s lap, and so to 
weep, frothing greatly. Which when the 
attendant saw, he began to drive away that 
weeping mourner; but the Saint forbad him, 
As he loves me 
so, let him alone; that into this my bosom 
he may pour out the tears of his most bitter 
lamentation. Behold! thou, even seeing that 
thou art a man, and hast a rational soul, 


some clearer intimation concerning my de- 50 couldest in no way know anything about my 


parture.’ When the attendant, on bended 
knees, had completed some such promise, 
according to the wish of the Saint, the 


departure, except what I myself have lately 
shown to thee; but to this brute animal, 
destitute of reason, in what way soever the 
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Maker Himself hath willed, He hath revealed 
that his master is about to go away from 
him.’ And, so saying, he blessed his sorrow- 
ing servant the horse, then turning about to 
go away from him. 

And going forth thence, he ascended the 
little hill that overlooks the monastery, and 
stood for a little while on the top of it, and, 
standing with both hands lifted up, he 


God, the Comforter of good men, will help 
you; and I, abiding with Him, will inter- 
cede for you. And not only shall the neces- 
saries of this present life be sufficiently 


5 supplied by Him, but He will also bestow 


those rewards of eternal riches, which are 
laid up for them that keep His Divine laws.’ 
Thus far we have drawn up, recounted in a 
short paragraph, the last words of our 


blessed the monastery, saying, ‘To this10 venerable patron, spoken just as he was 


place, small and mean though it be, not only 
the Scotic kings (Irish and Dalriadic) with 
their peoples, but also the rulers of strange 
and foreign nations, with the people subject 


to them, shall bring great and extraordinary 15 


honour; by the Saints also of other churches 
shall no common reverence be shown.’ 

After these words, descending from that 
little hill, and returning to the monastery, he 


sat in his cell transcribing the Psalter; and 20 


coming to that verse of the thirty-third 
(384th) Psalm where it is written, ‘But they 
who seek the Lord shall want no manner of 
thing that is good,’ ‘Here,’ he says, ‘at the 


passing over from this weary pilgrimage 
unto the heavenly country. 


Bede (673-735) 


ECCLESIASTICAL HISTORY OF THE 
ENGLISH NATION 


CONVERSION OF KING EDWIN 


King Edwin, therefore, delaying to re- 
ceive the word of God at the preaching of 
Paulinus, and using for some time, as has 


been said, to sit several hours alone, and 


end of the page, I must cease. What follows 25 seriously to ponder with himself what he 


let Baithene write.’ The last verse which he 
had written was very suitable for the Saint at 
his departure, to whom eternal things that 
are good shall never be wanting; while the 


was to do, and what religion he was to 
follow, the man of God came to him, laid 
his right hand on his head, and asked, 
‘Whether he knew that sign?’ The king in 


following verse was most suitable for his 30a trembling condition, was ready to fall 


successor, as a father and teacher of spiritual 
sons: ‘Come, ye children, and hearken unto 
me; I will teach you the fear of the Lord.’ 
And indeed he, as his predecessor enjoined, 


down at his feet, but he raised him up, and 
in a familiar manner said to him, ‘Behold 
by the help of God you have escaped the 
hands of the enemies whom you feared. 


succeeded him not only in teaching, but also 35 Behold you have of his gift obtained the 


in transcribing. 

After the transcription of the aforesaid 
verse, at the end of the page, the Saint enters 
the church for the evening mass (evensong) 


kingdom which you desired. Take heed not 
to delay that which you promised to perform; 
embrace the faith, and keep the precepts of 
Him who, delivering you from temporal ad- 


of the Lord’s day night (eve), and as soon 40 versity, has raised you to the honour of a 


as this is over he returns to his cell, where 
he had bare rock for his bedding, and a stone 
for his pillow, which at this day is standing 
by his grave as a kind of sepulchral monu- 


temporal kingdom; and if, from this time 
forward, you shall be obedient to his will, 
which through me He signifies to you, He 
will not only deliver you from the everlast- 


ment; and he sits on the bed through the 45 ing torments of the wicked, but also make 


night. And so, there sitting, he gives his 
last commands to the brethren, in the 
hearing of his attendant only; saying, 
‘These last words, O my children, I commend 


you partaker with Him of his eternal king- 
dom in heaven.’ 

The king, hearing these words, answered, 
that he was both willing and bound to re- 


unto you; that ye have mutual and un-50 ceive the faith which he taught; but that 


feigned charity among yourselves, with 
peace. And if, according to the example of 


the holy fathers, ye shall attend to this, 


he would confer about it with his principal 
friends and counsellors, to the end that if 
they also were of his opinion, they might 
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all together be cleansed in Christ the Foun- out, ‘I have long since been sensible that 
tain of Life. Paulinus consenting, the king there was nothing in that which we wor- 
did as he had said; for, holding a council shipped; because the more diligently I 
with the wise men, he asked of every one sought after truth in that worship, the less 
in particular what he thought of the new 5I found it. But now I freely confess, that 
doctrine, and the new worship that was such truth evidently appears in this preach- 
preached? To which the chief of his own ing as can confer on us the gifts of life, of 
priests, Coifi, immediately answered, ‘O salvation, and of eternal happiness. For 
king, consider what this is which is now which reason I advise, O king, that we 
preached to us; for I yerily declare to you, 10 instantly abjure and set fire to those temples 
that the religion which we have hitherto and altars which we have consecrated 
professed has, as far as I can learn, no virtue without reaping any benefit from them.’ 
in it. For none of your people has applied In short, the king publicly gave his license 
himself more diligently to the worship of to Paulinus to preach the Gospel, and 
our gods than I: and yet there are many who 15 renouncing idolatry, declared that he re- 
receive greater favours from you, and are ceived the faith of Christ: and when he 
more preferred than I, and are more pros- inquired of the high priest who should first 
perous in all their undertakings. Now if profane the altars and temples of their idols, 
the gods were good for anything, they would with the enclosures that were about them, he 
rather forward me, who have been more 20 answered, ‘I; for who can more properly 
careful to serve them. It remains, therefore, than myself destroy those things which 
that if upon examination you find those new I worshipped through ignorance, for an 
doctrines, which are now preached to us, example to all others, through the wis- 
better and more efficacious, we immediately dom which has been given me by the true 
receive them without delay.’ 25 God?’ Then immediately, in contempt of 

Another of the king’s chief men, approving his former superstitions, he desired the 
of his words and exhortations, presently king to furnish him with arms and a stallion; 
added: ‘The present life of man, O king, and mounting the same, he set out to destroy 
seems to me, in comparison of that time the idols; for it was not lawful before for 
which is unknown to us, like to the swift 30the high priest either to carry arms, or to 
flight of a sparrow through the room wherein ride on any but a mare. Having, therefore, 
you sit at supper in winter, with your com-_ girt a sword about him, with a spear in his 
manders and ministers, and a good fireinthe hand, he mounted the king’s stallion and 
midst, whilst the storms of rain and snow proceeded to the idols. The multitude be- 
prevail abroad; the sparrow, I say, flying in 35 holding it, concluded he was distracted; 
at one door, and immediately out at another, but he lost no time, for as soon as he drew 
whilst he is within, is safe from the wintry near the temple he profaned the same, cast- 
storm; but after a short space of fair ing into it the spear which he held; and 
weather, he immediately vanishes out of your rejoicing in the knowledge of the worship 
sight, into the dark winter from which he 40of the true God, he commanded his com- 
had emerged. So this life of man appears panions to destroy the temple, with all its 
for a short space, but of what went before, enclosures, by fire. This place where the 
or what is to follow, we are utterly ignorant. idols were is still shown, not far from York, 
If, therefore, this new doctrine contains to the eastward, beyond the river Derwent, 
something more certain, it seems justly to 45 and is now called Godmundingham, where 
deserve to be followed.’ The other elders the high priest, by the inspiration of the 
and king’s counsellors, by Divine inspira- true God, profaned and destroyed the altars 


tion, spoke to the same effect. which he had himself consecrated. 
But Coifi added, that he wished more 
attentively to hear Paulinus discourse 50 Hat Dot CDMOW 
concerning the God whom he preached; 
which he having by the king’s command There was in this abbess’s monastery a 


performed, Coifi, hearing his words, cried certain brother, particularly remarkable for 
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the grace of God, who was wont to make 
pious and religious verses, so that whatever 
was interpreted to him out of Scripture, he 
soon after put the same into poetical ex- 
pressions of much sweetness and humility, 
in English, which was his native language. 
By his verses the minds of many were often 
excited to despise the world, and to aspire to 
heaven. Others after him attempted, in the 
English nation, to compose religious poems, 
but none could ever compare with him, for 
he did not learn the art of poetry from men, 
but from God; for which reason he never 
could compose any trivial or vain poem, 


much of their beauty and loftiness. Awak- 
ing from his sleep, he remembered all that he 
had sung in his dream, and soon added much 
more to the same effect in verse worthy of 


5 the Deity. 


In the morning he came to the steward, 
his superior, and having acquainted him 
with the gift he had received, was conducted’ 
to the abbess, by whom he was ordered, in 


10 the presence of many learned men, to tell 


his dream, and repeat the verses, that they 
might all give their judgment what it was, 
and whence his verse proceeded. They all 
concluded that heavenly grace had been con- 


but only those which relate to religion suited 15 ferred on him by our Lord. They expounded 


his religious tongue; for having lived in a 
secular habit till he was well advanced in 
years, he had never learned anything of 
versifying; for which reason being some- 


to him a passage in holy writ, either histori- 
eal, or doctrinal, ordering him, if he could, 
to put the same into verse. Having under- 
taken it, he went away, and returning the 


times at entertainments, when it was agreed 20 next morning, gave it to them composed in 


for the sake of mirth that all present should 
sing in their turns, when he saw the instru- 
ment come towards him, he rose up from 
table and returned home. 


most excellent verse; whereupon the abbess, 
embracing the grace of God in the man, 
instructed him to quit the secular habit, and 
take upon him the monastic life; which 


Having done so at a certain time, and gone 25 being accordingly done, she associated him 


out of the house where the entertainment 
was, to the stable, where he had to take care 
of the horses that night, he there composed 
himself to rest at the proper time; a person 


to the rest of the brethren in her monastery, 
and ordered that he should be taught the 
whole series of sacred history. Thus Czd- 
mon, keeping in mind all he heard, and as it 


appeared to him in his sleep, and saluting 30 were chewing the cud, converted the same 


him by his name, said, ‘Czedmon, sing some 
song to me.’ He answered, ‘I cannot sing; 
for that was the reason why I left the enter- 
tainment, and retired to this place, because 


into most harmonious verse; and sweetly 
repeating the same, made his masters in their 
turn his hearers. He sang the creation of 
the world, the origin of man, and all the 


I could not sing.’ The other who talked to 35 history of Genesis; and made many verses on 


him, replied, ‘However, you shall sing.’ — 
‘What shall I sing?’ rejoined he. ‘Sing the 
beginning of created beings,’ said the other. 
Hereupon he presently began to sing verses 


the departure of the children of Israel out 
of Egypt, and their entering into the land 
of promise, with many other histories from 
holy writ; the incarnation, passion, resur- 


to the praise of God, which he had never 40 rection of our Lord, and his ascension into 


heard, the purport whereof was thus: — 
Weare now to praise the Maker of the heay- 
enly kingdom, the power of the Creator and 
his counsel, the deeds of the Father of glory. 


heaven; the coming of the Holy Ghost, and 
the preaching of the apostles; also the terror 
of future judgment, the horror of the pains 
of hell, and the delights of heaven; besides 


How He, being the eternal God, became the 45 many more about the Divine benefits and 


author of all miracles, who first, as almighty 
preserver of the human race, created heaven 
for the sons of men as the roof of the house, 
and next the earth. This is the sense, but 


judgments, by which he endeavoured to 
turn away all men from the love of vice, and 
to excite in them the love of, and application 
to, good actions; for he was a very religious 


not the words in order as he sang them in 50 man, and humbly submissive to regular dis- 


his sleep; for verses, though never so well 
composed, cannot be literally translated out 
of one language into another, without losing 


cipline, but full of zeal against those who 
behaved themselves otherwise; for which 
reason he ended his life happily. 
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For when the time of his departure drew 5 
near, he laboured for the space of fourteen PR CR eee PNT PP EM aaLe, 
days under a bodily infirmity which seemed Thus much of the Ecclesiastical History of 
to prepare the way, yet so moderate that he Britain, and more especially of the English 
could talk and walk the whole time. In his 5 nation, as far as I could learn either from the 
neighbourhood was the house to which those writings of the ancients, or the tradition of 
that were sick, and like shortly to die, were our ancestors, or of my own knowledge, has, 
carried. He desired the person that attended with the help of God, been digested by me, 
him, in the evening, as the night came on in Bede, the servant of God, and priest of the 
which he was to depart this life, to make 10 monastery of the blessed apostles, Peter and 
ready a place there for him to take his rest. Paul, which is at Weremouth and Jarrow; 
This person, wondering why he should desire who being born in the territory of that same 
it, because there was as yet no sign of his monastery, was given, at seven years of age, 
dying soon, did what he had ordered. He to be educated by the most reverend Abbot 
accordingly went there, and conversing 15 Benedict, and afterwards by Ceolfrid; and, 
pleasantly in a joyful manner with the rest spending all the remaining time of my life in 
that were in the house before, when it was that monastery, I wholly applied myself to 
past midnight, he asked them, whether they the study of Scripture, and amidst the ob- 
had the Eucharist there? They answered,  servance of regular discipline, and the daily 
‘What need of the Eucharist? for you are not 20 care of singing in the church, I always took 
likely to die, since you talk so merrily with delight in learning, teaching, and writing. 
us, as if you were in perfect health.— In the nineteenth year of my age, I received 
‘However,’ said he, ‘bring me the Eucharist.’ deacon’s orders; in the thirtieth, those of 
Having received the same into his hand, he _ the priesthood, both of them by the ministry 
asked, whether they were all in charity with 25 of the most reverend Bishop John, and by the 
him, and without any enmity or rancour? order of the Ab’ot Ceolfrid. From which 
They answered, that they were all in perfect time, till the fifty-ninth year of my ave, I 
charity, and free from anger; and in their have made it my business, for the use of me 
turn asked him, whether he was in the same and mine, to compile out of the works of 
mind towards them? He answered, ‘I am in 30 the venerable Fathers, and to interpret and 
charity, my children, with all the servants of _ explain according to their meaning thesc 
God.’ Then strengthening himself with the following pieces. . . . 
heavenly viaticum, he prepared for the en- And now I beseech thee, good Jesus, 
trance into another life, and asked, how near that to whom thou hast graciously granted 
the time was when the brothers were to35sweetly to partake of the words of thy 
be awakened to sing the nocturnal praises of wisdom and knowledge, thou wilt also 
our Lord? They answered, ‘It is not far vouchsafe that he may some time or other 
off.’ Then he said, ‘Well, let us wait that come to thee the fountain of all wisdom, and 
hour’; and signing himself with the sign of always appear before thy face, who livest 
the cross, he laid his head on the pillow, and 40 and reignest world without end. Amen. 
falling into a slumber, ended his life so in 
silence. 

Thus it came to pass, that as he had served ANGLO-SAXON CHRONICLE 
God with a simple and pure mind, and undis- 
turbed devotion, so he now departed to his45 A.D. 485. ‘This year the Goths sacked 
presence, leaving the world by a quiet death; the city of Rome; and never since have the 
and that tongue, which had composed so Romans reigned in Britain. This was 
many holy words in praise of the Creator, about eleven hundred and ten winters after 
uttered its last words whilst he wasintheact it was built. They reigned altogether in 
of signing himself with the cross, and recom- 50 Britain four hundred and seventy winters 
mending himself into his hands, and by what since Gaius Julius first sought that land. 
has been here said, he seems to have had A.D. 449. This year Marcian and Valen- 
foreknowledge of his death. tinian assumed the empire, and reigned 
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seven winters. In their days Hengest and 
Horsa, invited by Wurtgern king of the 
Britons to his assistance, landed in Britain 
in a place that is called Ipwinesfleet: first 
of all to support the Britons, but they after- 
wards fought against them. The king 
directed them to fight against the Picts; 
and they did su; and obtained the victory 
wheresoever they came. They then sent to 


till, having looked on the etheling, he rushed 
out upon him, and wounded him severely. 
Then were they all fighting against the king, 
until they had slain him. As soon as the 


5 king’s thanes in the lady’s bower heard the 


tumult, they ran to the spot, whoever was 
then ready. The etheling; immediately 
offered them life and rewards; which none 
of them would accept, but continued fight- 


the Angles, and desired them to send more 10 ing together against him, till they all lay 


assistance. They described the worthlessness 
of the Britons, and the richness of the land. 
They then sent them greater support. 
Then came the men from three powers of 


dead, except one British hostage, and he 
was severely wounded. When the king’s 
thanes that were behind heard in the morn- 
ing that the king was slain, they rode to the 


Germany; the Old Saxons, the Angles, and 15 spot, Osric his alderman, and Wiverth his 


the Jutes. From the Jutes are descended 
the men of Kent, the Wightwarians (that 
is, the tribe that now dwelleth in the isle 
of Wight), and that kindred in Wessex that 


thane, and the men that he had left behind; 
and they met the etheling at the town, where 
the king lay slain. The gates, however, 
were locked against them, which they at- 


men yet call the kindred of the Jutes. Irom 20 tempted to force; but he promised them 


the Old Saxons came the people of Essex 
and Sussex and Wessex. [rom Anglia, 
which has ever since remained waste between 
the Jutes and the Saxons, came the East 


their own choice of money and land, if they 
would grant him the kingdom; reminding 
them, that their relatives were already with 
him, who would never desert him.’ To which 


Angles, the Middle Angles, the Mercians, 25they answered, that no relative could be 


and all of those north of the Humber. Their 
leaders were two brothers, Hengest and 
Horsa; who were the sons of Wihtgils; 
Wihtgils was the son of Witta, Witta of 
Wecta, Wecta of Woden. 
Woden arose all our royal kindred, and that 
of the South-humbrians also. 

A.D. 755. This year Cynewulf, with the 
consent of the West-Saxon council, deprived 


dearer to them than their lord, and that 
they would never follow his murderer. 


Then they besought their relatives to depart 


from him, safe and sound. They replied, 


From this 30that the same request was made to their 


comrades that were formerly with the king. 
‘And we are as regardless of the result,’ 
they rejoined, ‘as our comrades who with the 
king were slain.’ Then they continued 


Sebright, his relative, for unrighteous deeds, 35 fighting at the gates, till they rushed in, 


of his kingdom, except Hampshire; which 
he retained, until he slew the alderman 
who remained the longest with him. Then 
Cynewulf drove him to the forest of Andred, 


and slew the etheling and all the men that 
were with him; except one, who was the 
godson of the alderman, and whose life he 
spared, though he was often wounded. 


where he remained, until a swain stabbed 40 This same Cynewulf reigned one and thirty 


him at Privett, and revenged the alderman, 
Cumbra. The same Cynewulf fought many 
hard battles with the Welsh; and, about one 
and thirty winters after he had the kingdom, 


winters. His body lies at Winchester, and 
that of the etheling at Axminster. Their 
paternal pedigree goeth in a direct line to 
Cerdic.— The same year Ethelbald, king 


he was desirous of expelling a prince called 45 of the Mercians, was slain at Seckington; 


Cyneard, who was the brother of Sebright. 
But he having understood that the king was 
gone, thinly attended, on a visit to a lady at 
Merton, rode after him, and beset him 


and his body lies at Repton. He reigned 
one and forty years; and Bernred then 
succeeded to the kingdom, which he held 
but a little while, and unprosperously; for 


therein; surrounding the town without, ere 50 king Offa the same year put him to flight, 


the attendants of the king were aware of him. 


When the king found this, he went out of 
doors, and defended himself with courage; 


and assumed the government; which he held 
nine and thirty winters. His son Everth 
held it a hundred and forty days. Offa was 
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the son of Thingferth, Thingferth of Enwulf, 
Enwulf of Osmod, Osmod of Eawa, Eawa of 
Webba, Webba of Creoda, Creoda of Cen- 
wald, Cenwald of Cnebba, Cnebba of Icel, 
Icel of Eomer, Eomer of Angelthew, Angel- 
thew of Offa, Offa of Wermund, Wermund of 
Witley, Witley of Woden. 

A.D. 897. In the summer of this year 
went the army, some into East Anglia, and 


49 


and slew the men; the third veered off, but 
all the men were slain except five; and they 
too were severely wounded. Then came on- 
ward those who manned the other ships, 
5which were also very uneasily situated. 
Three were stationed on that side of the deep 
where the Danish ships were aground, whilst 
the others were all on the opposite side; so 
that none of them could join the rest; for 


some into Northumbria; and those that 10the water had ebbed many furlongs from 


were penniless got themselves ships, and 
went south over sea to the Seine. The 
enemy had not, thank God, entirely de- 
stroyed the English nation; but they were 


them. Then went the Danes from their three 
ships to those other three that were on their 
side, be-ebbed; and there they then fought. 
There were slain Lucomon, the king’s reve, 


much more weakened in these three years 15 and Wulfheard, a Frieslander; Ebb, a Fries- 


by the disease of cattle, and most of all of 
men; so that many of the mightiest of the 
king’s thanes, that were in the land, died 
within the three years. Of these, one was 


lander, and Ethelere, a Frieslander; and 
Ethelferth, the king’s neat-herd; and of all 
the men, Frieslanders and English, sixty-two; 
of the Danes a hundred and twenty. The 


Swithulf Bishop of Rochester, Ceolmund 20 tide, however, reached the Danish ships ere 


alderman in Kent, Bertulf alderman in 
Essex, Wulfred alderman in Hampshire, 
Elhard Bishop of Dorchester, Eadulf a king’s 
thane in Sussex, Bernulf governor of Win- 


the Christians could shove theirs out; 
whereupon they rowed them out; but they 
were so crippled, that they could not row 
them beyond the coast of Sussex: there 


chester, and Egulf the king’s horse-thane; 25 two of them the sea drove ashore; and the 


and many also with them; though I have 
named only the men of the highest rank. 
This same year the plunderers in East Anglia 
and Northumbria greatly harassed the land 


crew were led to Winchester to the king, who 
ordered them to be hanged. The men who 
escaped in the single ship came to Hast 
Anglia, severely wounded. This same year 


of the West Saxons by piracies on the south- 30 were lost no less than twenty ships, and the 


ern coast, but most of all by the esks which 
they built many years before. Then King 
Alfred gave orders for building long ships 
against the esks, which were full-nigh twice 
as long as the others. 
some more; and they were both swifter and 
steadier, and also higher than the others. 
They were not shaped either after the Frisian 
or the Danish model, but so as he himself 


men withal, on the southern coast. Wul- 

fric, the king’s horse-thane, who was also 

vice-roy of Wales, died the same year. 
A.D. 1137. This year went the king 


Some had sixty oars, 35 Stephen over sea to Normandy, and there 


was received; because they concluded that 
he should be all such as the uncle was, and 
because he had got his treasure: but he 
dealed it out, and seattered it foolishly. 


thought that they might be most serviceable. 40 Much had king Henry gathered, gold and 


Then, at a certain turn of this same year, 
came six of their ships to the isle of Wight; 
and going into Devonshire, they did much 
mischief both there and every where on the 
sea-coast. 
men to go out against them with nine of the 
new ships, and prevent their escape by the 
mouth of the river to the outer sea. Then 
came they out against them with three ships, 


and three others were standing upwards 50 did they all wonders. 


above the mouth on dry land; for the men 
were gone off upon shore. Of the first three 
ships they took two at the mouth outwards, 


silver, but no good did he for his soul thereof. 
When the king Stephen came to England, he 
held his council at Oxford, and there he seized’ 
the bishop Roger of Sarum, and Alexander 


Then commanded the king his 45 bishop of Lincoln, and the chancellor Roger 


his nephew; and threw all into prison till 
they gave up their castles. When the trai- 
tors understood that he was a mild man, and 
soft, and good, and no justice executed, then 
They had done him 
homage, and sworn oaths, but they no truth 
maintained. They were all forsworn, and 
forgetful of their troth; for every rich man 
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built his castles, which they held against nor churchyard, but took all the goods that 
him: and they filled the land full of castles. were therein, and then burned the church 
They cruelly oppressed the wretched men of and all together. Neither did they spare a 
the land with castle-works; and when the  bishop’s land, or an abbot’s or a priest’s, 
castles were made, they filled them with 5but plundered both monks and _ clerks; 
devils and evil men. Then took they those and every man robbed another who 
whom they supposed to have any goods, could. If two men, or three, came riding 
both by night and by day, men and women, to a town, all the township fled for them, 
and threw them into prison for their gold concluding them to be robbers. The bishops 
and silver, and inflicted on them unutterable 10 and learned men cursed them continually, 
tortures; for never were any martyrs so- but the effect thereof was nothing to them; 
tortured as they were. Some they hanged for they were all accursed, and forsworn, 
up by the feet, and smoked them with and abandoned. To till the ground was 
foul smoke; and some by the thumbs, or — to plough the sea: the earth bare no corn, for 
by the head, and hung coats of mail on15 the land was all laid waste by such deeds; 
their feet. They tied knotted strings about and they said openly, that Christ slept, and 
their heads, and twisted them till the pain his saints. Such things, and more than we 
went to the brains. They put them into can say, suffered we nineteen winters for 
dungeons, wherein were adders, and snakes, our sins. 

and toads; and so destroyed them. Some 20 

they placed in a crucet-house; that is, 

in a chest that was short and narrow, and 5 

not deep; wherein they put sharp atones, King Alfred (849-901) 

and so thrust the man therein, that they PREFACE TO CURA PASTORALIS 
broke all the hmbs. In many of the castles 25 

were things loathsome and grim, called King Alfred bids greet bishop Weerferth, 
‘Rachenteges,’ of which two or three men lovingly and friendly in his words; and I 
had enough to bear one. It was thus made: bid thee to make it known that it hath very 
that is, fastened to a beam; and they placeda often come into my mind what wise men 
sharp iron [collar] about the man’s throat 30 formerly were throughout the English race, 
and neck, so that he could in no direction both of the spiritual and of the secular con- 
either sit, or ie, or sleep, but bear all that dition, and how happy the times then were 
iron. Many thousands they wore out with through the English race, and how the kings, 
hunger. I neither can, nor may I tell all the who then had the government of this folk, 
wounds and all the pains which they inflicted 35 obeyed God and his messengers, and how 
on wretched men in this land. This lasted they held both their peace, their customs, 
the 19 winters while Stephen was king; and and their government at home, and also 
it grew continually worse and worse. They increased their country abroad, and how 
constantly laid tribute on the towns, and they then sped both in war and in wisdom, 
called it ‘tenserie’; and when the wretched 40 and also the religious orders, how earnest 
men had no more to give, then they plun- they were, both about their doctrine and 
dered and burned all the towns; that well about their learning, and about all the serv- 
‘thou mightest go a whole day’s journey and ices that they should do to God, and how 
never shouldest thou find a man sitting ina men from abroad sought wisdom and in- 
town, nor the land tilled. Then was corn 45 struction in this land, and how we must now 
dear, and flesh, and cheese, and butter; get them from without, if we would have 
for none was there in the land. Wretched them. So clean was it [learning] now fallen 
men starved of hunger. Some had recourse off among the English race that there were 
to alms, who were for a while rich men, and — very few on this side of the Humber that were 
some fled out of the land. Never yet was 50 able to understand their service in English, 
there more wretchedness in the land; nor or even to turn a sent writing (an epistle) 
ever did heathen men worse than they did: from Latin into English; and I think that 
for, after a time, they spared neither church — there were not many beyond the Humber. — 
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So few there were of them that I cannot learned it, turned it all through wise inter- 
think of even one on the south of the Thames, _ preters into their own language, and likewise 
when I first took to the kingdom. To God all other Christian nations have translated 
Almighty be thanks that we now have any some part into their own speech. Where- 
teacher in the stall, and therefore I have 5 fore I think it better, if it also appears so 
commanded thee that thou do as I believe to you, that we too should translate some 
thou wilt — that thou, who from the things books, which are the most necessary for all 
of this world art at leisure for this, as thou men to understand — that we should turn 
often mayest, that thou bestow the wisdom these into that tongue which we all can 
that God has given thee wherever thou 10 know, and so bring it about, as we very easily 
mayest bestow it. Think what punishment may, with God’s help, if we have rest, that 
shall come upon us for this world, when we all the youth that now is among the English 
have not ourselves loved it in the least de- race, of free men, that have property, so 
gree, and also have not left it to other men that they can apply themselves to these 
to do so. We have had the name alone that 15 things, may be committed to others for the 
we were Christians, and very few the virtues. sake of instruction, so long as they have no 
When I then called to mind all this, then I power for any other employments, until 
remembered how I saw, ere that allin them the time that they may know well how to 
was laid waste and burnt up, how the read English writing. Let men after- 
churches throughout all the English race 20 wards further teach them Latin, those 
stood filled with treasures and books, and whom they are willing further to teach, 
also a great multitude of God’s servants, and whom they wish to advance to a higher 
but they knew very little use of those books, state. 

for that they could not understand anything When I then called to mind how the 
of them, for that they were not written in 25 learning of the Latin tongue before this was - 
their own language, such as they, our fallen away throughout the English race, 
elders, spoke, who erewhile held these places; though many knew how to read writing in 
they loved wisdom, and through that got English —then began I, among other un- 
wealth, and left it tous. Here men may yet like and manifold businesses of this kingdom, 
see their path, but we know not how to 30to turn into English the book that is named 
tread in their footsteps, masmuch as we have — in Latin Pastoralis, and in English the Hind’s 
both lost that wealth and wisdom, for that book, one-while word for word, another- 
we would not with our minds stoop to their while, meaning for meaning, so far as I 
tracks. When I then called to mind allthis, learned it with Phlegmund, my archbishop, 
I then wondered greatly about those good 35 and with Asser, my bishop, and with Grim- 
and wise men that have been of old among bold, my mass-priest, and with John, my 
the English race, and who had fully learned mass-priest. After I had then learned 
all the books, that they have not been will- them, so that I understood them, and so 
ing to turn any part of them into their own that I might read them with the fullest com- 
language. But then I soon again answered 40 prehension, | turned them into English, and 
myself and said, ‘They did not think that to each bishop’s see in my kingdom will send 
men would ever become so reckless, and that one, and on each is an ‘estel’ that is, of 
learning should fall off in such a way. Of [the value of] fifty mancuses, and I bid, in 
set purpose, then, they let it alone, and God’s name, that no man’ undo the estel 
wished that there should be more wisdom in45from the books, nor the books from the 
this land the more languages we knew.’ minster. It is unknown how long there may 
Then I remembered how the Law was first be so learned bishops as now, thank God, 
found in the Hebrew tongue, and again, are everywhere. For this, I would that 
when the Greeks learnt it, then they turned they always should be at their place, unless 
the whole of it into their own language, and 50 the bishop will have them with him, or they 
also all the other books. And again the be anywhere lent, or some one write others 
Latins also in the same way, when they had by them. 
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, that he had neither nourishment, nor health, 
Aelfric (9552-1020?) nor garments, and saw the rich man, hale 
THE SECOND SUNDAY AFTER and sumptuously decorated, enjoying his 
PENTECOST luxuries. For the beggar his infirmity had 
5been enough, though he had had food; 
and again, his indigence had been enough 
The Sovereign Lord spake this parable for him, although he had been healthful. 
to his disciples, thus saying, ‘There was a But the manifold hardship was the cleansing 
certain rich man adorned with purple and of his soul, and the parsimony and pride of 
fine linen, and daily lived sumptuously. 10 the rich man were his condemnation; be- 
A certain poor man lay at his gate, and his cause he saw the other’s misery, and with in- 
name was Lazarus, who was a leper,’ etc. flated mind despised him. But when he was 
This gospel is now simply said. The despised of men, the dogs approached, and 
holy pope Gregory has revealed to us the licked his wounds. The licking of a dog 
mystery of this text. He said, ‘The holy 15 heals wounds. 
gospel did not express that the rich man was It then happened that the beggar died, 
a robber, but that he was parsimonious, and — and angels bare his soul to the dwelling of the 
exulted in his wealth.’ By this it is to be patriarch Abraham; and the rich man’s 
considered how he will be punished who _ spirit after death was sunk into hell; and he 
bereaves another, when he is condemned 20 then wished to have him for protector, to 
to hell, who would not give his own for love whom he would not before give his crumbs. 
of God. This man’s parsimony and pride He then bade Abraham with piteous voice, 
sank him into quick torment, because he had that Lazarus might moisten his tongue; 
no compassion, so that with his treasure he but that little favour was not granted to 
might have redeemed his own soul. Now25him, because Lazarus might not before in 
some men will imagine that there is no peril life gather the crumbs of his table. He 
in precious garments, but if there were no particularly complained of his tongue, be- 
sin, the holy gospel would not have so cause it is usual that the wealthy in their 
evidently manifested with respect to the feasting practise pernicious scoffing; there- 
rich man, that he was adorned with purple 30 fore was his tongue, through righteous retri- 
and with fine linen. No man heeds precious bution, more harshly punished for his 
garments save for vain pride, verily that he scoffing speech. The patriarch Abraham 
may through his splendour be accounted _ said to him, ‘My son, be thou mindful that 
before other men. The Lordin another place thou receivedst riches in thy life, and Laz- 
praised John the Baptist for the rudeness 35 arus misery.’ This saying is rather to be 
of his garment, because he was clothed with feared than expounded. The rich man was 
camel’s hair, poorly and ruggedly. requited with transitory prosperity, if he 
When Jesus spake of the rich man he said, did aught of good; and the poor man was 
‘There was a certain rich man.’ Again, of requited with misery, if he had perpetrated 
the poor man, ‘There was a certain poor40aught of evil. Then the wealthy man 
man called Lazarus.’ It is known to you received his happiness in reward for short 
that a rich man is more known by name enjoyment, and the indigence of the needy 
among his people than a poor one; never- one cleansed away his little sins. Poverty 
theless Jesus named not the wealthy man, afflicted and purified him; his abundance 
but the needy one; because the names of 45 enriched and deceived the other. 
humble men are known to him through I pray you, men most beloved, despise 
election, but he knows not the proud through not God’s poor, though they perpetrate 
their rejection. Some excuse the rich man anything reprehensible; because their misery 
might have had for his parsimony, if the cleanses that which a little superfluity cor- 
leprous beggar had not lain before his sight: 50 rupts. Observe each one, for good often be- 
the mind of the poor man would also have — falls the evil for life. The patriarch said to 
been easier, if he had not seen the rich man’s the wealthy man, ‘Betwixt us and you 1s 
wealth. Divers afflictions he endured, seeing fixed a great vapour;: though any-one will 
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pass from us to you, he cannot; nor also 
from you to us.’ With great eagerness the 
wicked desire to pass from the torment in 
which they suffer, but the fastening of the 
hellish enclosure never allows them to break 
out. Also the holy are so filled with their 
Creator’s righteousness, that they in no wise 
lament the misery of the wicked; because 
they see the fordone ones as greatly estranged 


53 


the preachings of the prophets, they will 
not believe, though one arose from death.’ 
Those who neglect the easy commandments 
of the old law, how will they obey the sub- 
5lime commandments of Christ’s doctrine, 
who arose from death? 
I pray you, my brethren, that ye be mind- 
ful of Lazarus’s rest and of the rich man’s 
punishment, and do as Christ himself taught, 


from them, as they are thrust away from 10‘Gain to yourselves friends among God’s 


their beloved Lord. 

When the rich man became hopeless of 
his own deliverance, the remembrance 
of his brothers entered into his mind; for 


poor, that they at your end may receive 
you into eternal dwelling-places.’ Many 
Lazaruses ye have now lying at your gates, 
begging for your superfluity. Though they 


the punishment of the wicked very often 15are esteemed as vile, they will, neverthe- 


uselessly stimulates their minds to love, 
so that they then love their relatives, who 
before in life loved neither themselves nor 
their kinsmen. He loves not himself who 
binds himself with sins. 
Lazarus, whom he had before despised, and 
he remembered his brothers, whom he had 
left behind; for the needy one would not 
have been fully avenged on the rich, if he 


He recognized 20 nance of us. 


less, be hereafter your interceders with the 
Almighty. Verily we ought to enjoin the 
poor to pray for us, because they will be our 
protectors, who, now begging, desire suste- 
We should not despise their 
vileness, for Christ himself is served through 
reception of the poor, as he himself said, ‘TI 
was hungry, and ye fed me; I was thirsty, 
and ye gave me to drink; I was naked, and 


in his punishment had not recognized him; 25 ye clothed me.’ 


and again, his punishment would not have 
‘been complete in the fire, unless he had 
expected the same torments for his relatives. 

The sinful will now sometimes see the 


Now says the holy Gregory, there was a 
reverend monk in the country of Lycaonia, 
very pious, his name was Martyrius. He 
went by order of his abbot to some other 


chosen in glory, whom they in the world 30 monastery, on his errand, when he found a 


despised, that the affliction of their minds 
may bethe greater: andthe righteous will ever 
see the unrighteous suffering in their tor- 
ments, that their bliss and love to their Lord 


leper lying by the way all chapped, and 
having no power of his feet: he said he 
wished to reach his hut, if he could. Then 
the monk was grieved for the helplessness 


may be the greater, who rescued them from 35 of the leper, and he wrapt him in his cloak 


the power of the devil, and from the wicked 
band. That spectacle will excite no terror 
to the righteous, nor will their glory wane; 
for there will be no sorrowing for the misery 


and bare him towards his monastery. Then 
it was disclosed to his abbot whom he was 
bearing, and he eried with a loud voice, 
and said, ‘Run, run, and undo the gate of 


of the wicked, but their torments will turn40the monastery quickly, for our brother 


to the greater bliss of the chosen, as in a 
picture a dark likeness is provided, that the 
white may appear the brighter. The chosen 
will constantly see their Creator’s brightness, 


Martyrius bears Jesus on his back.’ When 
the monk had reached the gate of the mon- 
astery, he who seemed a leper quitted hig 
neck, and appeared in the likeness of Christ, 


and therefore there is nothing in creation 45 The monk then looked up, and beheld how 


concealed from him. 

The rich man would not in life hear the 
teacher Moses, or God’s prophets: then he 
thought that his brothers would also despise 


he ascended to heaven. ‘Then said Jesus, 
while ascending, ‘Martyrius, thou wast not 
ashamed of me on earth, nor will I be 
ashamed of thee in heaven.’ Then the abbot 


them as he did, and desired therefore that 50 hastened towards the monk, and eagerly 


Lazarus might warn them, so that they came 
not to his torment. The patriarch answered 
him, ‘If they despise the law of Moses and 


said, ‘My brother, where is he whom thou 
didst carry?’ He said, ‘If I had known who 
he was, I would have lain at his feet. When I 
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bore him I felt no heaviness of any burthen.’ But what each is, separately, this is all 
How could he feel the heaviness of any the Trinity at once, Father, Son, and Holy 
weight, when he carried one who bore him? Spirit; seeing that each separately is none 
Now says the holy Gregory, Jesus verified other than the supremely simple unity, and 
the saying which he himself said, ‘That 5the supremely unitary simplicity, which can 
which ye do for the poor in my name, that neither be multiplied nor varied. More- 
ye do for myself.’ over, there is a single necessary Being. 
What is there in human nature so glorious Now, this is that single, necessary Being, in 
as the humanity of Christ, and what is es- which is every good; nay, which is every 
teemed more foul in human nature than the 10 good, and a single entire good, and the only 
carcase of the leper, with tumours, and ul- — good. 
cers, and reeking stench? But he who is to And now, my soul, arouse and lift up all 
be venerated above all creatures, vouch- thy understanding, and conceive, so far as 
safed to appear in that foul form, to the end thou canst, of what character and how great 
that we. might pity the misery of human15is that good. For, if individual goods are 
beings, and according to our power comfort delectable, conceive in earnestness how 
them, for love of the merciful and humble delectable is that good which contains the 
Jesus; that he may grant us a dwelling in — pleasantness of all goods; and not such as we 
his kingdom to eternal life, who rescued us have experienced in created objects, but as 
from the devil’s thraldom; who reigneth 20 different as the Creator from the creature. 
to eternity with the Almighty Father and For, if the created life is good, how good is 
the Holy Ghost, those three existing in one the creative life! If the salvation given 
Godhead, without beginning and end, ever is delightful, how delightful is the salvation 
to eternity. Amen. which has given all salvation! If wisdom in 
25 the knowledge of the created world is lovely, 
how lovely is the wisdom which has created 
all things from nothing! Finally, if there are 
Anselm (LOS3-1109) many great delights in delectable things, 


PROSLOGIUM. OR A DISCOURSE what and how great is the delight in him who 
Teer eeeaacrs ere 30 has made these delectable things! 
Nee PENS eee ~ Who shall enjoy this enn And what 


... This good thou art, thou, God the shall belong to him, and what shall not 
Father; this is thy Word, that is, thy Son. belong to him? At any rate, whatever he 
For nothing, other than what thou art, or shall wish shall be his, and whatever he 
ereater or less than thou, can be in the Word 35 shall not wish shall not be his. For, these 
by which thou dost express thyself; for thy goods of body and soul will be such as eye 
Word is true, as thou art truthful. And hath not seen nor ear heard, neither has 
hence it is truth itself, just as thou art; no the heart of man conceived (Isaiah lxiv. 4; 1 
other truth than thou; and thou art of so Corinthians ii. 9). 
simple a nature, that of thee nothing can be40 Why, then, dost thou wander abroad, 
born other than what thou art. This very — slight man, in thy search for the goods of thy 
good is the one love common to thee and to soul and thy body? Love the one good in 
thy Son, that is, the Holy Spirit proceeding which are all goods, and it sufficeth. Desire 
from both. For this love is not unequal to the simple good which is every good, and it is 
thee or to thy Son; seeing that thou dost 45 enough. For, what dost thou love, my flesh? 
love thyself and him, and he, thee, and What dost thou desire, my soul? There, 
himself, to the whole extent of thy being there is whatever ye love, whatever ye desire. 
and his. Nor is there aught else proceeding If beauty delights thee, there shall the 
from thee and from him, which is not unequal righteous shine forth as the sun (Matthew 
to thee and to him. Nor can anything pro- 50 xiii. 43). If swiftness or endurance, or free- 
ceed from the supreme simplicity, other than dom of body, which naught can withstand, 
what this, from which it proceeds, is. delight thee, they shall be as angels of God, 

1 Translation by 8. N. Deane (1903), by permission of the Open Court Publishing Co., Publishers. 
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— because it is sown a natural body; it is 
raised a spiritual body (1 Corinthians xv. 44) 
—§in power certainly, though not in nature. 
If it is a long and sound life that pleases thee, 


needy heart, heart acquainted with sorrows, 
nay, overwhelmed with sorrows, how greatly 
wouldst thou rejoice, if thou didst abound 
in all these things! Ask thy inmost mind 


there a healthful eternity is, and an eternal 5 whether it could contain its joy over so great 


health. For the righteous shall live forever 
(Wisdom y. 15), and the salvation of the 
righteous is of the Lord (Psalms xxxvii. 39). 
If it is satisfaction of hunger, they shall be 


a blessedness of its own. 

Yet assuredly, if any other whom thou 
didst love altogether as thyself possessed the 
same blessedness, thy joy would be doubled, 


satisfied when the glory of the Lord hath 10 because thou wouldst rejoice not less for him 


appeared (Psalms xvii. 15). If it is quench- 
ing of thirst, they shall be abundantly 
satisfied with the fatness of thy house (Psalms 
xxxvi. 8). If it is melody, there the choirs of 


than for thyself. But, if two, or three, or 


many more, had the same joy, thou wouldst 
rejoice as much for each one as for thyself, 
if thou didst love each as thyself. Hence, in 


angels sing forever, before God. If it isany 15that perfect love of innumerable blessed 


not impure, but pure, pleasure, thou shalt 
make them drink of the river of thy pleasures, 
O God (Psalms xxxvi. 8). 

If it is wisdom that delights thee, the 


very wisdom of God will reveal itself to them. 20 


If friendship, they shall love God more than 
themselves, and one another as themselves. 
And God shall love them more than they 
themselves; for they love him, and them- 


angels and sainted men, where none shall 
love another less than himself, every one 
shall rejoice for each of the others as for him- 
self. 

If, then, the heart of man will scarce 
contain his joy over his own so great good, 


how shall it contain so many and so great 
joys? And doubtless, seeing that every one 
loves another so far as he rejoices in the 


selves, and one another, through him, and he, 25 other’s good, and as, in that perfect felicity, 


himself and them, through himself. If 
concord, they shall all have a single will. 

If power, they shall have all power to 
fulfil their will, as God to fulfil his. For, 


each one should love God beyond compare, 
more than himself and all the others with 
him; so he will rejoice beyond reckoning in 
the felicity of God, more than in his own and 


as God will have power to do what he wills, 30 that of all the others with him. 


through himself, so they will have power, 
through him, to do what they will. For, as 
they will not will aught else than he, he shall 
will whatever they will; and what he shall 
will cannot fail to be. 
God shall make his good and faithful servants 
rulers over many things (Luke xii. 42); nay, 
they shall be called sons of God, and gods; 
and where his Son shall be, there they shall 


be also, heirs indeed of God, and joint-heirs 40 


with Christ (Romans vii. 17). 

If true security delights thee, undoubtedly 
they shall be as sure that those goods, or 
rather that good, will never and in no wise 


fail them; as they shall be sure that they will 45 xvi. 24). 


not lose it of their own accord; and that 
God, who loves them, will not take it away 
from those who love him against their will; 
and that nothing more powerful than God 


But if they shall so love God with all 


their heart, and all their mind, and all their 
soul, that still all the heart, and all the 
mind, and all the soul shall not suffice for the 
If honor and riches, 35 worthiness of this love; doubtless they will 
so rejoice with all their hearts, and all their 


mind, and all their soul, that all the heart, 
and all the mind, and all the soul shall not 
suffice for the fulness of their joy. 

My God and my Lord, my hope and the 
joy of my heart, speak unto my soul and tell 
me whether this is the joy of which thou 
tellest us through thy Son: Ask and ye shall 
receive, that your joy may be full (John 
For I have found a joy that is full, 
and more than full. For when heart, and 
mind, and soul, and all the man, are full of 
that joy, joy beyond measure will still re- 
main. Hence, not all of that joy shall enter 


will separate him from them against his will 50 into those who rejoice; but they who rejoice 


and theirs. 
But what, or how great, is the joy, where 
such and so great is the good! Heart of man, 


shall wholly enter into that joy. 
Show me, O Lord, show thy servant in his 
heart whether this is the joy into which thy 
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servants shall enter, who shall enter into the 
joy of their Lord. But that joy, surely, with 
which thy chosen ones shall rejoice, eye 
hath not seen nor ear heard, neither has it 
entered into the heart of man (Isaiah Ixiv. 4; 
1 Corinthians ii. 9). Not yet, then, have I 
told or conceived, O Lord, how greatly those 
blessed ones of thine shall rejoice. Doubt- 
less they shall rejoice according as they shall 


love; and they shall love according as they 10 through our wonderful Counsellor. 
shall know. How far they will know thee, 


Lord, then! and how much they will love 
thee! Truly, eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, 


ful God, I ask. 


come to the full. Let the knowledge of thee 
advance in me here, and there be made full. 
Let the love of thee increase, and there let it 
be full, that here my joy may be great in hope, 


5 and there full in truth. Lord, through thy 


Son thou dost command, nay, thou dost 
counsel us to ask; and thou dost promise 
that we shall receive, that our joy may be 
full, I ask, O Lord, as thou dost counsel 
I will 
receive what thou dost promise by virtue of 
thy truth, that my joy may be full. Faith- 
J will receive, that my joy 


neither has it entered into the heart of man may be full. Meanwhile, let my mind 
in this life, how far they shall know thee, 15 meditate upon it; let my tongue speak of it. 
and how much they shall love thee in that Let my heart love it; let my mouth talk of 
life. it. Let my soul hunger for it; let my flesh 

I pray, O God, to know thee, to love thee, thirst for it; let my whole being desire it, un- 
that I may rejoice in thee. And if I cannot til I enter into thy joy, O Lord, who art the 
attain to full joy in this life, may I at least 20 Three and the One God, blessed for ever and 
advance from day to day, until that joy shall ever. Amen. 
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PARALLEL READINGS - 


Prose 


The Travels of Sir John Mandeville 
Malory — Morte D’ Arthur 


Drama 


The Play of Adam 
Abraham and Isaac 

Noah’s Flood 

The Second Shepherds’ Play 
Everyman 

Heywood — The Four PP. 
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ROMANCE AND BALLAD 


After the Norman Conquest (1066) a great change took place in English society and literature. 
Among the outstanding features of the new social order were the establishment of Feudalism with 
its elaborate class distinctions, and of Chivalry with its emphasis upon courtly etiquette. At 
the top of the social ladder were the conquerors, who spoke and wrote in a dialect of French known 
as Anglo-Norman, and who, before their arrival in England, had become thoroughly embued with 
French culture. Asa result the literature of England after 1066 was brought into closer touch than 
ever before with European culture, and consequently became more cosmopolitan in character. 

From the Norman Conquest till the close of the Middle Ages the standards of culture and 
literature in England were largely French. Though Middle English, the descendant of Old Eng- 
lish, more or less mixed with French, remained among the common people as a spoken language, 
writings regarded as important were generally composed in Anglo-Norman or in the more dignified 
Latin. Through Anglo-Norman or Latin the literature of England was enriched by numerous 
themes and ideas derived not only from classical antiquity but also from the Scandinavians and 
Celts. Since the literature of medieval England is one of the great sources from which later 
writers, notably the poets and historical novelists of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, 
drew their inspiration, we cannot confine ourselves to strictly Middle English works if we are to 
appreciate fully the richness of the streams of tradition which poured into the great reservoir of 
medieval literary culture. 

The literary forms current in England during the Middle Ages were numerous. Among the 
most important were the romances of chivalry, ancestors of the modern novel, in which tales derived 
from classical or medieval sources were retold in terms of chivalric society and with strong em- 
phasis upon love and adventure. From the Breton, Welsh, or Irish Celts came wonder-tales of 
heroes, gods, and fairies, which furnished plots for short narrative poems known as Breton Lays 
and for a great body of romance dealing with exploits of King Arthur and the Knights of the 
Round Table. In Geoffrey of Monmouth’s Latin History of the Kings of Britain Arthur ap- 
peared for the first time as a great king surrounded by a brilliant court where Anglo-Norman 
chivalry and courtly love replaced the barbaric manners of the ancient Celts. In Layamon’s Brut 
the Arthurian story was adopted as the national epic of the English people. In the numerous 
Arthurian romances in prose or verse, the wistful charm of ancient Celtic literature is seen only 
through the eyes of the practical, courtly Norman. Other romances deal with themes derived from 
Oriental, Classical, or Scandinavian tradition. 

The remaining types of medizeval literature include the drama (which grew out of the church 
service and dealt with Bible stories and saints’ lives), satires on the abuses of society or the church 
(e.g., Prers Plowman), chronicles (from which we get many historical facts and an occasional 
glimpse of real life in a monastery), vast encyclopedias (which attempted to fit all knowledge 
sacred and secular into the framework of medizeval science and philosophy), a large body of lyric 
poems in Latin, French, or English (many of which reveal a keen enjoyment of life), and numerous 
ballads recording in simple language tales of popular heroes, of superstition, or of tragedy, which 
had impressed themselves upon the imagination of the common people. 

Near the end of the Middle Ages Chaucer, with keen humor and inimitable genius, painted 
in his Canterbury Tales an unforgettable picture of fourteenth-century society and transmitted to 
posterity much of what was best in the literature of the Middle Ages. 
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WRITINGS IN CELTIC, FRENCH, AND LATIN 
IrIsH 


THE FEAST OF BRICRIU * 


THE CHAMPION’S BARGAIN 


Once upon a time as the Ulstermen were in 
Emain, fatigued after the gathering and the 
games, Conchobar and Fergus mac Roig, 
with Ulster’s nobles as well, proceeded from 
the sporting field outside and seated them- 
selves in the Royal Court (lit. Red Branch) 


I have others as well. But neither in Erin 
nor in Alba nor in Europe nor in Africa nor 
in Asia, with Greece, Scythia, the Orkney 
Islands, the Pillars of Hercules, Bregon’s 
5 Tower (Brigantium), and the Isles of Gades 
have I found the quest on which I have come, 
nor a man to do me fairplay regarding it. 
Since you Ulstermen have excelled all the 
folks of those lands in strength, prowess, 


of Conchobar. Neither Cuchulainn nor Con-10 valor; in rank, magnanimity, dignity; in 


all the Victorious nor Loegaire the Trium- 


phant were there that night. But the hosts 
of Ulster’s valiant heroes were there. As they 
were seated, it being eventide, and the day 


truth, generosity and worth, get one among 
you to give me the boon I crave.’ 

‘In sooth it is not just that the honor of a 
province be carried off,’ quoth Fergus mac 


drawing towards the close, they saw a bach- 15 Roig, ‘because of one man who fails in keep- 


lach (big uncouth fellow) of exceeding ugli- 


ness drawing nigh them into the hall. To 
them it seemed as if none of the Ulstermen 
would reach half his height. 


ing his word of honor. Death, certainly, is 
not a whit nearer to him than to you.’ ‘Not 
that I shun it,’ quoth he. ‘Make thy quest 


Horrible and known to us then,’ quoth Fergus mac Roig. 


ugly was the carle’s guise. Next his skin he 20 ‘If but fairplay be vouchsafed me, I will tell 


wore an old hide with a dark dun mantle 
around him, and over him a great spreading 
club-tree (branch) the size of a winter-shed 
under which thirty bullocks could find shel- 


it.” ‘It is right to give fairplay,’ quoth 
Sencha, son of Ailill, ‘for it beseemeth not a 
great clannish folk to break a mutual cove- 
nant over any unknown individual. To us 


ter. Ravenous yellow eyes he had, protrud- 25 too it seems likely, if at long last you find 


ing from his head, each of the two the size 
of an ox-vat. Each finger as thick as another 
person’s wrist. In his left hand a stick, a 
burden for twenty yoke of oxen. In his right 


such a person, you will find here one worthy 
of you.’ ‘Conchobar I put aside,’ quoth he, 
‘for sake of his sovranty, and Fergus mac 
Roig also on account of his like privilege. 


hand an axe weighing thrice fifty glowing 30 These two excepted, come whosoever of you 


molten masses [of metal]. Its handle would 
require a plough-team (a yoke of six) to move 
it. Its sharpness such that it would lop off 
hairs, the wind blowing them against its 
edge. 

In that guise he went and stood by the 
fork-beam beside the fire. ‘Is the hall lack- 
ing in room for you,’ quoth Duach of the 
Chafer Tongue to the uncouth clodhopper, 
‘that you find no other place than by the 
fork-beam, unless you wish to be domestic 
luminary? — only sooner will a blaze be to 
the house than brightness to the household.’ 
‘What property soever may be mine, sooth 


that may venture, that I may cut off his 

head to-night, he mine to-morrow night.’ 
‘Sure then there is no warrior here,’ quoth 

Duach, ‘after these two.’ ‘By my troth 


35 there will be this moment,’ quoth Munremar, 


son of Gercenn, as he sprang on to the floor 
of the hall. The strength then of that 
Munremar was as the strength of a hundred 
warriors, each arm having the might of a 


40 hundred ‘centaurs.’ ‘Bend down, bachlach,’ 


quoth Munremar, ‘that I may cut your head 
off to-night, you to cut off mine to-morrow 
night.’ ‘Were that my quest, I could have 
got it anywhere,’ quoth the bachlach. 


you will agree, no matter how big I am, that 45 ‘Let us act according to our covenant,’ he 


the household as a whole will be enlightened, 
while the hall will not be burnt. 
‘That, however, is not my sole function; 


quoth, ‘I to cut off your head to-night, you 
to avenge it to-morrow night.’ ‘By my 
people’s god,’ quoth Duach of the Chafer 


* Based on translation by George Henderson, Irish Texts Society, 1899. By permission of the Secretary. 
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Tongue, ‘death is thus for thee no pleasant Champion’s Portion, yet are unable to con- 
prospect should the man killed to-night at- test it. Where is yon poor mad fellow that 
tack thee on the morrow. It is given to you is called Cuchulainn? Fain would I know if 
alone if you have the power, being killed zs word be better than the others.’ ‘No 
night after night to avenge it next day.’ 5.covenant do I desire with you,’ quoth Cu- 
‘Truly I will carry out what youallasabody chulainn. ‘Likely is that, you wretched 
agree upon by way of counsel, strange as it fly; greatly dost thou fear to die.’ Where- 
may seem to you,’ quoth the bachlach. He upon Cuchulainn sprang towards him and 
then pledged the other to keep his troth in dealt him a blow with the axe, hurling his 
this contention as to fulfilling his tryst on 10 head to the top rafter of the Red Branch till 
the morrow. the whole hall shook. Cuchulainn again 

With that Munremar took the axe from caught up the head and gave it a blow with 
out of the bachlach’s hand. Sevenfeet apart the axe and smashed it. Thereafter the 
were its two angles. Then did the bachlach — bachlach rose up. 
put his neck across the block. Munremaris5 ‘On the morrow the Ulstermen were watch- 
dealt a blow across it with the axe till it ing Cuchulainn to see whether he would shirk 
stuck in the block underneath, cutting off the the bachlach as the other heroes had done. 
head till it lay by the base of the fork-beam, As Cuchulainn was awaiting the bachlach, 
the house being filled with the blood. they saw that great dejection seized him. 
Straightway the bachlach rose, recovered 20 It had been fitting had they sung his dirge. 
himself, clasped his head, block and axe to They felt sure his life would last only till 
his breast, thus made his exit from the hall the bachlach came. Then said Cuchulainn 
with blood streaming from his neck. It filled with shame to Conchobar: ‘Thou shall not 
the Red Branch on every side. Great was go until my pledge to the bachlach is ful- 
the folk’s horror, wondering at the marvel 25 filled; for death awaits me, and I would 
that had appeared to them. ‘By my people’s rather have death with honor.’ 
god,’ quoth Duach of the Chafer Tongue, They were there as the day was closing 
‘if the bachlach, having been killed to-night, when they saw the bachlach approaching. 
come back to-morrow, he will not leave a ‘Whereis Cuchulainn?’ he quoth. ‘Here am 
man alive in Ulster.’ The following night, 301,’ he answered. ‘You’re dull of speech to- 
however, he returned, and Munremar shirked night, unhappy one; greatly you fear to die. 
him. Then began the bachlach to urge his Yet, though great your fear, death you have 
pact with Munremar. ‘Sooth it is not right not shirked.’ Thereafter Cuchulainn went 
for Munremar not to fulfil his covenant with up to him and stretched his neck across the 
me.’ 35 block, which was of such size that his neck 

That night, however, Loegaire the Trium- reached but half-way. ‘Stretch out your 
phant was present. ‘Who of the warriors neck, you wretch,’ said the bachlach. ‘You 
that contest Ulster’s Champion’s Portion will keep me in torment,’ quoth Cuchulainn. 
carry out a bargain to-night with me? ‘Despatch me quickly; last night, by my 
Where is Loegaire the Triumphant?’ quoth 40 troth, I tormented you not. Verily I swear if 
he. ‘Here,’ said Loegaire. He pledged him you torment me, I shall make myself as 
too, yet Loegaire kept not his tryst. The long as a crane above you.’ ‘I cannot slay 
bachlach returned on the morrow and you,’ quoth the bachlach, ‘what with the 
similarly pledged Conall Cernach, who came _ size of the block and the shortness of your 
not as he had sworn. 45 neck and of your side.’ 

The fourth night the bachlach returned, Then Cuchulainn stretched out his neck so 
and fierce and furious was he. All the ladies that a warrior’s full-grown foot would have 
of Ulster came that night to see the strange fitted between any two of his ribs; his neck 
marvel that had come into the Red Branch. _ he distended till it reached the other side of 
That night Cuchulainn was there also. Then 50 the block. The bachlach raised his axe till 
the fellow began to upbraid them. ‘Yemen it reached the roof-tree of the hall. The 
of Ulster, your valour and your prowess are creaking of the old hide that was about the 
gone. Your warriors greatly covet the fellow and the crashing of the axe — both 
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his arms being raised aloft with all his ‘Thy flowing golden hair, thy comely face, 
might — were as the loud noise of a wood ‘Thy tall majestic form of peerless grace, 
tempest-tossed in a night of storm. Down That show thee sprung from Conn’s exalted 


it came then... on his neck, its blunt race.’ 
side below; all the nobles of Ulster were 5 
gacing upon them. King Conn the Hundred-fighter, being 


‘O Cuchulainn, arise! ... Of the war- much troubled, called then on his druid, 
riors of Ulster and Erin, no matter what Coran, to put forth his power against the 
their mettle, none is found to be compared  witchery of the fairy woman — 
with thee in valor, bravery and truthfulness.10 ‘O Coran of the mystic arts and of the 
The sovranty of the heroes of Erin to thee mighty incantations, here is a contest such 
from this hour forth and the Champion’s as I have never been engaged in since I have 
Portion undisputed, and to thy lady the been ruler—a contest with an invisible 
precedence always of the ladies of Ulster in being. The witch-charms of a woman are 
the Mead Hall. And whosoever shall lay 15 taking away my son. 
wager against thee from now, as my folks Then the druid sang a charm against the 
swear I swear, while on life he will be in voice of the woman, so that no one, includ- 
{sore danger ].’ Then the bachlach vanished. ing the young prince heard her, and she 

9th c.? disappeared. 

20 As she was going away she gave an apple 

to Connla. Connla remained for a whole 

CONNLA OF THE GOLDEN HAIR, month without tasting food or drink, except 
AND THE FAIRY MAIDEN * the apple. And though he ate of it, it was 
never lessened, but remained whole. More- 

One day as Connla of the Golden Hair, 25 over, in comparison with his apple he did not 
son of Conn the Hundred-fighter, stood with deem any other food worthy to be tasted. A 
his father on the royal Hill of Usna, he saw longing seized him for the fairy-woman whom 
approaching a woman dressed in wonderful he had seen. 


attire. ‘‘Whence comest thou, maiden,” At the end of the month, Connla stood by 
asked the prince. 30 his father’s side on the Plain of Arcomin [on 
The lady replied, ‘I have come from the the seacoast], and he saw the same lady ap- 
Land of the Living — a land where there is proaching. Then said she to him — 
neither death nor sin. We pass our time ‘A glorious seat, indeed, has Connla among 


pleasantly in feasting and harmless amuse- wretched, short-lived mortals, awaiting 
ments; and we have no quarrels or conten- 35 dreadful death! But now, the ever-youthful 
tions. We live in great peace (sid); there- people of Moy-mell, who never feel old age, 
fore we are called Side (Fairy-folk).’ seeing thee day by day among thy friends, in 

‘Who is this thou art talking to, my son?’ _ the assemblies of thy native land, invite thee 
said the king, for no one but Connla saw the — to their land. A hero seemest thou to them! 


woman. 40 When the king heard the words of the 
She answered for the youth, ‘Connija is maiden, he said to his people — 
speaking with a lovely, nobleborn maiden, ‘Bring my druid, Coran, to me; for I see 


who will never die, and who will never grow that the fairy woman has this day regained 
old. I love Connla of the Golden Hair, and — the power of her voice.’ 

I have come to bring him with me to Moy-45 At this the lady said, ‘O Conn, fighter of 
mell, the plain of pleasure, where King a hundred battles, put not your faith in the 
Boadag rules for ever; his land knows nei- art of the druid. A just one with many noble 
ther grief nor woe. Come with me,OConnla attendants shall tread the wide strand. Full 
of the ruddy cheek, the fair, freckled neck, soon his law shall reach thee and shall break 
and the blond hair! Come with me, and thou 50 the druidic charms before the eyes of that 
shalt retain the youth and beauty of thy black sorcerer the devil.’ 

form, free from the wrinkles of old age. Now Conn wondered that, as soon as the 

* The verse is by P. W. Joyce, Old Celtic Romances, David Nutt, 1894, 
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The land of rest, 
In the golden west, 
On the verge of the azure sea. 


woman had appeared Connla addressed no 
one else. 
‘Connla, my son,’ asked the king, ‘has thy 


mind been moved by the words of the lady?’ Iv 


Connla replied, ‘Father, J am troubled; 5 
though I love my people beyond all, yet lam 


filled with longing on account of this lady!’ 
Then sang the woman — 


il 


‘A land of youth, a land of rest, 
A land from sorrow free; 

It lies far off in the golden west, 
On the verge of the azure sea. 

A swift canoe of crystal bright, 
That never met mortal view — 


We shall reach the land ere fall of night, 


In that strong and swift canoe: 
We shall reach the strand 
Of that sunny land, 
From druids and demons free; 
The land of rest, 
In the golden west, 
On the verge of the azure sea! 


i 


‘A pleasant land of winding vales, bright 


streams, and verdurous plains, 
Where summer all the live-long year, 
changeless splendor reigns; 


‘It will guard thee, gentle Connla of the 
flowing golden hair, 
It will guard thee from the druids, from the 
demons of the air; 
ey erystal boat will guard thee, till we reach 
oe that western shore, 
Where thou and I in joy and love shall live 
for evermore: 
From the druid’s incantation, 
From his black and deadly snare, 
15 From the withering imprecation 
Of the demon of the air, 
It will guard thee, gentle Connla of the flow- 
ing golden hair: 
My crystal boat will guard thee, till we reach 
that silver strand 
20 Where thou shalt reign in endless joy, the 
king of the F airy-land!? 


When the maiden had ended her song, 
Connla sprang away from his father’s side 
25and into the glass boat, the gleaming, 
straight-gliding, strong curragh. The king 
and his people saw them in the distance, as 
far off as the eye could reach. The lovers 
fared forth across the sea and were never 


A peaceful land of calm delight, of everlast- 30 more seen; and no one can tell whither they 


ing bloom; 


Old age and death we never know, no sick- 


ness, care, or gloom; 
The land of youth, 
Of love and truth, 
From pain and sorrow free; 
The land of rest, 
In the golden west, 
On the verge of the azure sea! 


III 


‘There are strange delights for mortal men 


in that island of the west; 


The sun comes down each evening in its 


lovely vales to rest: 

And,though far and dim 
On the ocean’s rim 

It seems to mortal view, 
We shall reach its halls 
Ere the evening falls, 

In my strong and swift canoe: 
And ever more 
That verdant shore 

Our happy home shall be; 


went. 
9th c.? 
35 OSSIAN 
Oisin mac Finn cecinit (Oisin, son of Finn, 
sang) :* 


‘My hands have been withered, 

40 My deeds have been quelled; 
The tide has come, it has reached the shore 
And has drowned my strength. 


‘T give thanks to the Creator; 
I have found solace with great joy. 
45 Long is my day in a wretched life: 
There was a time when it was delightful with 
me. 


‘T was the beauty of the assembly, 
I found stealthy women ready to yield. 
50 Not loath am I to leave the world, 
Gone is my sportive course.’ 
i2Ghies 


* Revision of translation by K. Meyer, Royal Irish Acad., Todd Lect. Ser. XVI, p. xxviii. 
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‘Once I had yellow, curly hair, ‘Courting belongs not to me, for I deceive no 
Now there grows on my head only a short women; 
gray crop. To-night my hair is hoar, it will not be as 


= ) 
I would like hair of the raven’s color once 1t was. 


Growing on my head rather thana short gray 5 14th or 15th e. 
crop. 


WELSH 


THE MABINOGION she held the same pace as at first. And his 
horse began to fail; and when his horse’s 
feet failed him, he returned to the place 

Once upon a time, Pwyll was at Narberth 10 where Pwyll was. ‘Lord,’ said he, ‘it will 
his chief palace, where a feast had been pre- avail nothing for any one to follow yonder 
pared for him, and with him was a great host lady. I know of no horse in these realms 
of men. And after the first meal, Pwyllarose — swifter than this, and it availed me not to 
to walk, and he went to the top of a mound _ pursue her.’ ‘Of a truth,’ said Pwyll, ‘there 
that was above the palace, and was called 15 must be some illusion here. Let us go to- 
Gorsedd Arberth. ‘Lord,’ said one of the wards the palace.’ So to the palace they 
Court, ‘it is peculiar to the mound that who- went, and they spent that day. And the 
soeyer sits upon it cannot go thence, without next day they arose, and that also they spent 
either receiving wounds or blows, or else see- until it was time to go to meat. And after 
ing a wonder.’ ‘I fear not to receive wounds 20 the first meal, ‘Verily,’ said Pwyll, ‘we will 
and blows in the midst of such a host as go the same party as yesterday to the top of 
this, but as to the wonder, gladly would I the mound. And do thou,’ said he to one of 
see it. I will go therefore and sit upon the his young men, ‘take the swiftest horse that 
mound.’ thou knowest in the field.’ And thus did the 

And upon the mound be sat. And while 25 young man. And they went towards the 
he sat there, they saw a lady, ona pure white mound, taking the horse with them. And 
horse of large size, with a garment of shining as they were sitting down they beheld the 
gold around her, coming along the highway lady on the same horse, and in the same ap- 
that led from the mound; and the horse parel, coming along the same road. ‘Be- 
seemed to move at a slow and even pace, and 30 hold,’ said Pwyll, ‘here is the lady of yes- 
to be coming up towards the mound. ‘My  terday. Make ready, youth, to learn who 
men,’ said Pwyll, ‘is there any among you she is.’ ‘My lord,’ said he, ‘that will I 
who knows yonder lady?’ ‘There is not, gladly do.’ And thereupon the lady came 
Lord,’ said they. ‘Go one of you and meet opposite to them. So the youth mounted 
her, that we may know who she is.’ And 35 his horse; and before he had settled himself 
one of them arose, and as he came upon the _ in his saddle, she passed by, and there was a 
road to meet her, she passed by, and he clear space between them. But her speed 
followed as fast as he could, being on foot; was no greater than it had been the day 
and the greater was his speed, the further was before. Then he put his horse into an amble, 
she from him. And when he saw that it 40 and thought that notwithstanding the gentle 
profited him nothing to follow her, he re- pace at which his horse went, he should soon 
turned to Pwyll, and said unto him, ‘Lord, | overtake her. But this availed him not; so 
it is idle for any one in the world to follow her he gave his horse the reins. And still he 
on foot.’ ‘Verily,’ said Pwyll, ‘go unto the came no nearer to her than when he went at 
palace, and take the fleetest horse that thou 45a foot’s pace. And the more he urged his 
seest, and go after her.’ horse, the further was she from him. Yet 

And he took a horse and went forward. she rode not faster than before. When he 
And he came to an open level plain, and put saw that it availed not to follow her, he 
spurs to his horse; and the more he urged returned to the place where Pwyll was. 
his horse, the further was she from him. Yet 50 ‘Lord,’ said he, “the horse can no more than 
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thou hast seen.’ ‘I see indeed that it avails’ me the most pleasing quest on which thou 
not that any one should follow her. And by  couldst have come; and wilt thou tell me 
Heaven,’ said he, ‘she must needs have an who thou art?’ ‘I will tell thee, Lord,’ said 
errand to some one in this plain, if her haste she. ‘I am Rhiannon, the daughter of 
would allow her to declare it. Let us go 5Heveydd Hén, and they sought to give me 
back to. the palace.’ And to the palace to a husband against my will. But no 
they went, and they spent that night in husband would I have, and that because of 
songs and feasting, as it pleased them. my love for thee, neither will I yet have one 
And the next day they amused themselves unless thou reject me. And hither have I 
until it was time to go to meat. And when10come to hear thy answer.’ ‘By Heaven,’ 
meat was ended, Pwyll said, ‘Where are the said Pwyll, ‘behold this is my answer. 
hosts that went yesterday and the day be- If I might choose among all the ladies 
fore to the top of the mound?’ ‘Behold, and damsels in the world, thee would I 
Lord, we are here,’ said they. ‘Let us go,’ choose.’ ‘Verily,’ said she, ‘if thou art 
said he, ‘to the mound, to sit there. And15thus minded, make a pledge to meet me ere 
do thou,’ said he to the page who tended his I am given to another.’ ‘The sooner I may 
horse, ‘saddle my horse well, and hasten do so, the more pleasing will it be unto me,’ 
with him to the road, and bring also my spurs said Pwyll, ‘and wheresoever thou wilt, 
with thee.’ And the youth did thus. And _ there willl meet with thee.’ ‘T will that thou 
they went and sat upon the mound; and 20 meet me this day twelvemonth at the palace 
ere they had been there but a short time, of Heveydd. And I will cause a feast to be 
they beheld the lady coming by the same prepared, so that it be ready against thou 
road, and in the same manner, and at the come.’ ‘Gladly,’ said he, ‘will I keep this 
same pace. ‘Young man,’ said Pwyll, ‘I tryst.’ ‘Lord,’ said she, ‘remain in health, 
see the lady coming; give me my horse.’ 25 and be mindful that thou keep thy promise; 
And no sooner had he mounted his horse and now I will go hence.’ So they parted, 
than she passed him. And he turned after and he went back to his hosts and to them 
her and followed her. And he let his horse of his household. And whatsoever questions 
go bounding playfully, and thought that at they asked him respecting the damsel, he 
the second step or the third he should come 30 always turned the discourse upon other mat- 
up with her. But he came no nearer to her ters. And when a year from that time was 
than at first. Then he urged his horse to his gone, he caused a hundred knights to equip 
utmost speed, yet he found that it availed themselves and to go with him to the palace 
nothing to follow her. Then said Pwyll, of Heveydd Hén. And he came to the 
‘O maiden, for the sake of him whom thou 35 palace, and there was great joy concerning 
best lovest, stay for me.’ ‘I will stay him, with much concourse of people and 
gladly,’ said she, ‘and it were better for thy great rejoicing, and vast preparations for his 
horse hadst thou asked it long since.’ So coming. And the whole Court was placed 
the maiden stopped, and she threw back under his orders. 
that part of her headdress which covered her 40 And the hall was garnished and they went 
face. And she fixed her eyes upon him, and to meat, and thus did they sit; Heveydd Hén 
began to talk with him. ‘Lady,’ asked he, was on one side of Pwyll, and Rhiannon on 
‘whence comest thou, and whereunto dost the other. And all the rest according to their 
thou journey?’ ‘I journey on mine own rank. And they ate and feasted and talked 
errand,’ said she, ‘and right glad am I to 45 one with another, and at the beginning of the 
see thee.” ‘My greeting be unto thee,’ said carousal after the meat, there entered a tall 
he. Then he thought that the beauty of all auburn-haired youth, of royal bearing, 
the maidens, and all the ladies that he had clothed in a garment of satin. And when he 
ever seen, was as nothing compared to her came into the hall, he saluted Pwyll and his 
beauty. ‘Lady,’ he said, ‘wilt thou tell me 50 companions. ‘The greeting of Heaven be 
aught concerning thy purpose?’ ‘TI will tell unto thee, my soul,’ said Pwyll, ‘come thou 
thee,’ said she. ‘My chief quest was to and sit down.’ ‘Nay,’ said he, ‘a suitor 
seek thee.’ ‘Behold,’ said Pwyll, ‘this is to am I, and I will do mine errand.’ ‘Do 
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so willingly,’ said Pwyll. ‘Lord,’ said he, and I will cause him to go and tread down the 
‘my errand is unto thee, and it is to crave a food in the bag, and when he does so, turn 
boon of thee that I come.’ ‘What boon — thou the bag, so that he shall be up over his 
soever thou mayest ask of me, asfaras lam head in it, and then slip a knot upon the 
able, thou shalt have.’ ‘Ah,’ said Rhiannon, 5 thongs of the bag. Let there be also a good 
‘wherefore didst thou give that answer?’ bugle horn about thy neck, and as soon as 
‘Has he not given it before the presence of — thou hast bound him in the bag, wind thy 
these nobles?’ asked the youth. ‘My soul,’ horn, and let it be a signal between thee and 
said Pwyll, ‘what is the boon thou askest?’ thy knights. And when they hear the sound 
‘The lady whom best I love is to be thy 10 of the horn, let them come down upon the 
bride this night; I come to ask her of thee, palace.’ ‘Lord,’ said Gwawl, ‘it is meet that 
with the feast and the banquet that are in I have an answer to my request.’ ‘As much 
this place.’ And Pwyll was silent because of of that thou hast asked as it is in my power 
the answer which he had given. ‘Be silent to give, thou shalt have,’ replied Pwyll. 
as long as thou wilt,’ said Rhiannon. ‘Never 15 ‘My soul,’ said Rhiannon unto him, ‘as for 
did man make worse use of his wits than thou the feast and the banquet that are here, I 
hast done.’ ‘Lady,’ said‘he, ‘I knew not have bestowed them upon the men of Dyved, 
who he was.’ ‘Behold this is the man to and the household, and the warriors that 
whom they would have given me against my are with us. These can I not suffer to be 
will,’ said she. ‘And he is Gwawl the son of 20 given to any. In a year from to-night a 
Clud, a man of great power and wealth, and banquet shall be prepared for thee in this 
because of the word thou hast spoken, palace, that I may become thy bride.’ 

bestow me upon him lest shame befall thee.’ So Gwawl went forth to his possessions, 
‘Lady,’ said he, ‘I understand not thine and Pwyll went also back to Dyved. And 
answer. Never can I do as thou sayest.’ 25they both spent that year until it was the 
‘Bestow me upon him,’ said she [secretly], time for the feast at the palace of Heveydd 
‘and I will cause that I shall never be his.’ Hén. Then Gwawl the son of Clud set out 
‘By what means will that be?’ asked Pwyll. to the feast that was prepared for him, and 
‘In thy hand will I give thee a small bag,’ he came to the palace, and was received there 
said she. ‘See that thou keep it well, and 30 with rejoicing. Pwyll, also, came to the or- 
he will ask of thee the banquet, and the feast, chard with his hundred knights, as Rhiannon 
and the preparations which are not in thy had commanded him, having the bag with 
power. Unto the hosts and the household him. And Pwyll was clad in coarse and 
will I give the feast. And such will be thy ragged garments, and wore large clumsy old 
answer respecting this. And as concerns 35 shoes upon his feet. And when he knew that 
myself, I will engage to become his bride the carousal after the meat had begun, he 
this night twelvemonth. And at the end of | went towards the hall, and when he came into 
the year be thou here,’ said she, ‘and bring — the hall, he saluted Gwawl the son of Clud, 
this bag with thee, and let thy hundred and his company, both men and women. 
knights be in the orchard up yonder. And 40 ‘Heaven prosper thee,’ said Gwawl, ‘and the 
when he is in the midst of joy and feasting, greeting of Heaven be unto thee.’ ‘Lord,’ 
come thou in by thyself, clad in ragged gar- said he, ‘may Heaven reward thee, I have an 
ments, and holding thy bag in thy hand, and errand unto thee.’ ‘Welcome be thine er- 
ask nothing but a bagful of food, and I rand, and if thou ask of me that which is 
will cause that if all the meat and liquor that 45 just, thou shalt have it gladly.’ ‘It is 
are in these seven Cantrevs were put into it, fitting,’ answered he. ‘I crave but from 
it would be no fuller than before. And after want, and the boon that I ask is to have this 
a great deal has been put therein, he will small bag that thou seest filled with meat.’ 
ask thee whether thy bag will ever be full. ‘A request within reason is this,’ said he, 
Say thou then that it never will, until a man 50 ‘and gladly shalt thou have it. Bring him 
of noble birth and of great wealth arise and food.’ A great number of attendants arose 
press the food in the bag with both his feet, and began to fill the bag, but for all that they 
saying, ‘Enough has been put therein”; put into it, it was no fuller than at first. 
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‘My soul,’ said Gwawl, ‘will thy bag be ever liegemen were liberated. ‘Demand now of 
full?’ ‘It will not, I declare to Heaven,’ Gwawl his sureties,’ said Heveydd, ‘we 
said he, ‘for all that may be put into it, un- know which should be taken for him.’ And 
less one possessed of lands, and domains, and Heveydd numbered the sureties. Said 
treasure, shall arise and tread down with 5Gwawl, ‘Do thou thyself draw up the cove- 
both his feet the food that is within the bag, nant.’ ‘It will suffice me that it be as 
and shall say, ‘Enough has been put Rhiannon said,’ answered Pwyll. So unto 
therein.”’ Then said Rhiannon unto Gwawl that covenant were the sureties pledged. 
the son of Clud, ‘Rise up quickly. ‘I ‘Verily, Lord,’ said Gwawl, ‘I am greatly 
will willingly arise,’ said he. So he rose up, 10 hurt, and I have many bruises. I have need 
and put his two feet into the bag. And _ to be anointed; with thy leave I will go 
Pwyll turned up the sides of the bag, so forth. I will leave nobles in my stead, to 
that Gwawl was over his head in it. And answer for me in all that thou shalt require.’ 
he shut it up quickly and shipped a knot ‘Willingly,’ said Pwyll, ‘mayest thou do 
upon the thongs, and blew his horn. And 15 thus.’ So Gwawl went towards his own 
thereupon behold his household came down _ possessions. 
upon the palace. And they seized all the And the hall was set in order for Pwyll 
host that had come with Gwawl, and cast and the men of his host, and for them also 
them into his own prison. And Pwyll ofthe palace, and they went to the tables and 
threw off his rags, and his old shoes, and his 20 sat down. And as they had sat that time 
tattered array; and as they came in, every  twelvemonth, so sat they that night. And 
one of Pwyll’s knights struck a blow upon the _ they ate, and feasted, and spent the night in 
bag, and asked, ‘What is here?’ ‘A Badger,’ mirth and tranquillity. And the time came 
said they. And in this manner they played, that they should sleep, and Pwyll and 
each of them striking the bag, either with 25 Rhiannon went to their chamber. 
his foot or with a staff. And thus played And next morning at the break of day, 
they with the bag. Every one ashe camein ‘My Lord,’ said Rhiannon, ‘arise and begin 
asked, ‘What game are you playing at _ to give thy gifts unto the minstrels. Refuse 
thus?’ ‘The game of Badger in the Bag,’ no one to-day that may claim thy bounty.’ 
said they. And then was the game of Badger 30 ‘Thus shall it be gladly,’ said Pwyll, ‘both 
in the Bag first played. to-day and every day while the feast shall 
‘Lord,’ said the man in the bag, ‘if thou last.’ So Pwyll arose, and he caused silence 
wouldest but hear me, I merit not to be to be proclaimed, and desired all the suitors 
slain in a bag.’ Said Heveydd Hén, ‘Lord, and the minstrels to show and to point out 
he speaks truth. It were fitting that thou 35 what gifts were to their wish and desire. And 
listen to him, for he deserves not this.’ this being done, the feast went on, and he 
‘Verily,’ said Pwyll, ‘I will do thy counsel denied no one while it lasted. And when the 
concerning him.’ ‘Behold this is my coun- feast was ended, Pwyll said unto Heveydd, 
sel then,’ said Rhiannon; ‘thou art now in ‘My Lord, with thy permission I will set out 
a position in which it behoves thee to satisfy 40 for Dyved to-morrow.’ ‘Certainly,’ said He- 
suitors and minstrels; let him give unto them veydd, ‘may Heaven prosper thee. Fix also 
in thy stead, and take a pledge from him a time when Rhiannon may follow thee.’ 
that he will never seek to revenge that which ‘By Heaven,’ said Pwyll, ‘we will go hence 
has been done to him. And this will be together.’ ‘Willest thou this, Lord?’ said 
punishment enough.’ ‘TI will do this gladly,’ 45 Heveydd. ‘Yes, by Heaven,’ answered 
said the man in the bag. ‘And gladly will Pwyll. 
I accept it,’ said Pwyll, ‘since it is the coun- And the next day, they set forward 
sel of Heveydd and Rhiannon.’ ‘Such then towards Dyved, and journeyed to the palace 
is our counsel,’ answered they. ‘I accept it,’ of Narberth, where a feast was made ready 
said Pwyll. ‘Seek thyself sureties.’ ‘We50for them. And there came to them great 
will be for him,’ said Heveydd, ‘until his numbers of the chief men and the «most 
men be free to answer for him.’ And upon _ noble ladies of the land, and of these there 
this he was let out of the bag, and his was none to whom Rhiannon did not give 
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some rich gift, either a bracelet, or a ring, 
or a precious stone. And they ruled the 
land prosperously both that year and the 
next. 


she said, ‘Women, where is my son?’ 
‘Lady,’ said they, ‘ask us not concerning thy 
son, we have nought but the blows and the 
bruises we got by struggling with thee, and 


And in the third year the nobles of the 5 of a truth we never saw any woman go violent 


land began to be sorrowful at seeing a man 
whom they loved so much, and who was 
moreover their lord and their foster-brother, 
without an heir. And they came to him. 


And the place where they met was Preseleu, 10 


in Dyved. ‘Lord,’ said they, ‘we know that 
thou art not so young as some of the men of 
this country, and we fear that thou mayest 
not have an heir of the wife whom thou hast 


taken. Take therefore another wife of whom 15 


thou mayest have heirs. Thou canst not 
always continue with us, and though thou 
desire to remain as thou art, we will not 
suffer thee.’ ‘Truly,’ said Pwyll, ‘we have 


not long been joined together, and many 20 


things may yet befall. Grant mea year from 
this time, and for the space of a year we will 
abide together, and after that I will do ac- 
cording to your wishes.’ So they granted it. 


And before the end of a year a son was born 25 


unto him. And in Narberth was he born; 
and on the night that he was born, women 
were brought to watch the mother and the 
boy. And the women slept, as did also 


Rhiannon, the mother of the boy. And 30 


the number of the women that were brought 
into the chamber was six. And they watched 
for a gocd portion of the night, and before 
midnight every one of them fell asleep, and 


towards break of day they awoke; and when 35 


they awoke, they looked where they had put 
the boy, and behold he was not there. ‘Oh,’ 
said one of the women, ‘the boy is lost!’ 
‘Yes,’ said another, ‘and it will be small 


vengeance if we are burnt or put to death 40 


because of the child.’ Said one of the women, 
‘Is there any counsel for us in the world in 
this matter?’ ‘There is,’ answered another, 
‘I offer you good counsel.’ ‘What is that?’ 
asked they. 
bitch, and she has a litter of whelps. Let us 
kill some of the cubs, and rub the blood on 
the face and hands of Rhiannon, and lay 
the bones before her, and assert that she 


‘There is here a stag-hound 45 


as thou, for it was of no avail to contend 
with thee. Hast thou not thyself devoured 
thy son? Claim him not therefore of us.’ 
‘For pity’s sake,’ said Rhiannon; ‘the Lord 
God knows all things. Charge me not 
falsely. If you tell me this from fear, I 
assert before Heaven that I will defend you.’ 
‘Truly,’ said they, ‘we would not bring evil 
on ourselves for any one in the world.’ 
‘For pity’s sake,’ said Rhiannon, ‘you will 
receive no evil by telling the truth.’ But 
for all her words, whether fair or harsh, 
she received but the same answer from the 
women. 

And Pwyll the chief of Dyved arose, 
and his household, and his hosts. And this 
occurrence could not be concealed, but the 
story went forth throughout the land, and 
all the nobles heard it. Then the nobles 
canie to Pwyll, and besought him to put 
away his wife, because of the great crime 
which she had done. But Pwyll answered 
them, that they had no cause wherefore they . 
might ask him to put away his wife, save for 
her having no children. ‘But children has 
she now had, therefore will I not put her 
away; if she has done wrong, let her do 
penance for it.’ : 

So Rhiannon sent for the teachers and the 
wise men, and as she preferred doing pen- 
ance to contending with the women, she 
took upon her a penance. And the penance 
that was imposed upon her was, that she 
should remain in that palace of Narberth 
until the end of seven years, and that she 
should sit every day near unto a horse-block 
that was without the gate. And that she 
should relate the story to all who should 
come there, whom she might suppose not 
to know it already; and that she should offer 
the guests and strangers, if they would per- 
mit her, to carry them upon her back into 
the palace. But it rarely happened that any 
would permit. And thus did she spend part 


herself hath devoured her son, and she alone 50 of the year. 


will not be able to gainsay us six.’ And 
according to this counsel it was settled. 
And towards morning Rhiannon awoke, and 


Now at that time Teirnyon Twryv Vlant 
was Lord of Gwent Is Coed, and he was the 
best man in the world. And unto his house 
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there belonged a mare, than which neither 
mare nor horse in the kingdom was more 
beautiful. And on the night of every first 
of May she foaled, and no one ever knew 
what became of the colt. And one night 
Teirnyon talked with his wife: ‘Wife,’ said 
he, ‘it is very simple of us that our mare 
should foal every year, and that we should 
have none of her colts.’ ‘What can be done 
in the matter?’ said she. 
of the first of May,’ said he. ‘The vengeance 
of Heaven be upon me, if I learn not what it 
is that takes away the colts.’ So he caused 
the mare to be brought into a house, and he 


5 formed there; 


that I have been pregnant.’ ‘T will readily 
grant thee to do this,’ he answered. And 
thus did they, and they caused the boy to 
be baptized, and the ceremony was _ per- 
and the name which they 
gave unto him was Gwri Wallt Euryn, be- 
cause what hair was upon his head was as 
yellow as gold. And they had the boy 
nursed in the Court until he was a year old. 


‘This is the night 10 And before the year was over he could walk 


stoutly. And he was larger than a boy of 
three years old, even one of great growth and 
size. And the boy was nursed the second 
year, and then he was as large as a child six 


armed himself, and began to watch that 15 years old. And before the end of the fourth 


night. And in the beginning of the night, 
the mare foaled a large and beautiful colt. 
And it was standing up in the place. And 
Teirnyon rose up and looked at the size of 


the colt, and as he did so he heard a great 20 thou didst find the boy?’ 


tumult, and after the tumult behold a claw 


year, he would bribe the ‘grooms to allow 
him to take the horses to water. ‘My lord,’ 
said his wife unto Teirnyon, ‘where is the 
colt which thou didst save on the night that 
‘I have com- 
manded the grooms of the horses,’ said he, 


came through the window into the house, and 
it seized the colt by the mane. Then Teirn- _ be well, lord,’ said she, ‘if thou wert to cause 
yon drew his sword, and struck off the arm at him to be broken in, and given to the boy, 
the elbow, so that portion of the arm together 25 seeing that on the same night that thou didst 
with the colt was in the house with him. find the boy, the colt was foaled and thou 
And then did he hear a tumult and wailing,  didst save him?’ ‘TI will not oppose thee in 
both at once. And he opened the door, and this matter,’ said Teirnyon. ‘I will allow 
rushed out in the direction of the noise, and thee to give him the colt.’ ‘Lord,’ said she, 
he could not see the cause of the tumult 30 ‘may Heaven reward thee; I will give it 
because of the darkness of the night, but he him.’ So the horse was given to the boy. 
rushed after it and followed it. Then he re- Then she went to the grooms and those who 
membered that he had left the door open, and __ tended the horses, and commanded them to 
he returned. And at the door behold there be careful of the horse, so that he might be 
was an infant boy in swaddling-clothes, 35 broken in by the time that the boy could 
wrapped around in a mantle of satin. And ride him. 


‘that they take care of him.’ ‘Would it not 


he took up the boy, and behold he was very 
strong for the age that he was. 

Then he shut the door, and went into the 
chamber where his wife was. 
he, ‘art thou sleeping?’ ‘No, lord,’ said 
she, ‘I was asleep, but as thou camest in I 
did awake.’ ‘Behold, here is a boy for thee 
if thou wilt,’ said he, ‘since thou hast never 


And while these things were going forward, 
they heard tidings of Rhiannon and her 
punishment. And Teirnyon Twryv Vlant, 


‘Lady,’ said 40 by reason of the pity that he felt on hearing 


this story of Rhiannon and her punishment, 
inquired closely concerning it, until he had 
heard from many of those who came to his 
court. Then did Teirnyon, often lamenting 


had one.’ ‘My lord,’ said she, ‘what adven- 45 the sad history, ponder within himself, and 


ture is this?’ ‘It was thus,’ said Teirnyon; 
and he told her how it all befell. ‘Verily, 
lord,’ said she, ‘what sort of garments are 
there upon the boy?’ ‘A mantle of satin,’ 


shereplied. ‘My lord,’ she said, ‘if thou wilt, 
I shall have great diversion and mirth. I 
will call my women unto me, and tell them 


he looked steadfastly on the boy, and as he 


looked upon him, it seemed to him that he 
had never beheld so great a likeness between 
father and son, as between the boy and Pwyll 
said he. ‘He is then a boy of gentle lineage,’ 50 the Chief of Dyved. 


Now the semblance 
of Pwyll was well known to him, for he had 
of yore been one of his followers. And there- 
upon he became grieved for the wrong that 
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he did, in keeping with him a boy whom he 
knew to be the son of another man. And the 
first time that he was alone with his wife, he 
told her that it was not right that they should 
keep the boy with them, and suffer so excel- 
lent a lady as Rhiannon to be punished so 
greatly on his account, whereas the boy was 
the son of Pwyll the Chief of Dyved. And 
Teirnyon’s wife agreed with him, that they 
should send the boy to Pwyll. 
things, lord,’ said she, ‘shall we gain thereby. 
Thanks and gifts for releasing Rhiannon 
from her punishment; and thanks from 
Pwyll fcr nursing his son and restoring him 


unto him; and thirdly, if the boy is of gentle 15 Dyved. 


nature, he will be our foster-son, and he 

will do for us all the good in his power.’ 

So it was settled according to this counsel. 
And no later than the next day was 
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when I heard of thy sorrow, I was troubled 
and grieved. And I believe that there is 
none of this host who will not perceive that 
the boy is the son of Pwyll,’ said Teirnyon. 
5 ‘There is none,’ said they all, ‘who is not 
certain thereof.’ ‘I declare to Heaven,’ said 
Rhiannon, ‘that if this be true, there is in- 
deed an end to my trouble.’ ‘Lady,’ said 
Pendaran Dyved,‘ well hast thou named thy 


“And three 10 son Pryderi, and well becomes him the 


name of Pryderi son of Pwyll Chief of 
Dyved.’ ‘Look you,’ said Rhiannon, ‘will 
not his own name become him better?’ 
‘What name has he?’ asked Pendaran 
‘Gwri Wallt Euryn is the name 
that we gave him.’ ‘Pryderi,’ said Pen- 
daran, ‘shall his name be.’ ‘It were more 
proper, said Pwyll, ‘that the boy should 
take his name from the word his mother 


Teirnyon equipped, and two other knights 20 spoke when she received the joyful tidings 


with him. And the boy, as a fourth in their 
company, went with them upon the horse 
which Teirnyon had given him. And they 
journeyed towards Narberth, and it was not 
long before they reached that place. 
as they drew near to the palace, they be- 
held Rhiannon sitting beside the horse-block. 
And when they were opposite to her, ‘Chief- 
tain,’ said she, ‘go not further thus, I will 


of him.’ And thus was it arranged. 
‘Teirnyon,’ said Pwyll, ‘Heaven reward 

thee that thou hast reared the boy up to this 

time, and, being of gentle lineage, it were 


And 25 fitting that he repay thee for it.’ ‘My lord,’ 


said Teirnyon, ‘it was my wife who nursed 
him, and there is no one in the world so 
afflicted as she at parting with him. It were 
well that he should bear in mind what I and 


bear every one of you into the palace, and 30 my wife have done for him.’ ‘I call Heaven 


this is my penance for slaying my own son 
and devouring him.’ ‘Oh, fair lady,’ said 
Teirnyon, ‘think not that I will be one to 
be carried wpon thy back.’ ‘Neither will I,’ 
said the boy. ‘Truly, my soul,’ 
Teirnyon, ‘we will not go.’ So they went 
forward to the palace, and there was great 
joy at their coming. And at the palace a 
feast was prepared, because Pwyll was 


come back from the confines of Dyved. And 40 


they went into the hall and washed, and 
Pwyll rejoiced to see Teirnyon. And in this 
order they sat. Teirnyon between Pwyll and 
Rhiannon, and Teirnyon’s two companions 


on the other side of Pwyll, with the boy 45 


between them. And after meat they began 
to carouse and to discourse. And Teirnyon’s 
discourse was concerning the adventure of 
the mare and the boy, and how he and his 


sald 35 


to witness,’ said Pwyll, ‘that while I live I 
will support thee and thy possessions, as long 
as Lam able to preserve my own. And when 
he shall have power, he will more fitly main- 
tain them than I. And if this counsel be 
pleasing unto thee, and to my nobles, it shall 
be that, as thou hast reared him up to the 
present time, I will give him to be brought 
up by Pendaran Dyved, from henceforth. 
And you shall be companions, and shall both 
be foster-fathers unto him.’ ‘This is good 
counsel,’ said they all. So the boy was given 
to Pendaran Dyved, and the nobles of the 
land were sent with him. And Teinyon 
Twryv Vliant, and his companions, set out 
for his country, and his possessions, with love 
and gladness. And he went not without 
being offered the fairest jewels and the fair- 
est. horses, and the choicest dogs; but he 


wife had nursed and reared the child as their 50 would take none of them. 


own. ‘And behold here is thy son, lady,’ 
said Teirnyon. ‘And whosoever told that 
lie concerning thee, has done wrong. And 


Thereupon they all remained in their own 
dominions. And Pryderi, the son of Pwyll 
the Chief of Dyved, was brought up care- 
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fully as was fit, so that he became the fairest 
youth, and the most comely, and the best 
skilled in all good games, of any in the king- 
dom. And thus passed years and years, until 
the end of Pwyll the Chief of Dyved’s life 
came, and he died. 

And Pryderi ruled the seven Cantrevs of 
Dyved prosperously, and he was beloved by 
his people, and by all around him. And at 


5take a wife. 


of Cardigan; and these were called the 
Seven Cantrevs of Seissyllwch. And when 
he made this addition, Pryderi the son of 
Pwyll the Chief of Dyved desired to 
And the wife he chose was 
Kicva, the daughter of Gwynn Gohoyw, the 
son of Gloyw Wallt Lydan, the son of Prince 
Casnar, one of the nobles of this Island. 
And thus ends this portion of the Mabino- 


length he added unto them the three Can- 10 gion. 


trevs of Ystrad Tywi, and the four Cantrevs 


11th or early 12th ec.? 


ANGLO-NORMAN FRENCH 


THE LAY OF GUINGAMOR* 


In Brittany of old time there reigned a 


changed within her, and she was seized with 
love for him, for his beauty and his courtesy. 
Then the queen turned her back, and 


king who held all the land in his sway, and 15 called a maiden, and said: ‘Go thou to the 


was lord of many noble barons — his name 
I cannot tell ye. This king had a nephew 
who was both wise and courteous, a very 
brave and skilful knight, and Guingamor was 
he called. 
the king held him passing dear, and thought 
to make him his heir since he had no son. 
All men loved Guingamor; he knew how to 
promise, and how to give; knights and 


knight who sitteth within playing chess, 
Guingamor, the king’s nephew, and bid him 
to come to me straightway.’ 

So the maiden went her way to the knight, 


For his bravery and his beauty 20and bare him her lady’s greeting, and her 


prayer that he come forthwith and speak 
with her; and Guingamor let his game be, 
and went with the maiden. 

The queen greeted him courteously, and 


squires alike honoured him for his frankness 25 bade him sit beside her; but little did he 


and his courtesy; and his praises went 
abroad throughout all that land. 

One day the king went forth to hunt and 
to disport himself in the forest. His nephew 


think wherefore she made such fair sem- 
blance to him. 

The queen spake first: ‘Guingamor, thou 
art very valant, brave and courteous and 


had that morn been bled and was still feeble, 30 winning — a fair adventure awaits thee — 


so might not go forth into the woodland, but 
would abide in his hostel, and with him were 
many of the king’s companions. 

At prime Guingamor arose and went forth 
to the castle to seek solace. 
met him and threw his arm around his neck, 
and they spake together awhile, and then 
sat them down to play at chess. And as they 
sat there the queen came even to the door of 


thou canst set thy love in high places! Thou 
hast a fair and courteous friend, I know 
neither dame nor damsel in the kingdom her 
equal! She loveth thee dearly, and thou 


The seneschal 35 canst have her for thy love.’ 


The knight answered: ‘Lady, I know not 
how I can dearly love one whom I have 
never seen nor known; never have I heard 
speak of this aforetime, nor have I besought 


the chamber, on her way to the chapel. She 40 love from any.’ 


was tall and fair and graceful; and there she 
stood awhile to gaze on the knight whom she 
saw playing chess, and stayed her still and 
moved not. 


Very fair did he seem to her in form and 45 


face and feature; he sat over against a win- 
dow, and a ray of sunlight fell upon his face 
and illumined it with a fair colour. And the 
queen looked upon him till her thoughts were 


And the queen spake: ‘Friend, be not so 
shamefaced; me canst thou very well love, 
for of a sooth I am not to be refused; I love 
thee well and will love thee all my days.’ 

Then Guingamor was much abashed and 
answered discreetly: ‘Well do I know, lady, 
that I ought to love thee; thou art wife to 
my lord the king, and I am bound to honour 
thee as my liege lady.’ 


* Translation by Jessie L. Weston, David Nutt, 1904. By permission of Simpkin, Marshall, Hamilton, Kent & Company. 
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But the queen answered: ‘I say not that 
thou shalt love me thus, but I would love 
thee as my lover, and be thy lady. Thou art 
fair, and I am gracious; if it be thy will to 
love me very joyful shall we both be,’ and 
she drew him towards her and kissed him. 

Guingamor understood well what she said, 
and what love she desired of him, and 
thereof had he great shame, and blushed 
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for none would assay that venture. Guinga- 
mor knew well that it was for him she spake 
thus. Throughout the hall all were silent, 
there was no sound nor strife. 

5 The king answered her first: ‘Lady, thou 
hast often heard of the adventure of the 
forest, and this thou knowest; it displeaseth 
me much when in any place I hear it spoken 
of. .No man may go thither to hunt the boar 


rosy-red, and sprang up thinking to go forth 10 who may return therefrom, so adventurous is 


from the chamber. The queen would fain 
keep him with her, and laid hold on his 
mantle, so that the clasp broke and he came 
forth without it. 


the land, and so perilous the river. Much 
mischief have I already suffered; ten knights, 
the best of the land, have I lost; they set 
forth to seek the boar and came never 


Then Guingamor went back to the chess- 15 again.’ 


board, and seated himself, much troubled at 
heart; so startled had he been that he had 
no thought for his mantle, but turned to his 
game without it. 


The queen was much terrified when she 20 


thought of the king, for when Guingamor had 
so spoken, and showed her his mind she 
feared lest he should accuse her to his uncle. 
Then she called a maiden whom she trusted 


Then he said no more, but the company 
departed from each other, the knights went 
to their hostel to slumber and the king be- 
took himself to his couch. 

Guingamor did not forget the word which 
he had heard, but went his way to the king’s 
chamber and knelt before him. ‘Sire,’ he 
said, ‘I ask of thee somewhat whereof I have 
great need, and which I pray thee to grant 


much, and gave her the mantle, and bade 25 me, nor in any wise to refuse the gift.’ 


her bare it to the knight; and she laid it 
around his shoulders, but so troubled in 
mind was he that he knew not when she 
brought it to him; and the maiden returned 
to the queen. 

So were the two in great fear till vesper- 
tide, when the king returned from the chase 
and sat him down to meat. They had had 
good spert that day, and he and his comrades 


30 


The king said: ‘Fair nephew, I grant 
thee what thou prayest from me, ask 
securely, for in naught would I deny thy 
will.’ 

The knight thanked him, and said: ‘This 
is that which I demanded, and the gift which 
thou hast given me. I go to hunt in the 
forest.’ Then he prayed him to lend him 
his horse, his bloodhound, his brachet,! and 


were very joyful. After meat they laughed 35 his pack of hounds. 


and made sport, and told their adventures, 
each spake of his deeds, who had missed, 
who had hit fair. Guingamor had not been 
with them, whereof he was sorrowful. So 
he held his peace, and spake no word. 

But the queen watched him, and thinking 
to make him wrathful, she devised words of 
which each one should weigh heavily. She 
turned herself to the knights and spake: 


When the king heard what his nephew 
said, and knew the gift he had given, he was 
very sorrowful and knew not what to do. 
Fain would he have taken back his word and 


40 bade him let the matter be, for such a gift 


should he not have asked; never would he 
suffer him, even for his weight in gold, to go 
chase the white boar, for never might he 
return. And if he lent him his good brachet 


‘Much do I hear ye boast, and tell of your 45 and his steed then would he lose them both 


adventures, yet of all whom I see here is 
none brave enough (were one to give him a 
thousand pounds of gold) to dare hunt or 
wind horn in the forest here without, where 
the white boar wanders. 
would he win who should take that boar!’ 

Then all the knights held their peace, 


and never see them again, and naught had 
he that he valued so highly; there was 
nothing on earth he would have taken for 
them — ‘an I lose them I shall grieve all the 


Marvellous praise 50 days of my life.’ 


And Guingamor answered the king: ‘Sire, 
by the faith I owe thee, for naught that thou 


1 a kind of fermale hound 
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could’st give me, were it the wide world, 
would I do other than I have said and 
chase the boar to-morrow. If thou wilt 
not lend me thy steed, and the brachet thou 
dost hold dear, thy hound and thine other 
dogs, then must I e’en take my own, such 
as they are.’ 

With that came the queen who had heard 
what Guingamor desired (and know ye that 


it pleased her well), and she prayed the king 10 further. 


that he would do as the knight required, for 
she thought thus to be delivered from him, 
and never, in all her life, to see him again. 
So earnestly did she make her prayer that at 


length the king granted all she might ask. 15 


Then Guingamor prayed leave, and went 
joyful to his dwelling; naught might he 
sleep that night, but when he saw dawn he 
arose in haste and made ready, and called 
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others. Guingamor rode on winding his 
horn, and the pack ran yelping on the boar’s 
track; return to his lair he might not, but 
plunged into the forest, and the knight fol- 

5lowed after, carrying the brachet which he 
had borrowed from the king. 

They who had borne him company, the 
king and his fellowship and the men of the 
city, stayed without the wood, nor would go 

There they abode so long as they 
might hear the blast of the horn and the 
barking of the dogs, and then they com- 
mended the knight to God and turned them 
back to the town. 

The boar ran further and further till he 
had wearied out the dogs, then Guingamor 
took the brachet and loosened the leash, and 
set it on the track, which it followed of right 
good will, while the knight did what he 


to him all his companions, the king’s house- 20 might to aid and encourage his uncle’s 


hold, who were in much fear for him, and 
would gladly have hindered his going an they 
might. He bade them bring him the king’s 
steed which he had lent him the night 


before, and his brachet, and his good horn, 2 


which he would not have given for its weight 
in gold. Two packs of the king’s good dogs 
did Guingamor take with him, and forgat 
not the bloodhound. The king himself 


dog by blowing gaily on his horn. Much did 
the sounds of the chase please him, but ere 
long he had lost both brachet and boar, he 
heard neither yelp nor cry and became sor- 
5rowful and much displeased; he deemed he 
had lost the brachet through the thickness of 
the forest, and he was passing sorrowful for 
the sake of his uncle who loved the dog so 
well. So he went still forward into the forest, 


would accompany him forth from the town, 30 and coming to a high hill he stayed awhile, 


and with him came the burghers and the 
courtiers, rich and poor, making great cry 
and lamentation, and with them too were 
many ladies sorrowing sorely. 


very sorrowful and much at a loss. 

The sky was clear and the day fair, all 
around him sang the birds but he hearkened 
not to their song. Ere long he heard the 


To the thicket nearest the city went all 35 brachet give tongue afar off and he began to 


the huntsmen, taking with them the blood- 
hound, and seeking for the track of the wild 
boar, for they knew well where he was wont 
to haunt. They found the track and knew 


wind his horn, troubled at heart till he saw 
the dog. Through a little plantation to- 
wards the open ground he saw the brachet 
and the boar come swiftly, and thought to 


it, for many a time had they seen it, and 40reach them easily. He spurred his steed to 


traced the beast to his lair in the thick 
bushes and loosed the bloodhound, and by 
force drove forth the boar. 

Then Guingamor sounded his horn and 


a gallop, nor would delay, rejoicing much at 
heart and saying to himself that might he 
take the boar, and return whole and un- 
harmed to court, he would win much fame, 


bade them uncouple one pack of dogs and the 45 and his deed would be spoken of for all time. 


other lead forward to await him near the 
forest, but they should not enter therein. 
Thus Guingamor began the chase and the 


boar fled before him, leaving his lair unwill- 
The dogs followed, giving tongue, 50 swiftly, 


ingly. 
and hunted him to the verge of the forest, 
but further might they not go, since they 
were weary, wherefore they uncoupled the 


In the joy of his heart he set the horn to 
his lips and blew a marvellous great blast. 
Afore him passed the boar with the brachet 
close upon its track. Guingamor rode after 
through the adventurous land, 
across the perilous river, over the meadow- 
land where the turf was green and flowery; 
well nigh had he overtaken his prey when he 
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looked ahead and saw the walls of a great 
palace, well built, yet without mortar. ’T was 
all enclosed of green marble, and above the 
entry was a tower which seemed to him of 
silver, so great was the clearness it gave. 
The doors were of fine ivory, inlaid with 
golden trefoils, nor was there bar nor lock. 
Guingamor came on swiftly, and when he 
saw the door stand wide and the entrance 
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feet and hands. Fair was she, long-limbed 
and softly rounded, in all the world was there 
nothing so fair, neither lily nor rose as that 
naked maiden. 

5 As soon as Guingamor beheld her he was 
stirred by her beauty. He saw her garments 
on a bush, and turned his horse’s bridle 
thither; he stayed not, but taking her robes, 
set them high in the fork of a great oak. 


free, he thought him he would go within and 10 When he had taken the boar, he thought to 


find the goodman who kept the gate, for 
fain would he know who was lord of the 
palace, since *t was the fairest he had ever 
seen. Much it pleased him to look upon its 


return and speak with the maiden, for he 
knew well that she would not go thence 
naked. But the maiden saw his deed, and 
called the knight to her, and spake proudly: 


beauties, for he thought he might iightly 15 ‘Guingamor, let be my robes; an God will, 


overtake the boar ere it had run far, since it 
was wearied by the chase. So he rode within 
and drew bridle in the palace, and looked 
around, but no man might he see, naught 


never shall it be told among knights that 
thou didst so discourteous a deed as to hide 
the garments of a maiden in the fork of a 
tree! Come hither, and fear not. To-day 


was there about him but fine gold; and the 20 shalt thou abide with me, thou hast laboured 


chambers which opened from the hall seemed 
of stones of Paradise. That he found neither 
man nor woman there pleased him not, else 
was he glad that he had found so fair an 
adventure to tell again in his own land. 
Then he turned him back, and rode quickly 
through the meadgws by the river, but 
naught did he see of his boar, quarry and dog 
were alike lost. Then was (Guingamor 
wrathful. 
betrayed, men may well hold me for a fool. 
Methinks that to look upon a house have I 
lost all my labour. If I find not my dog and 
my boar little joy or pleasure shall I have 


all day and hast had but ill success.’ 

Then Guingamor went towards her, and 
proffered her robe, and thanked her for her 
courtesy, and said he might not lodge with 


25 her, since he must seek the boar and the 


brachet which he had lost. 

The maiden answered him: ‘Friend, all 
the knights in the world let them labour as 
they might should not find those two, an I 


‘Of a truth,’ he said, ‘I am30gave them not mine aid. Let that folly be, 


and make this covenant with me; come with 
me and I pledge thee loyally that I will give 
thee the boar as a prize, and the brachet 
shalt thou have again to take with thee into 


henceforward, and never more may I re- 35 thine own land, on the third day hence.’ 


turn to my own land.’ Much troubled, he 
betook himself to the high ground of the 


forest, and began to listen if he might hear 


the cry of the dog. 


‘Fair lady,’ said the knight, ‘by this 
covenant will I gladly abide even as thou hast 
spoken,’ 

Then he dismounted, and the maiden clad 


Then he heard the brachet give tongue afar 40 herself in a short space, and she who was with 


off to his right hand, and he waited and 


hearkened till he surely heard both dog and 
boar. Then he began again to wind his horn, 
and rode towards them. The boar passed 


her brought her a mule well and richly har- 
nessed, and a palfrey, better had never count 
nor king. Guingamor lifted the maiden to 
her saddle, and rode beside her, holding her 


before him, and Guingamor rode after, en- 45 bridle in his hand. Often did he look upon 


couraging the brachet with hue and ery. 
Thus he came into the open country, and 

found a spring beneath an olive tree, wide- 

spreading, and covered with leaves. The 


her, and seeing her so fair and tall and grace- 
ful, of good will would he become her lover. 
He looked upon her gently, and prayed her 
earnestly that she would grant him her love; 


water of the spring was clear and fair, and 50 never aforetime had his heart been troubled 


the gravel thereof gold and silver. In the 
water a maiden was bathing herself while 
another combed her hair and washed her 


for any woman he had looked upon, nor had 
he thought of love. 
The maiden, who was wise and courteous, 


74 MIDDLE ENGLISH PERIOD 


answered Guingamor that she would will- 
ingly grant him her love, whereof the knight 
was joyful, and since she had pledged herself 
to be his lady, he laid his arm around her and 
kassed her. 

The waiting maiden had ridden on quickly 
to the palace wherein Guingamor had en- 
tered, and they had decked it richly, and 
bidden the knights mount and ride out to 


One thing I tell thee, ask where thou wilt, 
nowhere shalt thou find a man so old that 
he may tell thee aught of those thou seekest.’ 

‘Lady,’ quoth Guingamor, ‘I may not 


5 believe that thou sayest sooth, but if the 


thing be so then I swear to thee that I will 
straightway return hither.’ 

And she answered, ‘I charge thee when 
thou hast passed the river to return to thine 


meet their lady, to do honour to the lover 10 own land, that thou neither eat nor drink, 


whom she brought with her. Three hundred 
or more of them there were, nor was there 
one but was clad in vest of silk wrought with 
gold thread. Each knight led with him his 


however great may be thy need, till thou re- 
turn once more to this land, otherwise art 
thou undone.’ 

Then she bade them bring his steed, and 


lady. ’[ was a passing fair company. There 15 the great boar, and the brachet which she 


were squires with hawks, and fair falcons 
that had passed their moulting. In the 
palace were there as many playing at chess 
and other games. 


gave him in leash, and Guingamor took the 
boar’s head (more might he not carry), and 
mounted his steed and went forth. His iady 
rode with him to the river, and had him put 


When Guingamor dismounted he beheld 20 across in a boat, then she commended him 


the ten knights who had gone forth to chase 
the boar, and been lost from his land. They 
rose from their seats to meet him, and greeted 
him right joyfully, and Guingamor kissed 


them each one. A fair lodging was his that 25 


night, great plenty of rich meats, with much 
rejoicing, and great state; there was the 
sound of harps and viols, the song of youths 
and maidens. Much did he marvel at the 


to God and left him. 

The knight rode forward and wandered till 
midday in the forest, nor might he find a way 
out. *T was all so ill-looking and overgrown 
that he might know the way no longer. Then 
afarto the left he heard the axe of a wood- 
cutter, who had made aXfire and burnt char- 
coal, and he spurred towards the sound, and 
gave the man greeting, and asked where his 


noble fare, the beauty and the richness of 30 uncle the king abode, and at what castle he 


allaround. He bethought him that he would 
abide there two days, and on the third would 
take his way homeward; the dog and the 
boar would he take, and make known to his 


should seek for him. 

But the charcoal-burner answered: ‘Of a 
faith, sire, I know naught; the king of whom 
thou speakest ’t is over three hundred years 


uncle the adventure which had befallen him, 35 since he died, he and all his folk, and the 


then would he return again to his lady. 

Yet otherwise than he deemed had it 
chanced to him; not three days but three 
hundred years had he been in that palace; 


castles of which thou askest have long been 
in ruins. There are certain of the old folk 
who full oft tell tales of that king, and of his 
nephew who was a wondrous valiant knight, 


dead was the king, and dead his household 40 how he went one day to hunt within this 


and the men of his lineage, and the cities he 
had known had fallen into destruction and 
ruin. 

On the third day Guingamor prayed leave 


forest and was seen no more.’ 


Guingamor 
heard what he said, and a great pity seized 
him for the king his uncle, whom he had thus 
lost, and he spake to the charcoal-burner: 


of his love that he might go to his own land, 45 ‘Hearken what I say to thee, for I. will 


and that she would give him the brachet and 
the boar, according to her covenant; and 
the maiden answered: 

‘Friend, thou shalt have them, but know 
that thou wilt go hence for naught; 
three hundred years past since thou camest 
hither, thine uncle and his folk are dead; 
neither friends nor kinsmen shalt thou find. 


tell thee what has befallen me. I am he 
who went hunting in this forest, and I 
thought to return and bring with me the 
white boar. Then he began to tell of the 


*t is 50 palace he had found, and the maiden whom 


he had met, how she had lodged him royally 
for two days; ‘and on the third did I de- 
part, and she gave me my dog and the boar.’ 
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Then he gave him the boar’s head and bade 
him keep it well till he returned to his home, 
and might tell the folk of the land how he had 
seen and spoken with Guingamor the king’s 
nephew. 

The poor man thanked him, and Guinga- 
mor bade him farewell, and turned him back 
and left him. ’T was already past nones and 
the day drew towards vesper-tide; so great 


seen what had chanced, and it seemed to him 
that he might scarce live till the evening. 
But as he would go to his aid there came 
riding two fair maidens, well and_ richly 


5 dressed, who dismounted beside Guingamor, 


and blamed him much, and reproached him 
for that he had so ill kept his lady’s com- 
mand. Gently they lifted the knight and 
set him on his horse, and led him to the river, 


a hunger seized the knight that he became 10 where they placed him, his steed, and his 


well-nigh ravening; by the roadside as he 
went there grew a wild apple tree, the 
boughs well laden with fruit; he drew near 
and plucked three and ate them. He did ill 


dog, in a boat and rowed them over. 

The peasant turned him back, and that 
night he sought his home bearing with him 
the boar’s head; far and wide he told the 


in that he forgat his lady’s command, for even 15 tale, and affirmed it by his oath. The head 


as he tasted the fruit he was aged and un- 
done, so feeble of limb that he fell from his 
steed, and might move neither hand nor 
foot; when he might speak he began in a 
feeble voice to bemoan himself. 

The charcoal-burner had followed him and 


he gave unto the king, who caused it to be 
shown at many a feast; and that none might 
forget the adventure the king bade make a 
lay which bare the name of Guingamor — 


20 and so do the Bretons call it. 


ca. 1165 
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Geoffrey of Monmouth (11002-1154) 
HISTORY OF THE KINGS 
OF BRITAIN,* BK. Ix 
Chapter XI 


Arthur invited unto him all soever of most 
prowess from far-off kingdoms and began 


desire unto his familiars, he, by their coun- 
sel, made choice of the City of Legions 
wherein to fulfil his design. For, situate in 
a passing pleasant position on the river Usk 
in Glamorgan, not far from the Severn sea, 
and abounding in wealth above all other 
cities, it was the place most meet for so high 
a solemnity. For on the one side thereof 


to multiply his household retinue, and to 39 flowed the noble river aforesaid whereby the 


hold such courtly fashion in his household as 
begat rivalry amongst peoples at a distance, 
insomuch as the noblest in the land, fain to 
vie with him, would hold himself as nought, 


Kings and Princes that should come from 
oversea might be borne thither in their ships; 
and on the other side, girdled about with 
meadows and woods, passing fair was the 


save in the cut of his clothes and the manner 35 magnificence of the kingly palaces thereof 


of his arms he followed the pattern of 
Arthur’s knights. . 


Chapter XII 


with the gilded verges of the roofs that 
imitated Rome. Howbeit, the chiefest 
glories thereof were the two churches, one 
raised in honour of the Martyr Julius, that 


When the high festival of Whitsuntide 40 was right fair graced by a convent of virgins 


began to draw nigh, Arthur, filled with ex- 
ceeding great joy at having achieved so great 
success, was fain to hold high court, and to 
set the crown of the kingdom upon his head, 


that had dedicated them unto God, and the 
second, founded in the name of the blessed 
Aaron, his companion, the main pillars 
whereof were a brotherhood of canons 


to convene the Kings and Dukes that were 45 regular, and this was the cathedral church 


his vassals to the festival so that he might 
the more worshipfully celebrate the same, 
and renew his peace more firmly amongst his 
barons. Howbeit, when he made known his 


of the third Metropolitan See of Britain. It 
had, moreover, a school of two hundred 
philosophers learned in astronomy and in 
the other arts, that did diligently observe the 


* Translation by Sebastian Evans, J. M. Dent & Sons, London. By permission of the publishers. 
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courses of the stars, and did by true in- 
ferences foretell the prodigies which at that 
time were about to befall unto King Arthur. 
Such was the city, famed for such abundance 
of things delightsome, that was now busking 
her for the festival that had been proclaimed. 
Messengers were sent forth into the divers 
kingdoms, and all that owed allegiance 
throughout the Gauls and the neighbour 
islands were invited unto the court. ... 


Chapter XIII 


When all at last were assembled in the 


city on the high day of the festival, the arch- 15 


bishops were conducted unto the palace to 
crown the King with the royal diadem. 
Dubric, therefore, upon whom the charge fell, 
for that the court was held within his dio- 
cese, was ready to celebrate the service. As 
soon as the King had been invested with the 
ensigns of kingship, he was led in right 
comely wise to the church of the Metropoli- 
tan See, two archbishops supporting him, 


the one upon his right hand side the other: 


upon his’ left. Four Kings, moreover, to 
wit, those of Albany, Cornwall, and North 
and South Wales, went before him, bearing 
before him, as was their right, four golden 


swords. A company of clerics in holy orders : 


of every degree went chanting music mar- 
vellous sweet in front. Of the other party, 
the archbishops and pontiffs led the Queen, 
crowned with laurel and wearing her own 
ensigns, unto the church of the virgins dedi- 
eate. The four Queens, moreover, of the 
four Kings already mentioned, did bear be- 
fore her according to wont and custom four 
white doves, and the ladies that were pres- 
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doing on lighter robes of state, went to meat, 
he to his palace with the men, she to another 
palace with the women. For the Britons 
did observe the ancient custom of the Tro- 
jans, and were wont to celebrate their high 
festival days, the men with the men and the 
women with the women severally. And 
when all were set at table according as the 
rank of each did demand, Kay the Seneschal, 
in a doublet furred of ermines, and a thou- 
sand youths of full high degree in his eom- 
pany, all likewise clad in ermines, did serve 
the meats along with him. Of the other part, 
as many in doublets furred of vair did follow 
Bedevere the Butler, and along with him did 
serve the drinks from the divers ewers into 
the manifold-fashioned cups. In the palace 
of the Queen no less did numberless pages, 
clad in divers brave liveries, offer their sery- 
ice each after his office, the which were I to 
go about to describe I might draw out my 
history into an endless prolixity. For at 
that time was Britain exalted unto so high 
a pitch of dignity as that it did surpass all 
other kingdoms in plenty of riches, in luxury 
of adornment, and in the courteous wit of 
them that dwelt therein. Whatsoever knight 
in the land was of renown for his prowess did 
wear his clothes and his arms all of one same 
colour. And the dames, no less witty, would 
apparel them in like manner in a single col- 
our, nor would they deign have the love of 
none save he had thrice approved him in the 
wars. Wherefore at that time did dames 


35 wax chaste and knights the nobler for their 


ent did follow after her rejoicing greatly. At 40 


last, when the procession was over, SO mani- 
fold was the music of the organs and so many 
were the hymns that were chanted in both 
churches, that the kmghts who were there 


scarce knew which church they should enter 45 


first for the exceeding sweetness of the har- 
monies in both. First into the one and then 
into the other they flocked in crowds, nor, 
had the whole day been given up to the cele- 
bration, would any have felt a moment’s 
weariness thereof. And when the divine sery- 
ices had been celebrated in both churches, 
the King and Queen put off their crowns, and 
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love. 


Chapter XIV 


Refreshed by their banqueting, they go 
forth into the fields without the city, and 
sundry among them fall to playing at sundry 
manner games. Presently the knights en- 
gage ina game on horseback, making show of 
fighting a battle whilst the dames and dam- 
sels looking on from the top of the walls, for 
whose sake the courtly knights make believe 
to be fighting, do cheer them on for the sake 
of seeing the better sport... And after 
the first three days had been spent on this 
wise, upon the fourth day all they that had 
done service in virtue of the office they held 
were summoned, and unto each was made 
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grant of the honour of the office he held in 
ion, earldom, to wit, of city or castle, 
archbishopric, bishopric, abbacy, or what- 
soever else it, might be. 
ca. 1135 ~ 


Focelin of Brakelond (fl. 1200) 
CHRONICLE OF ST. EDMUNDS- 
BURY * 


HOW ABBOT SAMSON WAS RECEIVED 
AT THE MONASTERY 


Now the lord abbot was thus received. 


77 


by the will of God, to be their lord and 

pastor. And asking in a few words that they 

would pray for him, he addressed the clerks 

and knights, and asked them to advise him 
5 for the good of the monastery. 

Then Wimer, the sheriff, answered for 
them all, and said, ‘We also are ready to be 
with you in counsel and in helpmg you in 
every way, as with a dear lord whom the 


10 Lord has called for His honour, and for the 


honour of the holy martyr Edmund.’ 
Afterwards the charters of the king con- 

cerning the donation of the abbacy were 

brought forth, and were read in the hearing 


The night before he had lain at Kentford, and 15 of all. The abbot himself also prayed that 


at the proper moment we went to meet him 
in solemn procession, after leaving the chap- 
ter, as far as the gate of the graveyard, while 
bells were rung in the choir and outside it. 


God would guide him aecording te His 
grace, and all answered ‘Amen.’ Then he 
went into his own chamber, and celebrated 
his day of festival with more than a thousand 


But he was surrounded by a multitude of 20 guests and with great joy. 


men, and when he saw the monastery, dis- 
mounted from his horse without the thresh- 
old of the gate, and causing his sandals to 
be removed, was received within the door 


barefooted, the prior and the sacristan sup- 25 


porting him on either side. And we chanted 
the responses ‘Benedictus Dominus’ from 
the service for Trinity Sunday, and after- 
wards the ‘Martiri adhue’ from that for 


HOW ABBOT SAMSON BEGAN TO 
RULE THE MONASTERY 


In those days I was prior’s chaplain, and 
within four months was made chaplain to 
the abbot. And I noted many things and 
committed them to memory. So, on the 
morrow of his feast, the abbot assembled the 


St. Edmund, and conducted the abbot as 30 prior and some few others together, as if to 


far as the high altar. 

And when this had been done, the organs 
and bells were silenced, and the prior said 
the prayer ‘Omnipotens sempiterne Deus, 


seek advice from others, but he himself knew 
what he would do. 

He said that a new seal must be made and 
adorned with a mitred effigy of himself, 


miserere huic, over the prostrate abbot. 35 though his predecessors had not had such a 


Then the abbot made oblation and kissed the 
shrine, and returned to the choir. ‘There 
Samson the precentor took him by the hand 
and Jed him to the abbot’s chair on the west- 


seal. For a time, however, he used the seal 
of our prior, writing at the end of all letters 
that he did so for the time being because he 
had no seal of his own. And afterwards he 


ern side of the choir, and while he stood 40 ordered his household, and transferred va- 


there the precentor at once began ‘Te Deum 
laudamus,’ and while it was being chanted, 
the abbot was embraced by the prior and by 
the whole monastery. 


rious Officials to other offices, saying that he 
proposed to maintain twenty-six horses in his 
court, and many times he declared that ‘a 
child must first crawl, and afterwards he 


And so, these ceremonies being completed, 45 may stand-upright and walk.’ And he laid 


the abbot entered the chapter, the whole 
monastery and many others following. He 
said many times ‘Benedicite,’ and then he 
first returned thanks to the monastery that 


this special command upon his servants, that 
they should take care that he might not be 
laid open to the charge of not providing 
enough food and drink, but that they should 


they had chosen him, the least of thern all, 50 assiduously provide for the maintenance of 


as he said, not for his own merits but only 


* Translation by L. C. Jane, “ Medieval Library,” 
permission of Chatto and Windus, Publishers. 
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the hospitality of the house. 


American Branch Oxford University Press, 1922. By 
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In these matters, and in all the things And whenever any important guest arrived, 
which he did and determined, he trusted fully he used to sit with his monks in some retired 
in the help of God and his own good sense, grove, and watch the coursing for a while; 
holding it to be shameful to rely upon the but I never saw him interested in hunting. 
counsel of another, and thinking he was 5..He made many clearings and brought land 
sufficient unto himself. The monks mar- into cultivation, in everything regarding the 
velled and the knights were angered; they advantage of the abbacy. But would that 
blamed his pride, and often defamed him at he had watched with equal care over the 
the court of the king, saying that he would — grants of the manors of the monastery. For 
not act in accordance with the advice of his 10 he received our manors of Bradfield and 
freemen. He himself put away from his Rougham for a while into his own hand, 
privy council ali the great men of the abbey, | making good the loss of rent by the expendi- 
both lay and literate, men without whose ture of forty pounds, which he afterwards 
advice and assistance it seemed impossible handed over to us when he heard that the 
that the abbey could be ruled. For this rea- 15 monastery murmured because he held our 
son Ranulf de Glanville, justiciar of England, manors in his own hands. 
was at first offended with him, and was less For the management of the same manors 
well-disposed towards him than was expe- and for the management of all other affairs, 
dient, until he knew well from definite proofs he appointed monks and laymen who were 
that the abbot acted providently and pru-20 wiser than those who had previously held 
dently, both in domestic and in external the posts, and who made careful provision 
affairs. for us and our lands. 

; Then he received eight hundreds into his 

own hands, and when Robert de Cokefield 
25 died, he took the hundred of Cosford. All 
these he handed over to the care of the serv- 

When homage had been received, the ants of his own table. Matters of greater 
abbot demanded an aid from the knights, moment were kept for his own decision, and 
and they promised twenty shillings from those which were of less import were decided 
each fee of a knight. But they at once took 30 by his agents; all things he turned to his 
counsel, and reduced the aid by twelve advantage. 
pounds from twelve knights, alleging that By his command, a general account was 
these twelve ought to assist the other forty drawn up for every hundred of the leets and 
to keep ward, and to make scutages, and also suits, of the hidages and customary supplies 
in assisting the abbey. When the abbot 35 of fodder, of the hens which ought to be 
heard this, he was wroth, and said to his paid to him, and of all the other customary 
friends that should his life be spared, he dues, revenues, and expenses, which the ten- 
would repay them like for like, and injury ants had always concealed to a great ex- 
for injury. tent. All these things he reduced to writing, 

After this, the abbot caused inquest to 40 so that within four years of his election, no 
be made in every manor belonging to the one could deceive him as to the resources 
abbacy as to the annual revenues of the — of the abbey even to a penny’s value, whereas 
free men, and the names of the villeins, and he had received nothing in writing from his 
their holdings, and the services due from predecessors concerning the management of 
each, and caused all these details to be 45 the abbey, except a little schedule contain- 
written down.. Then he restored the old ing the names of the knights of St. Edmund 
halls and ruined houses, through which kites and the names of the manors, and the rent 
and crows flew; he built new chapels, and which attached to each farm. Now he called 
rooms and seats in many places where there this book of his, his Calendar, in the which 
had never been buildings, save perhaps 50 also were written down all the debts which 
barns. he had paid. And he consulted this book 

He also made many parks, which he filled almost daily, as if in it he saw the image of 
with beasts, and had a huntsman and dogs. _ his probity as in a glass. 


HOW THE ABBOT DEALT WITH THE 
LANDS OF HIS HOUSE 
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OF THAT WHICH WAS DONE AT 
THE ABBOT’S FIRST CHAPTER 


On the first day on the which he held a 


changed, and he answered, with bowed head, 
‘You are a fool, and speak as a fool. You 
should know the saying of Solomon, Hast 
thou many daughters; show not thyself 


chapter he confirmed te us under his new 5 cheerful toward them.’ Then I was silent, 


seal the sixty shillings for Southrey, which 
his predecessors had in the first instance un- 
justly received from Edmund, ealled the 
golden monk, that the same might hold the 


and from that time placed a guard on my 
lips. 

Yet on another occasion I said, ‘Lord, I 
heard you this night keeping watch after 


said township to farm all the days of his10 matins and breathing heavily contrary to 


life. 

And he proposed an edict that no one 
should pledge the ornaments of the church 
henceforth without the assent of the monas- 
tery, as had been done formerly. 
posed also that no charter should be sealed 
with the seal of the monastery save in the 
chapter and in the presence of the whole 
community. 


your wont.’ And he answered, ‘Is it not 
strange? You share my good things, food, 
and drink, and riding, and the like. But you 
think little of the toil of providing for the 


He pro- 15 house and household, of the many and ar- 


duous labours which are a pastor’s care. 
These make me anxious, and cause me to 
groan and be troubled in spirit.’ Thereupon 
I raised my hands to heaven and answered, 


Then he made Hugh subsacristan, ordain- 20 ‘From so great anxiety, almighty and merci- 


ing that William the sacristan should do 
nothing in the office of sacristan, either as to 
receipts or as to expenses, save by his assent. 
Afterwards, but on the same day, he removed 


ful Lord, deliver me!’ 

I heard the abbot say that if he were in 
that condition in which he had been before 
he became a monk, and had five or six marks 


the former custodians of the oblations to 25 income wherewith he might support himself 


other offices. And last of all he deposed 
William himself, whereupon certain who 


loved William said, ‘See the abbot! See 


the wolf of whom one dreamed! See how he 
ravens!’ 


HOW THE AUTHOR TALKED WITH THE AB- 
BOT CONCERNING THE SADNESS OF HIS 


MANNER 


But I noticed this, and taking a favourable 
occasion, as I was with him alone, said, 
‘There are two things in which you make me 
marvel greatly.’ And when he asked what 


they were, I said, ‘One is, that you, in the 40 


circumstances in which you are placed, fa- 
vour the opinion of those of Melun who say 
that from a false premiss nothing can follow, 
and other foolish things.’ And when he 


answered what he would to this, I added, - 


‘The other thing at which I marvel is that 
you do not show a smiling face at home as 
you do elsewhere, nor remain among the 
brothers who cherish you, and love you, and 
have chosen you to be their lord, but are 
rarely with them, nor do you then rejoice 
with them, so they say.’ 


When he heard this, his expression 


_ 


ou 
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in the schools, he would never become either 
monk or abbot. And on another occasion, 
he said with an oath that had he known 
beforehand what care there was in ruling an 


30 abbey, and how gréat that care was, he 


would far rather have been almoner or 
librarian, than abbot and lord. And he 
declared that he had ever longed for the post 
of librarian above all others. Yet who would 


35 believe such things? Not I; no, not I; but 


that as I lived with him day and night for 
six years, I know fully the merit of his life 
and the wisdom of his mind. 


CONCERNING THE APPEARANCE AND PRI- 
VATE CHARACTER OF THE ABBOT 


Abbot Samson was below the average 
height, almost bald; his face was neither 
round nor oblong; his nose was prominent 
and his lips thick; his eyes were clear and his 
glance penetrating; his hearing was excel- 
lent; his eyebrows arched, and frequently 
shaved; and a little cold soon made him 
hoarse. On the day of his election he was 
forty-seven, and had been a monk for seven- 
teen years. In his ruddy beard there were 
a few grey hairs, and still fewer in his black 


80 


and curling hair. But in the course of the 
first fourteen years after his election all his 
hair became white as snow. 

He was an exceedingly temperate man; 
he possessed great energy and a strong con- 
stitution, and was fond both of riding and 
walking, until old age prevailed upon him 
and moderated his ardour in these respects. 
When he heard the news of the capture of the 
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good officials more than good monks. He 
rarely commended anyone solely on account 
of his knowledge of letters, unless the man 
happened to have knowledge of secular af, 
5 fairs, and if he chanced to hear of any prel- 
ate who had given up his pastoral work and 
become a hermit, he did not praise him for 
this. He would not praise men who were too 
kindly, saying, ‘He who strives to please all 


cross and the fall of Jerusalem, he began to 10 men, deserves to please none.’ 


wear under garments made of horse-hair, and 
a horse-hair shirt, and gave up the use of 
flesh and meat. None the less, he willed 
that flesh should be placed before him as 


he sat at table, that the alms might be in- 15 


creased. He ate sweet milk, honey, and 
similar sweet things far more readily than 
any other food. 

He hated lars, drunkards, and talkative 
persons; 
spurns that which is contrary to it. He 
blamed those who grumbled about their 
meat and drink, and especially monks who 
so grumbled, and personally kept to the 


game manners which he had observed when 25 


he was a cloistered monk. Moreover, he had 
this virtue in himself that he never desired 
to change the dish which was placed before 
him. When I was a novice, I wished to 


prove whether this was really true, and as 1 30 


happened to serve in the refectory, I thought 
to place before him food which would have 
offended any other man, in a very dirty and 
broken dish. But when he saw this, he was 
as it were blind to it. 
some delay, I repented of what I had done, 
and straightway seized the dish, changed the 
food and dish for better, and carried it to 
him. He, however, was angry at the change, 
and disturbed. 

He was an eloquent man, speaking both 
French and Latin, but rather careful of the 
good sense of that which he had to say than 
of the style of his words. He could read 


books written in English very well, and was 45 


wont to preach to the people in English, 
but in the dialect of Norfolk where he was 
born and bred. It was for this reason that 
he ordered a pulpit to be placed in the 


for virtue ever loves itself and 20 


Then, as there was 35 


40 


HOW ABBOT SAMSON MANAGED HYSs 
HOUSEHOLD 


He laboured to secure a well-regulatec 
house, and a household large, but not larger 
than was right, and he took care that the 
weekly allowance which in the time of his 
predecessor had not been enough for five 
days, should last him for eight days, or nine, 
or ten, if he were on his manors and there 
were no great coming of guests. Every week, 
moreover, he audited the expenses of his 
house, not through an agent, but in person, 
a thing which his predecessor had never been 
accustomed to do. 

For his first seven years he had four dishes 
in his house, afterwards only three, if one 
excludes presents, and game from his parks 
and fish from his ponds. And if he happened 
to keep anyone for a while in his house at the 
request of some great man or of one of his 
friends, or messengers, or minstrels, or any 
such person, he used to take any opportunity 
of crossing the sea or going a long journey, 
and so prudently freed himself from so great 
expense. 


CONCERNING IMPROVEMENTS WHICH 
THE ABBOT MADE IN THE ABBEY 


Now when the abbot had built many 
different buildings in his townships through- 
out the abbacy, and had taken up his resi- 
dence on them more often and more fre- 
quently than with us at home, at last he 
returned, as it were to himself. And making 
good, as it were, better, he said that he 
would stay at home more than had been his 


church, for the sake of those who heard him 50 wont, and that he would build houses which 


and for purposes of ornament. 
The abbot further appeared to prefer the 
active to the contemplative life, and praised 


were needed, regarding things within and 
without, and knowing that the presence of 
the master is the profit of the field. 
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Accordingly he ordered that the stables 
and offices in and around the court, which 
had previously been covered with reeds, 
should be covered with new roofs, made of 
slates, by means of Hugh the sacristan, that 
so all fear might be removed and all danger 
of fire. And behold the acceptable time, 
the day which had been desired! Of this I 
cannot write without joy, for that I had the 
eare of the guests. Behold! 
the abbot, the court resounded with spades 
and with the tools of masons, that the guest- 
house might be overthrown, and now was 
almost entirely razed, since the Highest 
planned its restoration! 

The abbot built a new larder for himself 
in his court, and gave thevold larder of the 
monastery for the use of the chamberlain, 
since it was unfittingly situated under the 


dormitory. The chapels of St. Andrew and 20 


St. Catherine and St. Faith were newly 
covered with lead. And many improvements 
were effected within and without the church. 
If you do_not believe, open your eyes and 
behold! 

And in his time also our stone almonry 
was constructed, which had before been out 
of repair and built of wood, and to the cost 
of this one of our brothers, Walter the physi- 


cian, who was then almoner, contributed 30 


that which he had made from the practice of 
medicine. 

Moreover, when the abbot saw that the 
silver table of the high altar, and many other 


precious ornaments, had been alienated for 35 


the recovery of Mildenhal! and for the ran- 
som of king Richard, he would not restore 
that table or other similar things, which for 
a like purpose might be torn away and dis- 


trained. But he turned his attention to the 40 


construction of a most valuable crest over 
the shrine of the glorious martyr Edmund, 
that his ornament might be placed there, 
whence for no reason could it be taken away, 


and where no man would dare to lay hands 45 


upon it. Indeed, when king Richard was 
taken captive in Germany, there was no 
treasure in England which was not given 
or for which redemption was not made, yet 


by order of 10 


15 take away his cloak.’ 


8] 


tices in the exchequer court as to whether 

the shrine of St. Edmund should be par- 

tially dismantled for the ransom of the king, 

the abbot arose and said, ‘Know it for the 
5 truth that this shall never be done by me, 
nor is there any man who can compel me to 
assent to this. But I will open the doors of 
the church; let him enter who will, let him 
approach who dares.’ And all the justices 
answered with oaths, ‘I will not come near 
it,’ ‘I will not come near it.’ And they said, 
‘St. Edmund is even more angered against 
those who are far away and absent, than he 
is with those who are present and would 
And when this had 
been said, the shrine was not stripped, nor 
was a ransom paid for it. And for this cause 
the abbot omitted other things, and turned 
his mind with forethought and providence 
to the making of a crest for the shrine. And 
now the plates of gold and silver resounded 
between the hammer and the anvil, and the 
smiths worked with their tools. 

Late 12th c. 


25 


Walter Map (ca. 1140-ra. 1210) 
COURTIERS’ TRIFLES * 
THE STORY OF KING HERLA 


That there was but one court similar to 
this of ours we learn from old stories. These 
tell us that Herla, the king of the very an- 
cient Britons, was led into a compact by 
another king, seemingly a pigmy in the low- 
ness of his stature, which did not exceed that 
of an ape. As the story hath it, this dwarf 
drew near, sitting on a huge goat — just such 
aman as Pan is pictured, with glowing face, 
enormous head, and a red beard so long that 
it touched his breast (which was brightly 
adorned with a dappled fawn skin), a hairy 
belly, and thighs which degenerated into 
goat-feet. Herla spake to him with no one 
by. Quoth the pigmy: ‘I, the king of many 
kings and chiefs and of a people numerous 
beyond all count, come willingly, sent from 
them to thee, and though I am to thee un- 
known, yet I glory in the fame which hath 


the shrine of St. Edmund remained intact. 50 raised thee high above other kings, since 


For when there was a dispute for the jus- 


* Translation by Frederick Tupper and M. B. Ogle, the Macmillan Company, New York, 1924. 


sion of the publishers, 


thou art the best and the nearest to me in 


By permis- 
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place and blood, and art moreover worthy 
of having me grace with high honour thy 
wedding as a guest, when the King of the 
French giveth his daughter to thee — an ar- 
rangement concluded without thy knowledge, 
and lo, his messengers come this very day. 
Let there be an abiding compact between us, 
that I shall attend thy wedding, and thou 
mine a year later to the day.’ With these 


words he turned his back with more than 10 


a tiger’s swiftness and vanished from the 
king’s sight. Then the king, returning in 
amazement, received the ambassadors and 
accepted their terms. As he was sitting in 


high state at the wedding feast, the pigmy 15 


entered before the first course with so great 
a multitude of his fellows that the tables 
were filled and more had to find places with- 
out than within, in the pigmy’s own pavil- 


ions which were pitched ina moment. From 20 


these tents servants sprang forth with vases 
made of precious stones, perfect in form and 
fashioned with inimitable art, and they filled 
the palace and pavilions with gold and crys- 


tal vessels, nor did they serve any food or 25 


drink in silver or in wood. They were pres- 
ent wherever they were wanted, and offered 
nothing from the royal or other stores, but 
a bountiful entertainment only from their 


own, and thus, from the supplies brought 30 


with them, they outstripped the desires and 
requests of all. 

Everything which Herla had prepared was 
left untouched. His servants sat in idleness, 


for they were not called upon and hence 35 


rendered no service. The pigmies were 
everywhere, winning everybody’s thanks, 
aflame with the glory of their garments and 
gems, like the sun and moon before other 


stars, a burden to no one in word or deed, 40 kingdom for full two hundred years.’ 


never in the way and never out of the way. 
Their king, in the midst of the ministrations 
of his servants, thus addressed King Herla: 
‘O best of kings, the Lord is my witness that, 


of cock-crow. But just a year later he sud- 
denly appeared to Herla, and sought from 
him the discharge of his compact. Herla 
assented, and having provided himself with 
the wherewithal for the discharge of his 
debt, followed where he was led. He and his 
guide entered a cavern in a very lofty cliff, 
and after a space of darkness they passed 
into light, seemingly not of sun or of moon 
but of many lamps, to the home of the pig- 
mies —a mansion in every way glorious, 
like the palace of the sun in Ovid’s descrip- 
tion. Having celebrated there the marriage, 
and having discharged fittingly his debt to 
the pigmy, Herla, with the sanction of his 
host, withdrew laden with gifts and with 
presents of horses, dogs, hawks, and all 
things befitting venery and falconry. The 
pigmy conducted his guests to the darkness 
and at parting gave to them a small blood- 
hound, to be carried in arms, strictly for- 
bidding any one of Herla’s whole company 
to dismount until the dog should leap for- 
ward from his bearer. Then, having said 
farewell, he returned to his country. When 
Herla in a short time was restored to sun- 
light and to his kingdom, he accosted an old 
shepherd and asked for news of his queen 
by name. Then the shepherd, regarding him 
with wonder, thus replied: ‘My lord, I 
scarce understand thy language, since I am 
a Saxon and thoua Briton. But I have never 
heard of the name of that queen, save that 
men tell of one so called, a queen of the very 
ancient Britons, and wife of King Herla, who 
is reported in legends to have disappeared 
with a pigmy into this cliff and to have been 
seen nevermore on earth. The Saxons, having 
driven out the natives, have possessed this 
The 
king, who had deemed his stay to be of three 
days only, could scarcely sit his horse for 
wonder. Some of his fellows, forsooth, 
heedless of the pigmy’s warnings, dismounted 


according to our compact, I am present at 45 before the descent of the dog, and were im- 


thy wedding. But if anything that thou 
cravest besides what thou seest here can be 
asked of me, I shall willingly supply it; 
but if not, thou must not put off thy requital 


mediately changed to dust. But the king, 
understanding the reason for this change, 
prohibited, by threat of like death, any one 
to touch the earth before the descent of the 


of this high honour when I shall ask for it.’ 50 dog. But the dog never descended. 


Without pausing for an answer to these 


words he suddenly returned to his pavilion 


Hence the story hath it that King Herla, 
in endless wandering, maketh mad marches 


and departed with his men about the time with his army without stay or rest. Many 


WALTER MAP 83 


have seen that army, as they declare. But 
finally, in the first year of the coronation of 
our King Henry, it ceased, so men say, to 
visit our kingdom frequently as in the past. 


they may publish them, and with how great 
care they conceal themselves lest, once being 
visible, they should lose their value. He had 
heard of their revenge and of instances of 


And then it was seen by many Welsh sink- 5 men whom they had punished, but, because 


ing into the river Wye at Hereford. 


THE STORY OF WILD EDRIC 


Cupid is rightly painted blind, Edric, reck- 
ing naught of all this, doth not weigh the 
danger of the ghostly company, his eyes are 
closed to any avenger and, because he hath 


Not unlike this story is that of Edric10 no sight, he rashly offendeth. He went 


Wilde, that is, the man of the woods, so 
ealled from the agility of his body and the 
charm of his words and works, a man of 
great worth and lord of the manor of North 


around the house, and, finding an entrance, 
he rushed in and seized her by whom his 
heart had been seized; straightway he was 
seized by the others, and, being clutched 


Ledbury. When he was returning late from 15 close in the fiercest of contests, he escaped 


the hunt, he wandered in doubt about the 
ways until midnight, accompanied only by 
one boy. He chanced upon a great house on 
the edge of a grove, such a house as the Eng- 


after a while only through the greatest of 
efforts of himself and his boy, not altogether 
without injury, but bearing on his feet and 
shins such marks as the teeth and nails of 


lish have in each parish for drinking, and call 20 women could inflict. He carried away with 


in their language ‘guild-house’ (ghildhus). 
When he drew near, attracted by a light in 
the house, and looked in, he saw a great band 
of many noble women. They were most 


him, however, the lady of his choice, and 
used her for his pleasure during three days 
and nights, but in all that time he was un- 
able to get a word from her, though she pas- 


beautiful in appearance and clad most ele- 25 sively submitted to his love. Finally, on the 


gantly in robes of the finest linen, and they 
were taller and more stately than our women. 
The soldier noted one among them far ex- 
celling the others in face and form, more to 


be desired than all the darlings of kings. 30 


They moved about with an airy motion, 
pleasing gesture, and restrained voice, and 
the sound, though melodious, was heard 
but faintly, and their speech was beyond his 


ken. At the sight of her, the soldier received 35 


a wound in his heart, and he could scarcely 
endure the fires kindled by Cupid’s dart. 
He is wholly consumed by all the flames of 
love and winneth a mighty courage through 


the burning passion for this fairest of plagues, 40 


for this golden menace. He had heard of the 
wanderings of spirits, and the troops of de- 
mons who appear by night, and the sight 
of them which bringeth death, Dictinna, 


and bands of dryads and spectral squadrons, 45 


and he had learned of the vengeance inflicted 
by offended divinities upon those who came 
upon them suddenly. He had heard, too, 
how they preserve themselves undefiled and 


fourth day, she spake these words: ‘Save 
thee, dearest! and safe thou shalt be and 
withal full of rejoicing in the happy lot of 
thee and thine, until thou shalt cast in my 
teeth either the sisters, from whom thou hast 
snatched me away, or that ground or grove 
whence thou carried me or anything else there 
anent these. From that day thou wilt fall 
from happiness, and, having lost me, thou wilt 
suffer from many other losses, and, because 
thou hast failed to regard times and seasons, 
thou wilt die before thy time.’ He promised 
with all possible assurance to be firm and 
faithful in his love. He called together the 
noblest far and near, and, in the presence of 
a great throng of folk, solemnly married the 
lady. William the Bastard, recently crowned 
King of England, was then reigning; and the 
monarch, hearing of this marvel, and wish- 
ing to test openly its truth, summoned both 
the man and wife to fare together to London. 
They brought with them many witnesses, 
and also the evidence of many who could 
not be present; and indeed the woman her- 


how they secretly inhabit unknown places 50 self, who was of a beauty hitherto unseen 


apart from men and how they detest those 
who strive to explore their counsels that they 
may expose them and to pry into them that 


and unheard of, was the chief proof of her 
fairy nature. Amid the wonder of all, 
Edrie and his wife were sent back to their 
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home. After many years had passed, it this man, he is making his residence this 
happened that Edric, on his return from week by the stream which floweth from this 
hunting about the third hour of the night, spring.’ With these words he ran away with 
not finding her whom he sought, called and the speed of a wild animal. A little while 
bade others call her. And when she came 5 after, the Neapolitan found the Englishman 
tardily, he looked angrily at her and said, dead, and feeling such reverence for his 
‘Were you detained by your sisters?’ and virtues that he did not presume to touch 
he spoke the rest of his reproof to the air, him nor anything of his, he departed, en- 
for she disappeared at the hearing of the _ trusting to followers the due rites of burial. 
word ‘sisters. Then the man regretted 10 This Englishman bore in his heart Christ the 
greatly his monstrous and calamitous error, fountain of joy, hence to him narrow cir- 
and betook himself to the very spot where cumstances could bring no sadness. So, as 
he had made her captive, but with no weep- the Lord saith, let ‘hypocrites be sad,’ be- 
ings nor wailings could he win her back. cause ‘perfect charity casteth out fear’ to- 
Day and night he cried aloud to his own un- 15 gether with sadness. 

doing, for his life passed away there in never- 


ending sorrow. 
ADVICE OF VALERIUS TO RUFFINUS 


NOT TO MARRY 


20... The first wife of the first man (Adam) 
after the first creation of man, by the first 
Philip of Naples, a man of mark, told me _ sin, relieved her first hunger against God’s 

that when he was returning from hunting in direct command. Great hath been the spawn 

Nigra Montana, he met a man of the woods, of Disobedience, which until the end of the 

hairy and deformed, lying by a fountain to 25 world will never cease from assailing women 

drink, and that he suddenly dragged him to and rendering them ever unwearied in carry- 
his feet by his hair and asked him who he _ ing to the fell consequences their chief in- 

was and what he was doing there. The heritance from their mother. O friend, a 

fellow begged in his humility to be released, man’s highest reproach is a disobedient wife. 

saying, ‘Three of us came to this solitude in 30 Beware! 

order that, living here in penance, we might The truth of God, which cannot err, saith 

become imitators of the Fathers of old: the of the blessed David: ‘I have found a man 

first and best of us was a Frank, the second, after mine own heart.’ Yet even he is a 

far braver and nobler than I, wasan English- signal instance of descent, through the love 

man, lamaScot. The Frank is of such per- 35 of woman, from adultery to homicide, that 
fection that I fear to speak of his life, for it ‘offences may never come singly.’ For every 
passeth belief; the Angle, or rather angel, is sin is rich in abundant company and sur- 
bound with an iron chain only so long that rendereth whatever home it entereth to the 
it can be stretched seven feet. He always pollution of its fellow vices. O friend, 
beareth with him an iron hammer and a40 Bathsheba spake not a word and maligned 
stake with which he fasteneth his chain to no man, yet she became the instigation of 
the earth on the Sabbath, and within these the overthrow of the perfect man and the 
narrow bounds he prayeth throughout the dart of death to her innocent mate. Shall 
whole week, unfailing in hymns of joy. He © she be held guiltless who shall battle by her 
is never complaining or sad; eating what he 45 charm of speech as Samson’s Delilah, and 
findeth there, he moveth his camp on the _ by her grace of form as Bathsheba, although 

Sabbath, not wandering aimlessly, but seek- her beauty alone may have triumphed with- 

ing a place pleasant in its prospect, not out her will? If thou art not more after 

plentiful in its products, a retreat not pro- God’s heart than David, doubt not that 
tected from the inclemency of the weather; 50 thou too mayst fall. 

and wherever he findeth any food with water That sun of men, Solomon, treasure-house 

near-by, there with joy in his heart he stak- of the Lord’s delights, chief dwelling-place of 

eth out his possession, If you want to see wisdom, was darkened by the inky blackness 


THE THREE HERMITS AND THEIR 
WONDERFUL PENANCE 


ANONYMOUS LYRICS 


of shadows and lost the light of his soul, the 
Tragrance of his fame, the glory of his home, 
by the witchery of women. At the last, 
having bowed his knee to Baal, he was de- 
graded from a priest of the Lord to a limb of 5 
the devil, so that he seemed to be thrust over 

a yet greater precipice than Phoebus, who, 
after Phaeton’s fall, was changed from the 
Apollo of Jove into the shepherd of Admetus. 
Friend, if thou art not wiser than Solomon — 10 
and no man is that — thou art not greater 
than he who ean be bewitched by woman. 
‘Open thine eyes and see.’ 

Even the very good woman, who is rarer 
than the phoenix, cannot be loved without 15 
the loathsome bitterness of fear and worry 
and constant unhappiness. But bad wo- 
men, of whom the swarm is so large that no 
spot is without their malice, punish bitterly 
the bestowal of love, and devote themselves 20 
utterly to dealing distress, ‘to the division of 
soul and body.’ O friend, a trite moral is, 
‘Look to whom thou givest.’ True morality 
is, ‘Look to whom thou givest thyself.’ 

Lucretia and Penelope, as well as the 25 
Sabine women, have borne aloft the banners 
of modesty and they have brought back 
trophies with but few in their following. 
Friend, there is now no Lucretia, no Penelope, 


no Sabine woman. Fear all the sex. 30 


THE DECADENCE OF SOCIETY 


What reason is there that we have fallen 
from our original estate in strength and 35 
virtue, and that all other living things in no 
way vary from their earliest endowment? 
Adam was created a giant in stature and 
in strength, he was made also an angel 
in mind until he was overthrown; although 40 
his immortality put on mortality, and his 
perfection imperfection, his life was much 
soothed by the solace of length of days. 
This happiness of morals, strength, virtue, 
and life lasted long unto his posterity; but 45 
in the time of the prophet of the Lord, David, 
he himself described as being of eighty years 
that life which had formerly been eight 
hundred or more without labour and sorrow. 
But we do not last seventy unharmed; nay, 50 
just as soon as we have begun to be wise, we 
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are forced to die or lose our wits. Save man 
alone, all living things of earth, sea, and air 
enjoy the life and powers with which they 
were endowed at creation, as if they had not 
fallen from the grace of their Creator. What 
reason is there, unless it be that they observe 
the obedience enjoined them and we have 
refused it from the beginning? We have 
much the more reason for our sore distress 
in that, whereas all things still stand, the 
devils and we alone have fallen, in that we 
have our tempters as our allies, and in that 
our wickedness, arising from our imitation 
of the chief of sinners, hath found its punish- 
ment in the shortness of our day and 
strength. 

Late 12th ec. 


‘ 


ANONYMOUS LYRICS * 


THE GLUTTON’S CONFESSION 


In the public-house to die 
Is my resolution; 

Let wine to my lips be nigh 
At life’s dissolution: 

That will make the angels cry, 
With glad elocution, 

‘Grant this toper, God on high, 
Grace and absolution!’ 


With the cup the soul lights up, 
Inspirations flicker; 

Nectar lifts the soul on high 
With its heavenly ichor: 

To my lips a sounder taste 
Hath the tavern’s liquor 

Than the wine a village clerk 
Waters for the vicar. 


Nature gives to every man 
Some gift serviceable; 
Write I never could nor can 
Hungry at the table; 
Fasting, any stripling to 
Vanquish me is able; 
Hunger, thirst, I liken to 
Death that ends the fable. 


Nature gives to every man 
Gifts as she is willing; 

I compose my verses when 
Good wine I'am swilling, 

Wine the best for jolly guest 
Jolly hosts are filling; 

From such wine rare fancies fine 
Flow like dews distilling. 


* From Wine, Women, and Song, translation by J. A. Symonds, Medieval Library, American Branch Oxford Uni- 
versity Press, 1907. By permission of Chatto and Windus, Publishers. 
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Such my verse is wont to be 
As the wine I swallow; 

No ripe thoughts enliven me 
While my stomach’s hollow; 

Hungry wits on hungry lips 
Like a shadow follow, 

But when once I’m in my cups, 
I can beat Apollo. 

12th c. or earlier 


GAUDEAMUS IGITUR 


Let us live, then, and be glad 
While young life’s before us! 
After youthful pastime had, 
After old age hard and sad, 
Earth will slumber o’er us. 


Where are they who in this world, 
Ere we kept, were keeping? 
Go ye to the gods above; 
Go to hell; inquire thereof: 
They are not; they’re sleeping. 


Brief is life, and brevity 
Briefly shall be ended: 
Death comes like a whirlwind strong, 
Bears us with his blast along; 
None shall be defended. 


Live this university, 
Men that learning nourish; 
Live each member of the same, 
Long live all that bear its name; 
Let them ever flourish! 


Live the commonwealth also, 
And the men that guide it! 
Live our town in strength and health, 
Founders, patrons, by whose wealth 
Weare here provided! 


Live all girls! A health to you 
Melting maids and beauteous! 
Live the wives and women too, 
Gentle, loving, tender, true, 
Good, industrious, duteous! 


Perish cares that pule and pine! 
Perish envious blamers! 
Die the Devil, thihe and mine! 
Die the starch-necked Philistine! 
Scoffers and defamers! 
12th ec. or earlier 


Bartholomety (fl. ca. 1250) 
A MEDIAVAL ENCYCLOPEDIA * 


MANNERS 


5 Men behove to take heed of maidens: for 
they be tender of complexion; small. pliant 
and fair of disposition of body; shamefast,} 
fearful,? and merry. Touching outward dis- 
position they be well nurtured, demure and 

10 soft of speech, and well ware of what they 
say: and delicate in their apparel. And for © 
a woman is more meeker than a man, she 
weepeth sooner. And is more envious, and 
more laughing, and loving, and the malice of 

15 the soul is more in a woman than in a man. 
And she is of feeble kind, and she maketh 
more lesings,? and is more shamefast, and 
more slow in working and in moving than is 
a man. 

20 Amanis called Vir in Latin, and hath that 
name of might and strength. For in might 
and strength a man passeth a woman. A 
man js the head of a woman, as the apostle 
saith. And therefore a man is bound to 

25rule his wife, as the head hath charge and 
rule of the body. And a man is called 
Maritus, as it were warding and defending 
Matrem, the mother, for he taketh ward and 
keeping of his wife, that is mother of the 

30 children. And is called Sponsus also, and 
hath that name of Spondere, for that he 
behoveth! and obligeth! himself. For in 
the contract of wedding he plighteth his 
troth to lead his life with his wife without 

35 departing, and to pay her his debt, and to 
keep her and love her afore all other. A man 
hath so great love to his wife that for her 
sake he adventureth himself to all perils; 
and setteth her love afore his mother’s love; 

40 for he dwelleth with his wife, and forsaketh 
father and mother. Afore, wedding, the 
spouse thinketh to win love of her that he 
wooeth with gifts, and certifieth of his will 
with letters and messengers, and with divers 

45 presents, and giveth many gifts, and much 
good and cattle, and promiseth much more. 
And to please her he putteth him to divers 
plays and games among gatherings of men, 
and useth oft deeds of arms, of might, and of 


* From Robt. Steele’s Medixval Lore, 1905, Medieval Library, Chatto and Windus (England) and Oxford Univer- 


By permission of the publishers. 
2 easily terrified 


sity Press (America). 
1 shamefaced 


3 untruths 4 places under obligation 
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mastery. And maketh him gay and seemly 
in divers clothing and array. And all that 
he is prayed to give and to do for her love, 
he giveth and doth anon with all his might. 
And denieth no petition that is made in her 
name and for her love. He speaketh to her 
pleasantly, and beholdeth her cheer in the 
face with pleasing and glad cheer, and with 
a sharp eye, and at last assenteth to her, and 


husband with such womanly dues, than with 
her braided hairs, and desireth more to 
please him with virtues than with fair and 
gay clothes, and useth the goodness of matri- 


5 mony more because of children than of fleshly 


liking, and hath more liking to have children 
of grace than of kind. 

A man loveth his child and feedeth and 
nourisheth it, and setteth it at his own board 


telleth openly his will in presence of her 10 when it is weaned. And teacheth him in his 


friends, and spouseth her with a ring and 
giveth her gifts in token of contract of wed- 
ding, and maketh her charters, and deeds of 
grants and of gifts. He maketh revels and 


youth with speech and words, and chasten- 
eth him with beating, and setteth him and 
putteth him to learn under ward and keeping 
of wardens and tutors. And the father 


feasts and spousals, and giveth many good 15 sheweth him no glad cheer, lest he wax 


gifts to friends and guests, and comforteth 
and gladdeth his guests with songs and pipes 
and other minstrelsy of music. And after- 
ward, when all this is done, he bringeth 


proud, and he loveth most the son that is 
like to him, and looketh oft on him. And 
giveth to his children clothing, meat and 
drink as their age requireth, and purchaseth 


her to the privities of his chamber, and mak- 20 lands and heritage for his children, and 


eth her fellow at bed and at board. And 
then he maketh her lady of his money, and 
of his house and meinie.1. And then he is no 
less diligent and careful for her than he is 


for himself: and specially lovingly he ad- 25 


viseth her if she do amiss, and taketh good 
heed to keep her well, and taketh heed of her 
bearing and going, of her speaking and look- 
ing, of her passing and ayencoming, out and 
home. 
that hath a good woman to his wife, and no 
man hath more woe, than he that hath an 
evil wife, crying and jangling, chiding and 
scolding, drunken, lecherous, and unstead- 


fast, and contrary to him, costly, stout and 35 


gay, envious, noyful, leaping over lands, 
much suspicious, and wrathful. In a good 
spouse and wife behoveth these conditions, 
that she be busy and devout in God’s sery- 


No man hath more wealth, than he 30 


ceaseth not to make it more and more. And 
entaileth his purchase, and leaveth it to his 
heirs .. . The child cometh of the sub- 
stance of father and mother, and taketh of 
them feeding and nourishing, and profiteth 
not, neither liveth, without help of them. 
The more the father loveth his child, the 
more busily he teacheth and chastiseth him 
and holdeth him the more strait under 
chastising and lore; and when the child is 
most loved of the father it seemeth that he 
loveth him not; for he beateth and grieveth 
him oft lest he draw to evil manners and 
tatches,4 and the more the child is like the 
father, the better the father loveth him. 
The father is ashamed if he hear any foul 
thing told by his children. The father’s 
heart is sore grieved, if his children rebel 
against him. In feeding and nourishing of 


ice, meek and serviceable to her husband, 40 their children stands the most business and 


and fair-speaking and goodly to her meinie, 
merciful and good to wretches that be 
needy, easy and peaceable to her neighbours, 
ready, wary, and wise in things that should 


charge of the parents. 

Meat and drink be ordained and con- 
venient to dinners and to feasts, for at 
feasts first meat is prepared and arrayed, 


be avoided, mightiful and patient in suffer-45 guests be called together, forms and stools 


ing, busy and diligent in her doing, mannerly 
in clothing, sober in moving, wary in speak- 
ing, chaste in looking, honest in bearing, 
sad? in going,? shamefast among the people, 


be set in the hall, and tables, cloths, and 
towels be ordained, disposed, and made 
ready. Guests be set with the lord in the 
chief place of the board, and they sit not 


merry and glad with her husband, and chaste 50 down at the board before the guests wash 


in privity. Such a wife is worthy to be 
praised, that entendeth more to please her 


1 household 2 sedate 


their hands. Children be set in their place, 
and servants at a table by themsclves. 


3 walking 4 tricks 
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First knives, spoons, and salts be set on the 
board, and then bread and drink, and many 
divers messes; household servants busily 
help each other to do everything diligently, 
and talk merrily together. The guests be 
gladded with lutes and harps. Now wine 
and now messes of meat be brought forth 
and departed! At the last cometh fruit and 
spices, and when they have eaten, board, 


swine, or of a wether, or of a sheep; the 
temples and forehead shall be anointed with 
the juice of lettuce, or of poppy. If after 
these medicines are laid thus to, the woodness 


5 dureth three days without sleep, there is no 


hope of recovery. 


GEOGRAPHY 
England is the most island of Ocean, and 


cloths, and relief? are borne away, and guests 10 is beclipped’ all about by the sea, and de- 


wash and wipe their hands again. Then 
grace is said, and guests thank the lord. 
Then for gladness and comfort drink is 
brought yet again. When all this is done at 


parted® from the roundness of the world, 
and hight sometimes Albion: and had that 
name of white rocks, which were seen on the 
sea cliffs. And by continuance of time, lords 


meat, men take their leave, and some go 15 and noble men of Troy, after that Troy was 


to bed and sleep, and some go home to their 
own lodgings. 


MEDICINE 


destroyed, went from thence, and were 
accompanied with a great navy, and fortuned 
to the cliffs of the foresaid island, and that 
by revelation of their feigned goddess 


These be the signs of frenzy, woodness? 20 Pallas, as it is said, and the Trojans fought 


and continual waking, moving and casting 
about the eyes, raging, stretching, and cast- 
ing out of hands, moving and wagging of the 
head, grinding and gnashing together of the 


teeth; always they will arise out of their 25 


bed, now they sing, now they ‘weep, and 
they bite gladly and rend their keeper and 
their leech*: seldom be they still, but ery 
much. And these be most perilously sick, 


with giants long time that dwelled therein, 
and overcame the giants, both with craft and 
with strength, and conquered the island, and 
called the land Britain, by the name of 
Brute that was prince of that host: and so 
the island hight Britain, as it were an island 
conquered of Brute that time, with arms 
and with might. Of this Brute’s offspring 
came most mighty kings. And who that 


and yet they wot not then that they be sick. 30 hath liking to know their deeds, let him read 


Then they must be soon holpen lest they 
perish, and that both in diet and in medicine. 
The diet shall be full scarce, as crumbs of 
bread, which must many times be wet in 


the story of Brute. 

And long time after, the Saxons won the 
island with many and divers hard battles 
and strong, and their offspring had posses- 


water. The medicine is, that in the begin- 35 sion after them of the island, and the Britons 


ning the patient’s head be shaven, and 
washed in lukewarm vinegar, and that he be 
well kept or bound in a dark place. Diverse 
shapes of faces and semblance of painting 


were slain or exiled, and the Saxons departed? 
the island among them, and gave every prov- 
ince a name, by the property of its own name 
and nation, and therefore they cleped! the 


shall not be shewed tofore him, lest he be 40 island Anglia, by the name of Engelia the 


tarred’ with woodness. All that be about 
him shall be commanded to be still and in 
silence; men shall not answer to his nice 
words. In the beginning of medicine he shall 


queen, the worthiest duke of Saxony’s 
daughter, that had the island in possession 
after many battles. Isidore saith, that this 
land hight Anglia, and hath that name of 


be let blood in a vein of the forehead, and 45 Angulus, a corner, as it were land set in the 


bled as much as will fill an egg-shell. Afore 
all things (if virtue? and age suffereth) he 
shall bleed in the head vein. Over all things, 
with ointments and balming men shall la- 


end, or a corner of the world. But saint 
Gregory, seeing English children to sell at 
Rome, when they were not christened, and 
hearing that they were called English: ac- 


bour to bring him asleep. The head that is 50 cording with the name of the country, he 


shaven shall be plastered with lungs of a 


3 madness 
4 physician 


1 apportioned out 
2 dessert 


5 provoked, incited 
6 strength 


answered and said: Truly they be English, 


® shared 
10 called 


7 embraced, surrounded 
8 separated 
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for they shine in face right as angels: it is he is elothed with feathers and wings and 
need to send them message, with word of — restored into the kind® of a bird, and is the 
salvation. For as Beda saith, the noble most fairest bird that is, most like to the 
kind! of the land shone in their faces. Isi- peacock in feathers, and loveth the wilder- 
dore saith, Britain, that now hight Anglia, 5 ness, and gathereth his meat of clean grains 
is an island set afore France and Spain, and and fruits. Alan speaketh of this bird and 
containeth about 48 times 75 miles. Also — saith, that when the highest bishop Onyas 
therein be many rivers and great and hot builded a temple in the city of Heliopolis in 
wells. There is great plenty of metals, there Egypt, to the likeness of the temple in 
be enough of the stones Agates, and of pearls, 10 Jerusalem, on the first day of Easter, when 
the ground is special good, most apt to bear he had gathered much sweet-smelling wood, 
corn and other good fruit. There be,namely, and set it on fire upon the altar to offer sacri- 
many sheep with good wool, there be many fice, to all men’s sight such a bird came sud- 
harts and other wild beasts; there be few  denly, and fell into the middle of the fire, and 
wolves or none, therefore there be many 15 was burnt anon to ashes in the fire of the 
sheep, and may be securely left without — sacrifice, and the ashes abode there, and were 
ward, in pasture and in fields, as Beda saith. busily kept and saved by the commandments 
England is a strong land andasturdy, and _ of the priests, and within three days, of these 
the plenteousest corner of the world, so rich ashes was bred a little worm, that took the 
a land that unneth* it needeth help of any 20 shape of a bird at the last, and flew into the 
land, and every other land needeth help of wilderness. 
England. England is full of mirth and of 
game, and men oft times able to mirth and 
game, free men of heart and with tongue, 
but the hand is more better and more free 25 
than the tongue. 


Nothing is more busy and wittier? than 
a hound, for he hath more wit® than other 
beasts. And hounds know their own names, 
and love their masters, and defend the houses 
of their masters, and put themselves wilfully 
in peril of death for their masters, and run 
to take prey for their masters, and forsake 
not the dead bodies of their masters. We 
have known that hounds fought for their 
lords against thieves, and were sore wounded 
and that they kept away beasts and fowls 
from their masters’ bodies dead. And that 
a hound compelled the slayer of his master 
with barking and biting to acknowledge his 
trespass and guilt. Also we read that Gara- 
mantus the king came out of exile, and 
brought with him two hundred hounds, and 
fought against his enemies with wondrous 
hardiness.® 


NATURAL HISTORY 

Phoenix is a bird, and there is but one of 
that kind in all the wide world. Therefore 30 
lewd? men wonder thereof, and among the 
Arabs, where this bird is bred, he is called 
singular — alone. The philosopher speaketh 
of this bird and saith that phoenix is a bird 
without make,‘ and liveth three hundred or 35 
five hundred years: when the which years 
are past, and he feeleth his own default and 
feebleness, he maketh a nest of right sweet- 
smelling sticks, that are full dry, and in 
summer when the western wind blows, the 40 
sticks and the nest are set on fire with burn- 
ing heat of the sun, and burn strongly. Then Satyrs be somewhat like men, and have 
this bird phoenix cometh wilfully® into the crooked nose and horns in the forehead, and 
burning nest, and is there burnt to ashes like to goats in their feet. Saint Anthony 
among these burning sticks, and within three 45 saw such a one in the wilderness, as it is 
days a little worm is gendered of the ashes, said, and he asked what he was and he 
and waxeth little and little, and taketh answered Anthony, and said: ‘I am deadly, 
feathers and is shapen and turned to a bird. and one of them that dwelleth in the wilder- 
Ambrose saith the same in the Hexameron: ness.’ These wonderful beasts be divers: 
Of the humours or ashes of phoenix ariseth 50 for some of them be ealled Cynocephali, for 
a new bird and waxeth, and in space of time _ they have heads as hounds, and seem by the 


1 nature, character 3 unlearned 5 of set purpose 7 more sensible, more knowing § boldness 
2 hardly 4 mate 6 nature 8 intelligence 
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working, beasts rather than men, and some 
be called Cyclops, and have that name, for 
one of them hath but one eye, and that in 
the middle of the forehead, and some be all 
headless and noseless, and their eyen be in 
the shoulders, and some have plain faces 
without nostrils, and the nether lips of them 
stretch so, that they hele! therewith their 
faces when they be in the heat of the sun: 
and some of them have closed mouths, in 
their breasts only one hole, and breathe and 
such as it were with pipes and veins, and 
these be accounted tongueless, and use signs 
and becks instead of speaking. Also in 
Scythia be some with so great and large ears, 
that they spread their ears and cover all their 
bodies with them, and these be called Pan- 
chios. . . . And other be in Ethiopia, and 
each of them have only one foot so great and 
so large, that they beshadow themselves 
with the foot when they lie gaping on the 
ground in strong heat of the sun; and yet 
they be so swift, that they be likened to 
hounds in swiftness of running, and therefore 


among the Greeks they be called Cynopodes. 25 


Also some have the soles of their feet turned 
backward behind the legs, and in each foot 
eight toes, and such go about and stare in 
the desert of Lybia. 


The mermaid is a sea beast wonderly 
shapen, and draweth shipmen to peril by 
sweetness of song. The Gloss on Is. xiii. saith 
that sirens are serpents with crests. And 


weather. With sweetness of song this beast 
maketh shipmen to sleep, and when she 
seeth that they are asleep, she goeth into 
the ship, and ravisheth which she may take 


5 with her, and bringeth him into a dry place, 


and maketh him first lie by her, and if he 
will not or may not, then she slayeth him 
and eateth his flesh. Of such wonderful 
beasts it is written in the great Alexander’s 


10 story. 


The sapphire is a precious stone, and is 
blue in colour, most like to heaven in fair 
weather, and clear, and is best among pre- 


15 cious stones, and most apt and able to fingers 


of kings. Its virtue is contrary to venom and 
quencheth it every deal. And if thou put an 
addercop’ in a box, and hold a very sapphire 
of Ind at the mouth of the box any while, by 


20 virtue thereof the addercop is overcome and 


dieth, as it were suddenly. And this same I 
have seen proved oft in many and divers 
places. 

ca, 1250 


Richard de Burp (1281-1345) 


PHILOBIBLON, OR LOVE OF 
BOOKS * 


Chapter I 


THAT THE TREASURE OF WISDOM IS 
CHIEFLY CONTAINED IN BOOKS 


The desirable treasure of wisdom and 


some men say, that they are fishes of the sea 35 science which all men desire by an instinct of 


in hkeness of women. Some men feign that 
there are three Sirens some-deal maidens, 
and some-deal fowls with claws and wings, 
and one of them singeth with voice, and 


nature, infinitely surpasses all the riches of 
the world; in respect of which precious 
stones are worthless; in comparison with 
which silver is as clay and pure gold is as a 


another with a pipe, and the third with an 40 little sand; at whose splendour the sun and 


harp, and they please so shipmen, with like- 
ness of song, that they draw them to peril 


and to shipbreach,? but the sooth is, that they 
were strong hores, that drew men that passed 
And 45 virtue ever flourishing, that cleanseth its 


by them to poverty and to mischief. 
Physiologus saith it is a beast of the sea, 


wonderly shapen as a maid from the navel 


upward and a fish from the navel downward, 


and this wonderful beast is glad and merry 


moon are dark to look upon; compared with 
whose marvellous sweetness honey and 
manna are bitter to the taste. O value of 
wisdom that fadeth not away with time, 


possessor from all venom! O heavenly gift 
of the divine bounty, descending from the 
Father of lights, that thou mayest exalt the 
rational soul to the very heavens! Thou art 


in tempest, and sad and heavy in fair 50the celestial nourishment of the intellect, 


* Translation by E. C. 
Windus, London, Publishers, 1913. 
1 cover 


2 shipwreck 8 spider 


Thomas, Medieval Library, American Branch Oxford University Press. 
By permission of Kegan Paul, Trench, Trubner & Company. 
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which those who eat shall still hunger and 
those who drink shall still thirst, and the 
gladdening harmony of the languishing soul 
which he that hears shall never be con- 


been unknown to fame, if the aid of books 
had been wanting. Towers have been razed 
to the ground; cities have been overthrown; 
triumphal arches have perished from decay; 


founded. Thou art the moderator and rule 5 nor can either pope or king find any means of 


of morals, which he who follows shall not 
sin. By thee kings reign and princes decree 
justice. By thee, rid of their native rudeness, 
their minds and tongues being polished, the 


more easily conferring the privilege of per- 
petuity than by books. The book that he 
has made renders its author this service in 
return, that so long as the book survives its 


thorns of vice being torn up by the roots, 10 author remains immortal and cannot die, 


those men attain high places of honour, and 
become fathers of their country, and com- 
panions of princes, who without thee would 
have melted their spears into pruning-hooks 


as Ptolemy declares in the Prologue to his 
Almagest: He is not dead, he says, who has 
given life to science. 

Who wherefore will limit by anything of 


and ploughshares, or would perhaps be 15 another kind the price of the infinite treasure 


feeding swine with the prodigal. 

Where dost thou chiefly lie hidden, O most 
elect treasure! and where Shall thirsting souls 
discover thee? 


of books, from which the scribe who is in- 
structed bringeth forth things new and old? 
Truth that triumphs over all things, which 
overcomes the king, wine, and women, which 


Certes, thou hast placed thy tabernacle in 20 it is reckoned holy to honour before friend- 


books, where the Most High, the Light of 
lights, the Book of Life, has established thee. 
There everyone who asks receiveth thee, 
and everyone who seeks finds thee, and to 
everyone that knocketh boldly it is speedily 
opened. Therein the cherubim spread out 
their wings, that the intellect of the students 
may ascend and look from pole to pole, from 
the east and west, from the north and from 
the south. Therein the mighty and incom- 
prehensible God Himself is apprehensibly 
contained and worshipped; therein is re- 
vealed the nature of things celestial, terres- 
trial, and infernal; therein are discerned the 


laws by which every state is administered, 3 


the offices of the celestial hierarchy are dis- 
tinguished, and the tyrannies of demons 
described, such as neither the ideas of Plato 
transcend, nor the chair of Crato contained. 


In books I find the dead as if they were 40 takes account of it. 


alive; in books I foresee things to come; 
in books warlike affairs are set forth; from 
books come forth the laws of peace. All 
things are corrupted and decay in time; 


Saturn ceases not to devour the children that 45 it were in a breath. 


he generates; all the glory of the world would 

be buried in oblivion, unless God had pro- 

vided mortals with the remedy of books. 
Alexander, the conqueror of the earth, 


5 corrected, and preserved. 


ship, which is the way without turning and 
the life without end, which holy Boethius 
considers to be three-fold in thought, speech, 
and writing, seems to remain more usefully 


25 and to fructify to greater profit in books. 


For the meaning of the voice perishes with 
the sound; truth latent in the mind is wis- 
dom that is hid and treasure that is not seen; 
but truth which shines forth in books desires 


30to manifest itself to every impressionable 


sense. It commends itself to the sight when 
it is read, to the hearing when it is heard, 
and moreover in a manner to the touch, 
when it suffers itself to be transcribed, bound, 
The undisclosed 
truth of the mind, although it is the posses- 
sion of the noble soul, yet because it lacks a 
companion, is not certainly known to be 
delightful, while neither sight nor hearing 
Further the truth of 
the voice is patent only to the ear and eludes 
the sight, which reveals to us more of the 
qualities of things, and linked with the 
subtlest of motions begins and perishes as 
But the written truth 
of books, not transient but permanent, 
plainly offers itself to be observed, and by 
means of the previous spherules of the eyes, 
passing through the vestibule of perception 


Julius, the invader of Rome and of the world, 50and the courts of imagination, enters the 


who, the first in war and arts, assumed uni- 
versal empire under his single rule, faithful 
Fabricius and stern Cato, would now have 


chamber of intellect, taking its place in the 
couch of memory, where it engenders the 
eternal truth of the mind. 
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Finally we must consider what pleasant- Chapter XVII 
ness of teaching there is in books, how easy, 
how secret! How safely we lay bare the pov- 
erty of human ignorance to books without 
feeling any shame! They are masters who 5 We are not only rendering service to God 
instruct us without rod or ferule, without in preparing volumes of new books, but also 
angry words, without clothes or money. exercising an office of sacred piety when we 
If you come to them they are not asleep; treat books carefully, and again when we 
if you ask and inquire of them they do not — restore them to their proper places and com- 
withdraw themselves; they do not chide 10 mend them to inviolable custody; that they 
if you make mistakes; they do not laugh at may rejoice in purity while we have them in 
you if you are ignorant. O books, who alone our hands, and rest securely when they are 
are liberal and free, who give to all who ask put back in their repositories. And surely 
of you and enfranchise all who serve you next to the vestments and vessels dedicated 
faithfully! by how many thousand types are 15 to the Lord’s body, holy books deserve to 
ye commended to learned men in the Scrip- be rightly treated by the clergy, to which 
tures given us by inspiration of God! For great injury is done so often as they are 
ye are the minds of profoundest wisdom, to touched by unclean hands. Wherefore we 
which the wise man sends his son that he deem it expedient to warn our students of 
may dig out treasures: Proy. ii. Ye are the 20 various negligences, which might always be 
wells of living waters, which father Abraham easily avoided and do wonderful harm to 
first digged, Isaae digged again, and which — books. 
the Philistines strive to fill up: Gen. xxvi. And in the first place as to the opening and 
Ye are indeed the most delightful ears of closing of books, let there be due moderation, 
corn, full of grain, to be rubbed only by 25that they be not unclasped in precipitate 
apostolic hands, that the sweetest food may haste, nor when we have finished our in- 
be produced for hungry souls: Matt. xii.  spection be put away without being duly 
Ye are the golden pots in which manna is closed. For it behoves us to guard a book 
stored, and rocks flowing with honey, nay, much more carefully than a boot. 
combs of honey, most plenteous udders of 30 But the race of scholars is commonly 
the milk of life, garners ever full; ye are the badly brought up, and unless they are 
tree of life and the fourfold river of Paradise, _ bridled in by the rules of their elders they in- 
by which the human mind is nourished, and  dulge in infinite puerilities. They behave 
the thirsty intellect is watered and refreshed. with petulance, and are puffed up with pre- 
Ye are the ark of Noah and the ladder of 35sumption, judging of everything as if they 
Jacob, and the troughs by which the young of were certain, though they are altogether in- 
those who look therein are coloured; ye are experienced. 
the stones of testimony and the pitchers You may happen to see some headstrong 
holding the lamps of Gideon, the scrip of | youth lazily lounging over his studies, and 
David, from which the smoothest stones 40 when the winter’s frost is sharp, his nose 
are taken for the slaying of Goliath. Yeare running from the nipping cold drips down, 
the golden vessels of the temple, the arms nor does he think of wiping it with his 
of the soldiers of the Church with which to — pocket-handkerchief until he has bedewed 
quench all the fiery darts of the wicked, the book before him with the ugly moisture. 
fruitful olives, vines of Engadi, fig-trees 45 Would that he had before him no book, but 
that are never barren, burning lamps always a cobbler’s apron! His nails are stuffed with 
to be held in readiness — and all the noblest fetid filth as black as jet, with which he 
comparisons of Scripture may be applied marks any passage that pleases him. He 
to books, if we choose to speak in figures. distributes a multitude of straws, which he 

50 inserts to stick out in different places, so 
that the halm may remind him of what his 
memory cannot retain. These straws, be- 
cause the book has no stomach to digest 


OF SHOWING DUE PROPRIETY IN THE 
CUSTODY OF BOOKS 
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them, and no one takes them out, first the leaves from the ends, inserted for the 
distend the book from its wonted closing, protection of the book, for various uses and 
and at length, being carelessly abandoned to abuses —a kind of sacrilege which should 
oblivion, go to decay. He does not fear to be prohibited by the threat of anathema. 
eat fruit or cheese over an open book, or 5 Again, it is part of the decency of scholars 
carelessly to carry a cup to and from his that whenever they return from meals to 
mouth; and because he has no wallet at their study, washing should invariably pre-_ 
hand he drops into books the fragments that cede reading, and that no grease-stained 
are left. Continually chattering, he is never _ finger should unfasten the clasps, or turn the 
weary of disputing with his companions, and 10 leaves of a book. Nor let a crying child 
while he alleges a crowd of senseless argu- admire the pictures in the capital letters, lest 
ments, he wets the book lying half open in his — he soil the parchment with wet fingers; for 
lap with sputtering showers. Aye, and then a child instantly touches whatever he sees. 
hastily folding his arms he leans forward on Moreover, the laity, who look at a book 
the book, and by a brief spell of study in- 15 turned upside down just as if it were open 
vites a prolonged nap; and then, by way of in the right way, are utterly unworthy of 
mending the wrinkles, he folds back the mar- any communion with books. Let the clerk 
gin of the leayes, to the ‘no small injury of _ take care also that the smutty scullion reek- 
the book. Now the rain is over and gone, ing from his stewpots does not touch the 
and the flowers have appeared in our land. 20 lily leaves of books, all unwashed, but he 
Then the scholar we are speaking of, a who walketh without blemish shall minister 
neglecter rather than an inspecter of books, to the precious volumes. And, again, the 
will stuff his volume with violets, and prim- cleanliness of decent hands would be of great 
roses, with roses and quatrefoil. Then he benefit to books as well as scholars, if it 
will use his wet and perspiring hands to25 were not that the itch and pimples are 
turn over the volumes; then he will thump characteristic of the clergy. 

the white vellum with gloves covered with Whenever defects are noticed in books, 
all kinds of dust, and with his finger clad in they should be promptly repaired, since 
long-used leather will hunt line by line nothing spreads more quickly then a tear 
through the page; then at the sting of the 30 and a rent which is neglected at the time will 
biting flea the sacred book is flung aside, have to be repaired afterwards with usury, 


and is hardly shut for another month, until it Moses, the gentlest of men, teaches us 
is so full of the dust that has found its way to make bookcases most neatly, wherein 
within, that it resists the effort to close it.. they may be protected from any injury: 


But the handling of books is specially to 35 Take, he says, this book of the law, and put 
be forbidden to those shameless youths, who — it in the side of the ark of the covenant. of 
as soon as they have learned to form the the Lord your God. O fitting place and 
shapes of letters, straightway, if they have appropriate for a library, which was made 
the opportunity, become unhappy commen- of imperishable shittim-wood, and was all 
tators, and wherever they find an extra 40 covered within and without with gold! But 
margin about the text, furnish it with mon- the Saviour also has warned us by His 
strous alphabets, or if any other frivolity example against all unbecoming carelessness 
strikes their fancy, at once their pen begins in the handling of books, as we read in 8. 
to write it. There the Latinist and sophister Luke. For when He had read the seriptural 
and every unlearned writer tries the fitness 45 prophecy of Himself in the book that was 
of his pen, a practice that we have fre- delivered to Him, He did not give it again 
quently seen injuring the usefulness and to the minister, until He had closed it with 
value of the most beautiful books. his own most sacred hands. By which stu- 

Again, there is a class of thieves shame- dents are most clearly taught that in the 
fully mutilating books, who cut away the 50 care of books the merest trifles ought not 
margins from the sides to use as material to be neglected. 
for letters, leaving only the text, or employ ca. 1345 


RIMED CHRONICLE 


Lapamon (fl. ca. 1200) 


BRUT 


THE PASSING OF ARTHUR 


Tua! Modred hafde? his ferde* 
isomned! of monnen,° 

tha weoren® there italde? 

sixti thusende 

here-kempen’ harde 

of hethene folke, 

tha heo® weoren icumen hidere 
for Arthures herme, 

Modred to helpen, 
forcuthest?? monnen. 

Tha the ferde wes isome! 

of «lche mon-cunne” 

tha heo weoren ther on hepe 
an hundred thusende, 

hethene and cristene, 

mid Modrede kinge. 

Arthur lai at Whitsond; 
feouwertene niht him thuhte™ to long. 
And al Modred wuste™ 

wat Arthur ther wolde; 
zlche dai him comen sonde'® 
from thas kinges hirede.!” 
Tha ilomp'’ hit an one time 
muchel rein!® him gon?? rine,! 
and the wind him gon wende?! 
and stod of than zstende; 

and Arthur him to scipe” fusde? 
mid alle his ferde, 

and hehte that his scipmen 
brohte hine to Romenel, 

ther he thohte up wende 

in to thissen londe. 

Tha he to there havene com, 
Modred him wes aforn on”; 
ase the deei gon lihten 

heo bigunnen to fihten 

alle thene longe dei; 

moni mon ther ded lei, 


summe hi fuhten a londe, 

1 when, then 13 seemed % before 
2 had M4 knew 26 sharp 
3 army 16 what 27 spears 
4 assembled 16 messengers 28 go, fly 
5 men 17 army 29 cleared 
6 were 18 happened 30 slew 

7 told, counted 19 rain 31 quickly 
8 warriors 20 did 82 thanes 
9 they 21 turn 3 eleven 
10 wickedest 2 ship 34 son 

1 gathered 2 proceeded 3 come 
2 people 2 ordered 38 went 
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15 


30 


35 


summe bi than stronde; 
summe heo letten ut of scipen 
scerpe® garen?’ scrithen.?% 
Walwain biforen wende 

and thene weei rumde,”? 

and sloh** ther a-neuste* 
theines® elleovene’s; 

he sloh Childriches sune,*4 

the was ther mid his fader icume.*§ 
To reste eode* the sunne; 

wees? wes tha monnen. 

Ther wes Walwain afslege,%§ 
and idon®® of life-dage, 

thurh an eorle*? Sexisne: 

seri wurthe” his saule.*? 

Tha wes Arthur seri 

and sorhful an heorte forthi*; 
and thas word bodede,* 
ricchest alre* Brutte: 

‘Nu ich‘ ileosed*? habbe 

mine sweines’s leofe.4 

Ich wuste bi mine swevene®® 
whet soryens! me weoren yevethe. 
Islagen is Angel the king 

the wes min ayen®’ deorling, 
and Walwaine mi suster sune: 
wa is me that ich was mon iboren. 
Up nu of scipen bilive,* 

mine beornes® ohte.’% 

/Efne*? than worde 

wenden to fihte 

sixti thusend anon: 

selere®s kempen, 

and breken Modredes trume,>® 
and wel neh® him seolve wes inome.*! 
Modred bigon to fleon 

and his fole after teon®; 

fluyén feondliche’; 

feldes beoveden™ eke; 

yurren® tha stanes 

mid than blod-stremes. 

Ther weore al that fiht idon, 
ah®7 that niht to rathe®® com; 
yif tha niht neore,% 

islayen hi weoren alle. 

The niht heom todelde7® 
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dear 61 
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39 deprived 51 
40 earl 52 piven = 
41 be 3 own 8 
42 soul 54 quickly ue 
43 for that 55 men 

4 said 56 brave 

45 of all 57 even 

46 J good 

47 lost troop, band 
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separated 
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had not been 


— 


yeond! slades? and yeond dunen’; 


and Modred swa‘ forth com _ 
that he wes at Lundene. 
Therden® tha burh-weren® 

hu hit was al ifaren,? 

and warnden’ him inyeong?® 
and alle his folke. 

Modred theone wende 
toward Winchestre, 

and heo hine underfengen” 
mid alle his monnen. 

And Arthur after wende 
mid alle his mahte," 

that he com to Winchestre 
mid muchelre ferde, 

and tha burh® al bireed,* 
and Modred therinne abeod.4 
Tha Modred iszeh® 

that Arthur him wes swa neh, 
ofte he hine bithohte 

wet he don mahte. * 

Tha a there ilke** niht 

he hehte his cnihtes” alle, 
mid alle heore iwepnen® 

ut of burhye wenden, 

and side that he weolde 
mid fihte ther at-stonden.¥ 
He bihehte there buryewere 
aver mare freo laye® 

with than tha heo him heolpen 
at heyere# neoden.2 

Tha hit wes dei-liht 

yaru® that wes heore fiht. 
Arthur that bi-hedde,™ 

the king wes abolye*; 

he lette bemen™ blawen, 

and beonnen” men to fihten; 
he hehte alle his theines 

and athele” his cnihte 

fon”? somed® to fihten, 

and his feond* afallen,* 

and the burh alle fordon,# 
and that burh-folec ahon.* 
Heo togadere stopen® 

and sturnliche fuhten. 
Modred tha thohte 

what he don mihte; 

and he dude* there, 

alse he dude elleswhare, 
swikedom®” mid than meste*; 


1 through B besieged 
2 grasslands 4 abode 

3 downs, hills 5 saw 

4 so 16 same 

5 heard 7 knights 
6 citizens 18 weapons 
7 gone 19 make a stand 
8 denied 20 laws 

9 entrance 21 great 

10 received 2 need 

1l might 2 ready 

12 city 4 watched 


LAYAMON 


95 
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110 
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enraged 
trumpets 
assemble 
noble 
gather 
together 
enemy 


fell, cut down 


destroy 
hang 
stepped 
did 


for avere he dude unwraste®; 
he biswac* his iferen*! 
biforen Winchestren, 

and lette him to eleopien* 
his leofeste cnihtes anan, 
and his leofeste freond alle 
of allen his folke, 

and bistal** from than fihte: 
the feond hine aye*: 

and that fole gode lette 

al ther for-wurthe.* 

Fuhten alle dai; 


wenden* that heore lauerd ther lei, 


and weore heom a-neouste” 
at muchelere neode. 

Tha heold he thene wai 
that touward Hamtone lai, 
and heolde touward havene, 
forcuthest heelethe’s; : 
and nom* alle tha scippen 
tha ther oht weore, 

and tha steormen® alle 

to than scipen neode, 

and ferden®! into Cornwalen, 


forcuthest kingen a than dayen. 


And Arthur Winchestre 
tha burh bilai? wel faste; 
and al that moncun® of-sloh: ° 
ther wes soryen inoh.* 
Tha yeonge and tha alde, 
alle he aqualde.® 

Tha that fole wes al ded, 
tha burh al for-swelde,® 
tha lette he mid alle 
tobreken tha walles alle. 
Tha wes hit itimed* there 
that Merlin seide while: 


‘Arm® wurthest® thu Winchestre, 


tha eorthe the seal forswalye.®’ 
Swa Merlin seeide, 
the witeye®! wes mere. 
Tha quen® lei inne Kouwerwic, 
nus heo nevere swa sarlic; 
that wes Wenhaver tha quene, 
feeryest wimmonne. 
Heo iherde suggen® 
sothere® worden, 
hu ofte Modred flah," 
and hu Arthur hine bibah®; 

va wes hire there while 


37 treachery 49 took 1 
38 most 50 steersmen 62 
39 weakly 5. went 68 
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4 stole away 55 killed 67 
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prophet 
famous 
queen 
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that heo wes on life. 

Ut of Eouerwike 

bi nihte heo iwende, 

and touward Karliun tuhte! 
swa swithe? swa heo mahte. 
Thider heo brohten bi nihte 
of hire enihten tweiye; 

and me hire hafd* bi-wefde# 
mid ane hali’ rifte,® 

and heo wes ther munechene,? 
karefullest wife. 

Tha nusten’ men of there quene 
war? heo bicumen weore, 

no feole” yere seoththe# 
nuste hit mon to sothe, 
whather heo weore on dethe, 
[and hu” heo® henne wende ] 
tha heo hire seolf weore 
isunken in the watere. 
Modred wes i Cornwale 

and somnede cnihtes feole; 

to Irlonde he sende 

a-neoste his sonde; 

to Sex-londe he sende 
a-neouste his sonde; 

to Scotlonde he sende 
a-neouste his sonde; 

he hehten heom to cume alle anan 
that wolde lond habben, 
other seolver other gold, 

other ahte® other lond; 

on eelchere!® wisen 

he warnede hine seolven, 

swa deth! ele witer® mon 

tha neode cum[an ] wen[eth ]. 
Arthur that iherde; 

wrathest kinge, 

that Modred wees in Cornwale 
mid muchele monweorede,” 
and ther wolde abiden 

that Arthur come riden. 
Arthur sende sonde 

yeond al his kinelonde,” 

and to cumen alle hehte 

that quic?! wes on londe, 

tha to fihte oht weoren, 
wepnen to beren; 

and wha” swa hit for-sete” 
that the king hete,* 

the king hine wolde a-folden® 
quic al forbernen.” 


alive 
who 


1 drew, moved 1 afterwards a 
2 quickly 22 how 22 
3 head 13 she 23 
4 covered 1 hence 24 
5 holy 15 possessions » 
6 veil 15 each 
7 nun 7 doth 26 
8 knew not 18 prudent 27 came 
19 army 28 army 
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Hit lec?” toward hirede,¥ 
fole unimete,”® | 

ridinde and ganninde,® 

swa the rein falleth adune. 
Arthur for®! to Cornwale 


mid unimete ferde. 


Modred that iherde 

and him togeines® heolde 

mid unimete folke: 

ther weore monie feie.% 

Uppen there Tambre 

heo tuhten to-gadere, 

the stude* hatte® Camelford: 
ever mare ilast® that ilke weorde. 
And at Camelforde wes isomned 
sixti thusend, 

and ma*’ thusend ther to: 
Modred wes heore elder. 

Tha thiderward gon ride 
Arthur the riche 

mid unimete folke, 
feeie thah* it weore. 
Uppe there Tambre 
heo tuhte to-somne,‘ 
heven* here-marken, 
halden to-gadere, 
luken* sweord longe, 
leiden o the helmen; 
fur® ut sprengen, 
speren brastlien,* 
sceldes* gonnen scanen,# 

scaftes to-breken*: 

ther faht al to-somne’ 

folec unimete. 

Tambre wes on flode 

mid unimete blode. 

Mon i than fihte non ther ne mihte 
ikennen® nenne*! kempe, 

no wha dude wurse ne wha bet, 
swa that withe® wes imenged,' 
for ele sloh adun riht, 

weore he swein weore he eniht. 
Ther wes Modred of-slaye 

and idon of lif-daye, ~ 

[and alle his enihtes 

islaye ] in than fihte. 

Ther weoren of-slaye 

alle tha snelle,*# 

Arthures hered-men® 

heye [and lowe ] 

and tha Bruttes alle 
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of Arthures borde,! And ich wulle faren to Avalun, 325 
and alle his fosterlinges to fairest alre maidene, 
of feole kineriches. 290 to Argante there quene, 
And Arthur forwunded? alven" swithe sceone"; 
mid wal-spere® brade!: and heo seal mine wunden 
fiftene he hafde makien alle isunde, 330 
feondliche wunden; al hal’’ me makien 
mon mihte i thare lasten® 295 mid haleweiye! drenchen.2° 
twa gloven ithraste.* And seothe ich cumen wulle 
Tha nas ther na mare to mine kineriche 
i than fehte to lave,’ and wunien®! mid Brutten 335 
of twa hundred thusend monnen mid muchelere wunne.2’ 
tha ther leien to-hauwen,$ 300 A®fne than worden 
buten Arthur the king ane? ther com of se wenden 
and of his enihtes tweien. that wes an sceort*s bat* lithen,? 
Arthur wes for-wunded sceoven* mid uthen,” 340 
wunder ane swithe”: and twa wimmen ther inne 
ther to him com a cnave" 305 wunderliche idihte’s; 
the wes of his cunne®; ; and heo nomen Arthur anan 
he wes Cadores sune, and aneouste hine fereden” 
the eorles of Cornwaile. and softe hine adun leiden 345 
Constantin hehte the cnave: and forth gunnen lithen. 
he wes than kinge deore. 310 ‘Tha wes hit iwurthen® 
Arthur him lokede on, that Merlin seide whilen, 
ther he lai on folden, that weore unimete care 
and thas word seide of Arthures forth-fare. 350 
mid sorhfulle heorte: Bruttes ileveth* yete 
‘Costetin, thu art wilcume; 315 that he beo on live 
thu weore Cadores sone: and wunnie in Avalun 
ich the bitache# here mid fairest alre alven; 
mine kineriche, and lokieth evere Bruttes yete 355 
and wite* mine Bruttes whan Arthur cume lithen. 
a to thines lifes ende, 320 Nis naver the mon iboren 
and hald heom alle tha layen of naver nane burde*® icoren, 
tha habbeoth istonden a mine dayen, the cunne* of than sothe 
and alle tha layen gode of Arthur sugen** mare. 360 
tha bi Utheres dayen stode. ca. 1200 
ROMANCES 
SIR GAWAIN AND THE GREEN Rome (and gave to the city his own name, 
KNIGHT * which it bears even to this day); and Ticius 


turned him to Tuscany; and Langobard 
I raised him up dwellings in Lombardy; and 
After the siege and the assault of Troy, 5 Felix Brutus sailed far over the French flood, 
when that burg was destroyed and burnt to and founded the kingdom of Britain, where- 
ashes, and the traitor tried for his treason, in have been war and waste and wonder, and 
the noble Auneas and his kin sailed forth to _ bliss and bale, ofttimes since. 
become princes and patrons of well-nigh all And in that kingdom of Britain have 
the Western Isles. Thus Romulus built 10 been wrought more gallant deeds than in 


1 table § cut to pieces 1 ever 2 joy ” carried 
2 wounded 9 alone 16 elf % short %® befallen 
3 slaughter-spear 12 much W bright * boat 31 believe 
4 broad boy 18 whole % gliding 32 lady 

5 least 2 kin 19 healing *% moved 83 chosen 
6 thrust 13 give ” draughts 27 waves 84 knows 
7 leaving 4 keep 1 dwell % dight % say 


* Translation by Jessie L. Weston, David Nutt, 1903. By permission of Simpkin, Marshall, Hamilton, Kent, & 
Company. 
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any other;! but of all British kings Arthur of his nobility, that he would never eat 
was the most valiant, as I have heard tell, jupon an high day till he had been advised 
therefore will I set forth a wondrous ad-.\ of some knightly deed, or some strange and 
venture that fell out in his time. And if ye ‘marvelous tale, of his ancestors, or of arms, 
will listen to me, but for a little while, I will 5or of other ventures. Or till some stranger 
tell it even as it stands in story stiff and knight should seek of him leave to joust 
strong, fixed in the letter, as it hath long been with one of the Round Table, that they 
known in the land. might set their lives in jeopardy, one against 
King Arthur lay at Camelot upon a another, as fortune might favor them. 
Christmas-tide, with many a gallant lord10Such was the king’s custom when he sat 
and lovely lady, and all the noble brother- in hall at each high feast with his noble 
hood of the Round Table. There they knights, therefore on that New Year tide, 
held rich revels with gay talk and jest; one he abode, fair of face, on the throne, and 
while they would ride forth to joust and made much mirth withal. 
tourney, and again back to the court to15 Thus the king sat before the high tables, 
make carols; for there was the feast holden and spake of many things; and there good 
fifteen days with all the mirth that men could Sir Gawain was seated by Guinevere tne 
devise, song and glee, glorious to hear, in queen, and on her other side sat Agravain, 
the daytime, and dancing at night. Halls 4 la dure main; both were the king’s sister’s 
and chambers were crowded with noble 20sons and full gallant knights. And at the 
guests, the bravest of knights and the love- end of the table was Bishop Bawdewvn, 
liest of ladies, and Arthur himself was the and Ywain, King Urien’s son, sat at the other 
comeliest king that ever held a court. For side alone. These were worthily served on 
all this fair folk were in their youth, the the dais, and at the lower tables sat many 
fairest and most fortunate under heaven, 25 vahant knights. Then they bare the first 
and the king himself of such fame that it course with the blast of trumpets and 
were hard now to name so valiant a hero. waving of banners, with the sound of drums 
Now the New Year had but newly come and pipes, of song and lute, that many a 
in, and on that day a double portion was heart was uplifted at the melody. Many 
served on the high table to all the noble 30 were the dainties, and rare the meats; so 
guests, and thither came the king with all great was the plenty they might scarce find 
his knights, when the service in the chapel room on the board to set on the dishes. 
had been sung to anend. And they greeted Each helped himself as he liked best, and 
each other for the New Year, and gave (to each two were twelve dishes, with great 
rich gifts, the one to the other (and they 35 plenty of beer and wine. 
that received them were not wroth, that may ‘ Now I will say no more of the service, 
ye well believe!), and the maidens laughed but that ye may know there was no lack, 
and made mirth till it was time to get them for there drew near a venture that the folk 
to meat. Then they washed and sat them might well have left their labour to gaze 
down to the feasting in fitting rank and40upon. As the sound of the music ceased, 
order, and Guinevere the queen, gaily clad, pand the first course had been fitly served, 
sat on the high dais. Silken was her seat, | ther came in at the hall door one terrible 
with a fair canopy over her head, of rich}to behold, of stature greater than any on 
tapestries of Tars, embroidered, and studded \earth; from neck to loin so strong and thickly 
with costly gems; fair she was to look upon, 45 made, and with limbs so long and so great 
with her shining grey eyes, a fairer woman that he seemed even as a giant. And yet he 
might no man boast himself of having seen. was but a man, only the mightiest that might 
But Arthur would not eat till all were mount asteed; broad of chest and shoulders 
served, so full of joy and gladness was he, and slender of waist, and all his features of 
even as a child; he liked not either to liesolike fashion; but men marveled much at 
long, or to sit long at meat, so worked his colour, for he rode even as a knight, yet 
upon him his young blood and his wild brain. was.green_all.over. 
And another custom he had also, that. came For he was clad all in green, with a straight 
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coat, and a mantle above; all decked and 
lined with fur was the cloth and the hood 
that was thrown back from his locks and 
lay on his shoulders. Hose had he of the 
same green, and spurs of bright gold with 
silken fastenings richly worked; and all 
his vesture was verily green. Around his 
waist and his saddle were bands with fair 
stones set upon silken work, ’t were too long 


to tell of all the trifles that were embroidered 10 wards; 


thereon — birds and insects in gay gauds of 
green and gold. All the trappings of his 
steed were of metal of like enamel, even the 
stirrups that he stood in stained of the same, 
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with iron, even to the end, and engraved 
with green in cunning work. <A lace was 
twined about it, that looped at the head, 
and all adown the handle it was clasped with 

5 tassels on buttons of bright green richly 
broidered. 

The knight rideth through the entrance 
of the hall, driving straight to the high dais, 
and greeted no man, but looked ever up- 

and_the first words he spake were, 

‘Where is the ruler of this folk? I would 

gladly look upon that hero, and have 

speech with him.’ He cast his eyes on the 
knights, and mustered them up and down, 


and stirrups and saddle-bow alike gleamed 15 striving ever to see who of them was of 


and shone with green stones. Even the steed 


on which he rode was of the same hue, a 


green horse, great and strong, and hard to 
hold, with broidered bridle, meet for the 
rider. 

The knight was thus gaily dressed in 
green, his hair falling around his shoulders, 


on is breast hung a beard, as thick and 


green as a bush, and the beard and the hair 


most renown. 

Then was there great gazing to behold 
that chief, for each man marveled what it 
might mean that a knight and his steed 


20 should have even such a hue as the green 


grass; and that seemed even greener than 
green enamel on bright gold. All looked 
on him as he stood, and drew near unto him 
wondering greatly what he might be; for 


of his head were clipped all round above 25 many marvels had they seen, but none 


his elbows. The lower part of his sleeves 
was fastened with clasps in the same wise 
as a king’s mantle. The horse’s mane was 
crisp and plaited with many a knot folded 


such as this, and phantasm ame faérie did 
the folk deem it. 
gallant knights slow to answer, and gazed 
astounded, and sat stone still in a deep silence 


in with gold thread about the fair green, 30 through that goodly hall, as if a slumber 


here a twist of the hair, here another of gold. 
The tail was twined in like manner, and both 
were bound about with a band of bright 
green set with many a precious stone; then 


were fallen upon them. I deem it was not 
all for doubt, but some for courtesy that they 
might give ear unto his errand. 

Then Arthur beheld this adventurer be- 


they were tied aloft in a cunning knot, 35fore his high dais, and knightly he greeted 


whereon rang many bells of burnished gold. 
Such a steed might no other ride, nor had 
such ever been looked upon in that hall ere 
that time; and all who saw that knight 


him, for fearful was he never./ ‘Sir,’ he said,” 


‘thou art welcome to this place — lord of 
this hall am I, and men call me Arthur. 
Light thee down, and tarry awhile, and what 


spake and said that a man might scarce 40 thy will is, that shall we learn after.’ 


abide his stroke. 

The knight bore no helm nor hauberk, 
neither _gorget-—nor—breast-plate, neither 
shaft nor buckler to smite nor to shield, but 


‘Nay,’ quoth the stranger, ‘so help me 
He that sitteth on high, ’t was not mine 
errand to tarry any while in this dwelling; 
but the praise of this thy folk and thy eity 


in one-hand he-had.a-holly-bough, that is 45is lifted up on high, and thy warriors. are 


greenest when the groves are bare, and in 
his_ other an axe, huge and uncomely, a 
cruel weapon in ‘fashion, if one would picture 
it. The head was an ell- yard long, the metal 


all of green steel and gold, the blade burn- 50 sports. 


ished bright, with a broad edge, as well 
shapen to shear 2s a sharp razor. The steel 
was set into a strong staff, all bound round 


holden for the best and the most valiant 
of those who ride mail-clad to. the fight. 
The wisest and the worthiest of this world 
are they, and well proven in all knightly 
And here, as I have heard tell, is 
fairest courtesy, therefore have I come hither 
as at this time. | Ye may be sure by the| 


branch that I bear here that I come in peace. 


{Therefore were the ~ 


~ 


100 


seeking no strife. For had I willed to journey 
in warlike guise I have at home both hau- 
berk and helm, shield and shining spear, 
and other weapons to mine hand, but since 
T seek no war my raiment is that of peace. 


¢ But if thou be as bold as all men tell thou 


wilt freely grant me the boon I ask.’ 

And Arthur answered, ‘Sir Knight, if 
thou cravest battle here thou shalt not fail 
for lack of a foe.’ 

And the knight answered, ‘Nay, I ask 
no fight, in faith here on the benches are 
but beardless children, were I clad in armor 
on my steed there is no man here might 
match me. 
but a Christmas jest, for that it is Yule-tide, 
and New Year, and there are here many 
fain for sport. | If any one in this hall holds 
himself so hardy, so bold both of blood and 


brain, as to dare strike me one stroke for 20 mine. 


another, I will give him as a gift this axe, 
which is heavy enough, in sooth, to handle 
as he may list, and I will abide the first 
blow, unarmed as I sit. If any knight be so 


fitting answer. 
5thy great words. 
‘and I shall grant thee the boon thou hast 
asked.’ Lightly he sprang to him and caught 
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and sprang to his feet, and drew near to the 
stranger and said, ‘ Now, by heaven, foolish 
is thy asking, and thy folly shall find its 
I know no man aghast at 
Give me here thine axe 


at his hand, and the knight, fierce of aspect, 
lighted down from his charger. 


10-Then Arthur took the axe and gripped the 
\haft, and swung it round, ready to strike. 


And the knight stood before him, taller by 
the head than any in the hall; he stood, and 
stroked his beard, and drew down his coat, 


Therefore I ask in this courti5no more dismayed for the king’s threats 


than if one had brought him a drink of wine. 
Then Gawain, who sat by the queen, 
leaned forward to the king and spake, ,‘I 
beseech ye, my lord, let this venture be 
Would ye but bid me rise from this 
seat, and stand by your side, so that my 
liege lady thought it not ill, then would I 
come to your counsel before this goodly 
court. For I think it not seemly when such 


bold as to prove my words let him come 25 challenges be made in your hall that—ye 


swiftly to me here, and take this weapon, 
I quit claim to it, he may keep it as his own, 
and I will abide his stroke, firm on the floor. 
Then shalt thou give me the right to deal 


yourself should undertake it, while there 
are many bold knights who sit beside ye, 
none are there, methinks, of readier will 
under heaven, or more valiant in open field. 


him another, the respite of a year and a day 30 1 am the weakest, I wot, and the feeblest of 


shall he have. Now haste, and let see 
whether any here dare say aught.’ 

Now if the knights had been astounded 
at the first, yet stiller were they all, high 
and low, 


The knight on his steed straightened him- 


self in the saddle, and rolled his eyes fiercely 
round the hall, red they gleamed under his 
green and bushy brows. He frowned and 


twisted his beard, waiting to see who should 4 


rise} and when none answered he cried aloud 
in mockery, ‘What, is this Arthur’s hall, 


and these the knights whose renown hath 
run through many realms? Where are now 
your pride and your conquests, your wrath, 45 before the king, 
are 
the praise and the renown of the Round 


and anger, and mighty words? Now 


Table overthrown by one man’s speech, 


since all keep silence for dread ere ever they heart and hand. 
50 quoth Arthur, ‘that thou give him but the 


have seen a blow!’ 


With that he laughed so loudly that the 
blood rushed to the king’s fair face for very 
shame; he waxed wroth, as did all his knights, 


wit, and it will be the less loss of my life 


—if ye seek sooth. |For save that ye are mine 


uncle naught is there in me to praise, no 
virtue is there in my body save your blood, 


when they had heard his words. 35 and since this challenge is such folly that it 


beseems ye not to take it, and I have asked 
it from ye first, let it fall to me, and if I bear 
myself ungallantly then let all this court 
blame me.’ 


i Then they all spake with one voice that 


the king should leave this venture and grant 
it to Gawain. 

Then Arthur commanded the knight to 
rise, and he rose up quickly and knelt down 
and caught hold of the 
weapon; and the king loosed his hold of it, 
and lifted up his hand, and gave him his 
blessing, and bade him be strong both of 
‘Keep thee well, nephew,’ 


one blow, and if thou redest him rightly I 
trow thou shalt well abide the stroke he may 
give thee after.’ 
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Gawain stepped to the stranger, axe in edge of the blade sundered the bones, 
hand, and he, never fearing, awaited his smote through the neck, and clave it in two, 
f coming. Then the Green Knight spake so that the edge of the steel bit on the 
to Sir Gawain, ‘Make we our covenant ere we ground, and the fair head fell to the earth 
go further. First, I ask thee, knight, what 5 that many struck it with their feet as it 
is thy name? Tell me truly, that I may rolled forth. The blood spurted forth, and 
know thee.’ glistened on the green raiment, but the 
‘In faith,’ quoth the good knight, ‘Gawain knight neither faltered nor fell; he started 
am I, who give thee this buffet, let what may forward with out-stretched hand, and caught 
come of it; and at this time twelvemonth 10 the head, and lifted it up; then he turned 
will I take another at thine hand with what- to his steed, and took hold of the bridle, set 
soever weapon thou wilt, and none other.’ his foot in the stirrup, and mounted. His 
Then the other answered again, ‘Sir head he held by the hair, inhis hand. Then 
Gawain, so may I thrive as I am fain to _ he seated himself in his saddle as if naught 
take this buffet at thine hand,’ and he quoth 15 ailed him, and he were not headless. He 
further, ‘Sir Gawain, it liketh me well that turned his steed about, the grim corpse 
I shall take at thy fist that which I have bleeding freely the while, and they who 
asked here, and thou hast readily and truly looked upon him doubted them much for the 
rehearsed all the covenant that I asked of covenant. 
the king, save that thou shalt swear me, by 20 For he held up the head in his hand, i | 
thy troth, to seek me thyself wherever thou and turned the face towards them that sat 
hopest that I may be found, and win thee on the high dais, and it lifted up the eyelids 
such reward as thou dealest me to-day, and looked upon them and spake as ye 
before this folk.’ shall hear. ‘Look, Gawain, that thou art 
‘Where shall I seek thee?’ quoth Gawain. 25 ready to go as thou hast promised, and seek 
“Where is thy place? By Him that made me,  leally till thou find me, even as thou hast 
I wot never where thou dwellest, nor know sworn in this hall in the hearing of these 
I thee, knight, thy court, nor thy name. knights. Come thou, I charge thee, to the 
But teach me truly all that pertaineth Green Chapel, such a stroke as thou hast 
thereto, and tell me thy name, and I shall 30 dealt thou hast deserved, and it shall be 
use all my wit to win my way thither, and promptly paid thee on New. Year’s morn. 
that I swear thee for sooth, and by my sure Many men know me as the knight of the 
i troth.’ Green Chapel, and if, thou askest, thou 
‘That is enough in the New Year, it needs — shalt not fail to find me. Therefore it be- 
no more,’ quoth the Green Knight to the 35hoves thee to come, or to yield thee as 
gallant Gawain, ‘if I tell thee truly when I _ recreant.’ 
have taken the blow, and thou hast smitten With that he turned his _ bridle, and) 
me; then will I teach thee of my house and — galloped out at the hall door, his head in 
home, and mine own name, then mayest his hands, so that the sparks flew from 
thou ask thy road and keep covenant. And 40 beneath his horse’s hoofs. Whither he went_ 
if I waste no words then farest thou the none knew, no more than they wist whence 
better, for thou canst dwell in thy land,and he had come; and the king and Gawain 
seek no further. But take now thy toll,and they gazed and laughed, for in sooth this 


let see how thou strikest.’ had proved a greater marvel than any they 
‘Gladly will I,’ quoth Gawain, handling 45 had known aforetime. 
his axe. Though Arthur the king was astonished 


Then the Green Knight swiftly made at his heart, yet he let no sign of it be seen, 
him ready, he bowed down-his-head,-and but spake in courteous wise to the fair 
laid his long locks on the crown that his queen: ‘Dear lady, be not dismayed, such 
bare neck might be seen. Gawain gripped 50 craft is well suited to Christmas-tide when 
his axe and raised it on high, the left foot we seek jesting, laughter, and song, and 
he set forward on the floor, and let the blow fair carols of kmights and ladies. But 

| fall lightly on the bare neck. {The sharp now I may well get me to meat, for I have 
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seen a marvel I may not forget.’ Then he the sun; the leaves fall from the trees and 
looked on Sir Gawain, and said gaily, ‘Now, light upon the ground, and all brown are 
fair nephew, hang up thine axe, since it the groves that but now were green, and ripe 
has hewn enough,’ and they hung it on is the fruit that once was flower. So the 
the dossal above the dais, where all men 5year passes into many yesterdays, and 
might look on it for a marvel, and by its winter comes again, as it needs no sage to 
true token tell of the wonder. Then the tell us. 
twain sat them down together, the king When the Michaelmas moon was come 
and the good knight, and men served them in with warnings of winter, Sir Gawain 
with a double portion, as was the share of 10 bethought him full oft of his perilous journey. 
the noblest, with all manner of meat and of ;-Yet till(All Hallows Day he lingered with 
minstrelsy. And they spent that day in | Arthur, and on that day they made a great 
gladness, but Sir Gawain must well be- feast for the hero’s sake, with much revel 
think him of the heavy venture to which and richness of the Round Table. Courteous 
he had set his hand. 15 knights and comely ladies, all were in sorrow 
for the love of that knight, and though 
Il they spake no word of it, many were joyless 
This beginning of adventures had Ar- for his sake. 
thur at the New Year; for he yearned to ~ And after meat, sadly Sir Gawain turned 
hear gallant tales, though his words were 20 to his uncle, and spake of his journey, and 
few when he sat at the feast. But now had _ said, ‘Liege lord of my life, leave from you 
they stern work on hand. Gawain was I crave. Ye know well how the matter 
glad to begin the jest in the hall, but ye stands without more words, to-morrow am I 
need have no marvel if the end be heavy. bound to set forth in search of the Green 
For though a man be merry in mind when 24 Knight.’ 
he has well drunk, yet a year runs full Then came together all the noblest knights, 
swiftly, and the beginning but rarely matches Ywain and Erec, and many another. Sir 
the end. Dodinel le Sauvage, the Duke of Clarence, 
For Yule was now over-past, and the Launcelot and Lionel, and Lucan the Good, 
year after, each season in its turn following 30 Sir Bors and Bedivere, valiant knights both, 
the other. For after Christmas comes crab- and many another hero, with Sir Mador 
bed Lent, that will have fish for flesh and de la Porte, and they all drew near, heavy 
simpler cheer. But then the weather of at heart, to take counsel with Sir Gawain. 
the world chides with winter; the cold Much sorrow and weeping was there in the 
withdraws itself, the clouds uplift, and the 35 hall to think that so worthy a knight as 
rain falls in warm showers on the fair plains. Gawain should wend his way to seek a 
Then the flowers come forth, meadows (deadly blow, and should no more wield his 
and groves are clad in green, the birds make sword in fight. But the knight. made ever 
ready to build, and sing sweetly for solace good cheer, and said, ‘Nay, wherefore 
of the soft summer that follows thereafter. 40 should I shrink? What may a man do but 
The blossoms bud and blow in the hedgerows __ prove his fate?’ 


rich and rank, and noble notes enough are He dwelt there all that day, and on the 
heard in the fair woods. morn he arose and asked betimes for his 


After the season of summer, with the soft armour; and they brought it unto him on 
winds, when zephyr breathes lightly on seeds 45 this wise: first, a rich carpet was stretched 
and herbs, joyous indeed is the growth that on the floor (and brightly did the gold 
waxes thereout when the dew drips from — gear glitter upon it), then the knight stepped 
the leaves beneath the blissful glance of upon it, and handled the steel; clad he 
the bright sun. But then comes harvest and was in a doublet of silk, with a close hood, 
hardens the grain, warning it to wax ripe 5@lined fairly throughout. ‘Then they set the 
ere the winter. The drought drives the dust steel shoes upon his feet, and wrapped his 
on high, flying over the face of the land; legs with greaves, with polished knee-caps, 
the angry wind of the welkin wrestles with fastened with knots of gold. Then they 
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cased his thighs in cuisses closed with thongs,  for_pure-was-he-as gold, void of all villainy 
and brought him the byrny of bright steel and endowed with all_virtues. Therefore 
rings sewn upon a fair stuff. Well burnished he bare the pentangle on shield and surcoat 
braces they set on each arm with good elbow- as truest of heroes and gentlest of knights. 
pieces, and gloves of mail, and all the goodly 5 For first he was faultless in his five senses; 
gear that should shield him in his need. and his five fingers never failed him; ; and 
And they east over all a rich sureoat, and all his trust upon earth was in the five 
set the golden spurs on his heels, and girt wounds that Christ bare on the cross, as 
him with a trusty sword fastened with a the Creed tells. And wherever this knigh: 
silken bawdrick. When he was thus clad 10 found himself in stress of battle he deemed 

is harness was costly, for the least loop or — well that he drew his strength from the five 
latchet gleamed with gold. So armed as joys which the Queen of Heaven had of 
he was he hearkened Mass_and made his her Child. And for this cause did he 
offering at_the high altar. Then he came bear an image of Our Lady on the one half 
to the king, and th the knights of his court, 15 of his shield, that whenever he looked upon 
and courteously took leave of lords and it he might not lack for aid. And the fifth 


ladies, and they kissed him, and commended five that. the hero used were frankness and / 


? 


him to Christ. 4 hie fellowship above all, purity and courtesy 


With that was Gringalet~ ready; girt with that never failed him, and compassion that “~~ 
a saddle that gleamed gaily with many 20surpasses all; and in these five virtues ©. 


golden fringes, enriched and decked anew was that hero wrapped and clothed. And 
for the venture. The bridle was all barred all these, five-fold, were linked one in the 
about with bright gold buttons, and all the other, so that they had no end, and were 
covertures and trappings of the steed, the fixed on five points that never failed, 
erupper and the rich skirts, accorded 25neither at any side were they joined or 
with the saddle; spread fair with the rich sundered, nor could ye find beginning or 
red gold that glittered and gleamed in the end. And therefore on his shield was 
rays of the sun. the knot shapen, red-gold upon red, which 

Then the knight called for his helmet, is the pure pentangle. Now was Sir Gawain 
which was well lined throughout, and set 30 ready, and he took his lance in hand, and 
it high on his head, and hasped it behind. bade them all Farewell, he deemed it had 
He wore a light kerchief over the vintail, been for ever. 


that was broidered and studded with fair Then he smote the steed with his spurs, » 


gems on a broad silken ribbon, with birds and sprang on his way, so that sparks 


of gay colour, and many a turtle and true- 35 flew from the stones after him. All that_ 


lover’s knot interlaced thickly, even as saw him were grieved at heart, and said 
many a maiden had wrought diligently for one to the other, ‘By Christ, ’tis great 
seven winter long. But the circlet which pity that one of such noble life should be 
crowned his helmet was yet more pre- lost! I’ faith, ’t were not easy to find his 
cious, being adorned with a device in dia-40equal upon earth. The king had done 
monds. Then they brought him his shield, better to have wrought more warily. 
which was of bright red, with the pentangle Yonder knight should have been made a 
jainted thereon in gleaming gold. And duke; a gallant leader of men is he, and 
nar noble prince bare the _pentangle such a fate had beseemed him better than 
I am minded to tell you, though my tale 45 to be hewn in pieces at the will of an elfish 

tarry thereby. It is a sign that Solomon man, for mere pride. Who ever knew a 
’ get ere-while, as betokening truth; for it is king to take such counsel as to risk his 
a figure with five points and each line over- knights on a Christmas jest?’ Many were 
laps the other, and nowhere hath it beginning the tears that—flowed-from their eyes-when 
or end, so that in English it is called ‘the 50 that goodly knight rode from the hall. He 
endless knot.’ And therefore was it well made no delaying, but went his way swiftly, 
suiting to this knight and to his arms, since and rode many a wild road, as I heard say 
Gawain was faithful in five and five-fold, in the book. 
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So rode Sir Gawain through the realm | guide his steps and lead him to some dwelling. 
of Logres, on an errand that he held for On that morning he rode by a hill, and came 
no jest. Often he lay companionless at. into a thick forest, wild and drear; on each 
night, and must lack the fare that he liked. side were high hills, and thick woods below 
No comrade had he save his steed, and 5 them of great hoar oaks, a hundred together, 
none save God with whom to take counsel. of hazel and hawthorn with their trailing 
At length he drew nigh to North Wales, boughs interwined, and rough ragged moss 
and left the isles of Anglesey on his left spreading everywhere. On the bare twigs 
hand, crossing over the fords by the fore- the birds chirped piteously, for pain of 
land over at Holyhead, till he came into 10the cold. The knight upon Gringalet rode 
the wilderness of Wirral, where but few lonely beneath them, through marsh and 
dwell who love God and man of true mire, much troubled at heart lest he 
- heart. 'And ever he asked, as he fared, should fail to see the service of the Lord, 
of all whom he met, if they had heard who on that self-same night was born of 
any tidings of a Green Knight in the15a maiden for the cure of our grief; and 
, country thereabout, or of a Green Chapel? therefore he said, sighing,\ ‘T beseech thee, 
' And all answered him, Nay, never in their | Lord, and Mary Thy gentle Mother, for 
lives had they seen any man of such a /|some shelter where I may hear Mass, and 
hue. And the knight wended his way by Phy matins at morn. This I ask meekly, 
many a strange road and many a rugged 20and thereto I pray my Paternoster, Ave, 
path, and the fashion of his countenance and Credo.’ Thus he rode praying, and 
changed full often ere he saw the Green lamenting his misdeeds, and he crossed 
Chapel. himself, and said, ‘May the Cross of Christ 

Many a cliff did he climb in that un- — speed me.’ 
known land, where afar from his friends25 Now that knight had crossed himself 
he rode as a stranger. Never did he come but thrice ere he was aware in the wood 
to a stream or a ford but he found a foe of a dwelling within a moat, above a lawn, 
before him, and that one so marvelous, so on a mound surrounded by many mighty 
foul and fell, that it behoved him to fight. trees that stood round the moat. ’T was 
So many wonders did that knight behold, 30 the fairest castle that ever a knight owned; 
that it were too long to tell the tenth part built in a meadow with a park all about it, 
of them. Sometimes he fought with dragons and a spiked palisade, closely driven, that 
and wolves; sometimes with wild men that enclosed the trees for more than two miles. 
dwelt in the rocks; another while with bulls, The knight was ware of the hold from the 
and bears, and wild boars, or with giants of 35 side, as it shone through the oaks. Then 
the high moorland that drew near to him. he lifted off his helmet, and thanked Christ 
Had he not been a doughty knight, en- and Saint Julian that they had courteously 
during, and of well-proved valour, and a granted his prayer, and hearkened to his 
servant of God, doubtless he had been cry. ‘Now,’ quoth the knight, ‘I be- 
slain, for he was oft in danger of death. 40seech ye, grant me fair hostel.’ Then he 
Yet he cared not so much for the strife, pricked Gringalet with his golden spurs, 
what he deemed worse was when the cold and rode gaily towards the great gate, 
clear water was shed from the clouds, and and came swiftly to the bridge end. 
froze ere it fell on the fallow ground. The bridge was drawn up and the gates 
“More nights than enough he slept in his 45 close shut; the walls were strong and thick, 
harness on the bare rocks, near slain with so that they might fear no tempest. The 
the sleet, while the stream leapt bubbling knight on his charger abode on the bank of 
from the crest of the hills, and hung in’ the deep double ditch that surrounded the 
hard icicles over his head. castle. The walls were set deep in the water, 

Thus in peril and pain, and many a50and rose aloft to a wondrous height; they 
-hardship, the knight rode alone till Christ- were of hard hewn stone up to the corbels, 
mas Eve, and in that tide he made his which were adorned beneath the battlements 
prayer to the Blessed Virgin that she would — with fair carvings, and turrets set in between 


r 


f 


; 


~~ ‘Gramercy!’ quoth Gawain, 
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with many a loophole; a better barbican 
Sir Gawain had never looked upon. And 
within he beheld the high hall, with its 
tower and many windows with carven 
cornices, and chalk-white chimneys on 
the turreted roofs that shone fair in the sun. 
And everywhere, thickly scattered on the 
castle battlements, were pinnacles, so many 
that it seemed as if it were all wrought out 
of paper, so white was it. 

The knight on his steed deemed it fair 
enough, if he might come to be sheltered 
within it to lodge there while that the 
Holy-day lasted. {He called aloud, and 


soon there came a porter of kindly coun-15ings of fair cloth all embroidered. 


tenance, who stood on the wall and greeted 
this knight and asked his errand. 

‘Good sir, quoth Gawain, ‘wilt . thou 
go mine errand to the high lord of the 
castle, and crave for me lodging?’ 

‘Yea, by Saint Peter,’ quoth the porter. 
‘In sooth I trow that ye be welcome to dwell 
here so long as it may like ye.’ 

Then he went, and came again swiftly, 


5of a bright hue. 


who greeted him so kindly, and thought 
*t was a bold warrior that owned that burg. 

Of mighty stature he was, and of high 1¢ 
age; broad and flowing was his beard, and 
He was stalwart of limb; 
and strong in his stride, his face fiery red, 
and his speech free: in sooth he seemed one 
well fitted to be a leader of valiant men. 

Then the lord led Sir Gawain to a chamber, 


10 and commanded folk to wait upon him, and 


at his bidding there came men enough who 
brought the guest to a fair bower. The 
bedding was noble, with curtains of pure 
silk wrought with gold, and wondrous cover- 
The 
curtains ran on ropes with rings of red gold, 
and the walls were hung with carpets of 
Orient, and the same spread on the floor. 
There with mirthful speeches they took from 


20the guest his byrny and all his shining 


armour, and brought him rich robes of the 
choicest in its stead. They were long and 
flowing, and became him well, and when he 
was clad in them all who looked on the hero 


and many folk with him to receive the 25 thought that surely God had never made a 


knight. They let down the great draw- 


‘bridge, and came forth and knelt on their 


nees on the cold earth to give him worthy 
releome. They held wide open the great 


fairer knight: he seemed as if he might be a 
prince without peer in the field where men 
strive in battle. 

Then before the hearth-place, whereon the) 


gates, and courteously he bid them rise, 30 fire burned, they made ready a chair for 


and rode over the bridge. Then men came 
to him and held his stirrup while he dis- 
mounted, and took and stabled his steed. 
There came down knights and squires to 
bring the guest with joy to the hall. 
he raised his helmet there were many to 
take it from his hand, fain to serve him, and 
they took from him sword and shield. 

Sir Gawain gave good greeting to the 


Gawain, hung about with cloth and fair 
cushions; and there they cast around him 
a mantle of brown samite, richly embroid- 
ered and furred within with costly skins of 


When 35 ermine, with a hood of the same, and he 


seated himself in that rich seat, and warmed 
himself at the fire, and was cheered at heart. 
And while he sat thus the serving men set up 
a table on trestles, and covered it with a fair 


noble and the mighty men who came to 40 white cloth, and set thereon salt-cellar, and 


do him honour. Clad in his shining armour 
they led him to the hall, where a great 
fire burnt brightly on the floor; and the 
lord of the household came forth from his 
chamber to meet the hero fitly. 
_to the knight, and said:| ‘Ye are welcome 
to do here as it likes ye. All that is 
here is your own to have at your will and 
disposal.’ 


requite ye.’ 
As friends that were fain each embraced 
the other; and Gawain looked on the knight 


He spake 45 portion. 


‘may Christ 50 when they spake 


napkin, and silver spoons; and the knight 
washed at his will, and set him down to meat. 

The folk served him courteously with 
many dishes seasoned of the best, a double 
All kinds of fish were there, some 
baked in bread, some broiled on the embers, 
some sodden, some stewed and savored with 
spices, with all sorts of cunning devices to 
his taste. And often he called it a feast, 
gaily to him all together, 
and said, ‘Now take ye this penance, and it 
shall be for your amendment.’ Much mirth 
thereof did Sir Gawain make. 


4 
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~ Then they questioned that prince courte- kerchiefs of the one were broidered with 
ously of whence he came; and he told them many glistening pearls, her throat and neck 
that he was of the court of Arthur, who is bare, and whiter than the snow that lies on 
the rich royal king of the Round Table, and the hills; the neck of the other was swathed 
that it was Gawain himself who was within 5in a gorget, with a white wimple over her 
their walls, and would keep Christmas with black chin. Her forehead was wrapped in silk 
them, as the chance had fallen out. And with many folds, worked with knots, so that 
when the lord of the castle heard those tid- naught of her was seen save her black brows, 
ings he laughed aloud for gladness, and all her eyes, her nose, and her lips, and those 
men in that keep were joyful that they 10 were bleared, and ill to look upon. A wor- 
should be in the company of him to whom _ shipful lady in sooth one might call her! In 
belonged all fame, and valour, and courtesy, figure was she short and broad, and thickly 
and whose honour. was praised above that made —far fairer to behold was she whom 
of all men on earth. Each said softly to his she led by the hand. 
fellow, ‘Now shall we see courteous bearing, 15- When Gawain beheld that fair lady, who 
and the manner of speech befitting courts. ‘looked at him graciously, with leave of the 
What charm lieth in gentle speech shall we lord he went towards them, and, bowing 
learn without asking, since here we havey, low, he greeted the elder, but the younger 
welcomed the fine father of courtesy. God and fairer he took lightly in his arms, and 
has surely shown us His grace since He 20kissed her courteously, and greeted her in 
sends us such a guest as Gawain! When ,knightly wise. Then she hailed him as 
men shall sit and sing, blithe for Christ’s friend, and he quickly prayed to be counted 
birth, this knight shall bring us to the knowl- as her servant, if she so willed. Then they 
edge of fair manners, and it may be that took him between them, and talking, led him 
hearing him we may learn the cunning 25to the chamber, to the hearth, and bade 
speech of love.’ them bring spices, and they brought them 
By the time the knight had risen from in plenty with the good wine that was wont 
dinner it was near nightfall. Then chaplains to be drunk at such seasons. Then the lord 
took their way to the chapel, and rang sprang to his feet and bade them make 
loudly, even as they should, for the solemn 30 merry, and took off his hood, and hung it on 
evensong of the high feast. hither went a spear, and bade him win the worship 
the lord, and the lady also, and entered with thereof who should make most mirth that 
her maidens into a comely closet, and  Christmas-tide. ‘And I shall try, by my 
thither also went Gawain. Then the lord faith, to fool it with the best, by the help 
took him by the sleeve and led him to a35 of my friends, ere I lose my raiment.’ Thus 
seat, and called him by his name, and told with gay words the lord made trial to glad- 
him he was of all men in the world the most den Gawain with jests that night, till it 
welcome. And Sir Gawain thanked him was time to bid them lght the tapers, and 
truly, and each kissed the other, and they Sir Gawain took leave of them and gat him 
sat gravely together throughout the service. 40 to rest. 
Then was the lady fain to look upon that In the morn when all men call to mind 
knight; and she came forth from her closet how Christ our Lord was born on earth to 
_with many fair maidens. ‘The fairest of ladies die for us, there is joy, for His sake, in all 
‘was she in face, and figure, and colour- dwellings of the world; and so was there 
ing, fairer even than Guinevere, so the knight 45 here on that day. For high feast was held, 
, thought. She came through the chancel to with many dainties and cunningly cooked 
greet the here, another lady held her by messes. On the dais sat gallant men, clad 
the left hand, older than she, and seemingly in their best. The ancient dame sat on the 
of high estate, with many nobles about her. high seat, with the lord of the castle beside 
But unlike to look upon were those ladies, 50 her. Gawain and the fair lady sat together, 
for if the younger were fair, the elder was even in the midst of the board, when the 
yellow. Rich red were the cheeks of the one, feast was served; and so throughout all the 
rough and wrinkled those of the other; the hall each sat in his degree, and was served 


' SIR GAWAIN AND THE GREEN KNIGHT 


in order. There was meat, there was mirth, 
there was much joy, so that to tell thereof 
would take me too long, though peradven- 
ture I might strive to declare it. But Ga- 
wain and that fair lady had much joy of 
each other’s company through her sweet 
words and courteous converse. And there 
was music made before each prince, trumpets 
and drums, and merry piping; each man 


hearkened his minstrel, and they too heark- 10 


ened theirs. , 

So they held high feast that day and the 
next, and the third day thereafter, and the 
joy on Saint John’s Day was fair to hearken, 
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solemn compact sworn between us to meet 
that knight at the New Yearif so I were on 
life; and of that same New Year it wants 
but little —T’ faith, I would look on that 

5hero more joyfully than on any other fair 
sight! Therefore, by your will, it behoves 
me to leave you, for I have but barely 
three days, and I would as fain fall dead as 
fail of mine errand.’ 


ye needs stay, for I will show you your goal, 
the Green Chapel, ere your term be at an 
end, have ye no fear! But ye can take your 
ease, friend, in your bed, till the fourth day, 


for ’t was the last of the feast and the guests 15 and go forth on the first of the year and 


would depart in the grey of the morning. 
reamtans they awoke early, and drank wine, 
and danced fair carols, and at last, when it 
was late, each man took his leave to wend 
early on his way. 
host farewell, but the lord took him by the 
hand, and led him to his own chamber beside 
the hearth, and there he thanked him for 
the favour he had shown him in honouring 


his dwelling at that high season, and glad- 25 


dening his castle with his fair countenance. 
+T wis, sir, that while I live I shall be held 
{the worthier that Gawain has been my guest 
at God’s own feast.’ 


Gawain would bid his 20 


come to that place at mid-morn to do as ye 
will. Dwell here till New Year’s Day, and 
then rise and set forth, and ye shall be set 
in the way; ’t is not two miles hence.’ 

Then was Gawain glad, and he laughed 
gaily. ‘Now I thank you for this above all 
else. Now my quest is achieved I will dwell 
here at your will, and otherwise do as ye 
shall ask.’ 

Then the lord took him, and set him be- 
side him, and bade the ladies be fetched for 
their greater pleasure, ‘tho’ between them- 
selves they had solace. The lord, for glad- 
ness, made merry jest, even as one who 


‘Gramercy, sir, quoth Gawain, ‘in good 30 wist not what to do for joy; and he cried 


faith, all the honour is yours, may the High 
King give it you, and I am but at your will 
to work your behest, inasmuch as I am be- 
holden to you in great and small by rights.’ 


aloud to the knight, ‘Ye have promised to 
do the thing I bid ye: will ye hold to this 
behest, here, at once?’ 

‘Yea, forsooth,’ said that true knight, 


Then the lord did his best to persuade the 35 ‘while I abide in your burg I am bound by 


knight to tarry with him, but Gawain an- 
swered that he might in no wise do so. 
-Then the host asked him courteously what 
stern behest had driven him at the holy 


your behest.’ 


‘Ye have traveled from far,’ said the host, ~] 


‘and since then ye have waked with me, ye 
are not well refreshed by rest and sleep, as 


season from the king’s court, to fare all40I know. Ye shall therefore abide in your 


alone, ere yet the feast was ended? 
‘Forsooth,’ quoth the knight, ‘ye say but 

the truth: ’tis a high quest and a pressing 

that hath brought me afield, for I am sum- 


- 


chamber, and lie at your ease to-morrow at 
Mass-tide, and go to meat when ye will with 
my wife, who shall sit with you, and comfort 
you with her company till I return; and I 


moned myself to a certain place, and [45shall rise early and go forth to the chase.’ 


know not whither in the world I may wend 
to find it; so help me-Christ, I would give 
all the kingdom of Logres an I might find it 
by New Year’s morn. \Therefore, sir, I 


And Gawain agreed to all this courteously. — 

‘Sir knight,’ quoth the host, ‘we will 
make a covenant. Whatsoever I win in the 
wood shall be yours, and whatever may fall 


make request of you that ye tell me truly if 50 to your share, that shall ye exchange for it. 


ye ever heard word of the Green Chapel, 
where it may be found, and the Green 
Knight that keeps it. For I am pledged by 


Let us swear, friend, to make this exchange, 
however our hap may be, for worse or for 
better.’ 


Then the lord quoth, laughing, ‘Now must” 


{ 
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‘I grant ye your will,’ quoth Gawain the fell dying on the banks. The hounds fol- 
good; ‘if ye list so to do, it liketh me well.’ lowed swiftly on their tracks, and hunters, 
‘Bring hither the wine-cup, the bargain is blowing the horn, sped after them with 
made,’ so said the lord of that castle. They ringing shouts as if the cliffs burst asunder. 
laughed each one, and drank of the wine, 5 What game escaped those that shot was run 
and made merry, these lords and ladies, as down at the outer ring. Thus were they 
it pleased them. Then with gay talk and driven on the hills, and harassed at the 
merry jest they arose, and stood, and spoke waters, so well did the men know their work, 
softly, and kissed courteously, and took and the greyhounds were so great and swift 
Jeave of each other. With burning torches, 10 that they ran them down as fast as the 
and many a serving-man, was each led to hunters could slay them. Thus the lord 
his couch; yet ere they gat them to bed the passed the day in mirth and joyfulness, 
old lord oft repeated their covenant, for he even to nightfall. 
knew well how to make sport. So the lord roamed the woods, and Ga- 
15 wain, that good knight, lay ever a-bed, cur- 
ul tained about, under the costly coverlet, 
Full early, ere daylight, the folk rose up; while the daylight gleamed on the walls. 
the guests who would depart called their fAnd as he lay half slumbering, he heard a 
grooms, and they made them ready, and ‘little sound at the door, and he raised his 
saddied the steeds, tightened up the girths, 20 head, and caught back a corner of the cur- 
and trussed up their mails. The knights, tain, and waited to see what it might be. 
all arrayed for riding, leapt up lightly, and It was the lovely lady, the lord’s wife; she 
took their bridles, and each rode his way as shut the door softly behind her, and turned 
pleased him best. towards the bed; and Gawain was shamed, 
The lord of the land was not the last. 25 laid him down softly and made as if he slept. 
Ready for the chase, with many of his men, And she came lightly to the bedside, within 
he ate a sop hastily when he had heard Mass, _ the curtain, and sat herself down beside him, 
and then with blast of the bugle fared forth to wait till he wakened. The knight lay 
to the field. He and his nobles were to horse there awhile, and marveled within himself 
ere daylight glimmered upon the earth. 30 what her coming might betoken; and he said 
Then the huntsmen coupled their hounds, to himself, ‘’T were more seemly if I asked 
unclosed the kennel door, and called them her what hath brought her hither.’ Then he 
out. They blew three blasts gaily on the made feint to waken, and turned towards 
bugles, the hounds bayed fiercely, and they her, and opened his eyes as one astonished, 
that would go a-hunting checked and chas- 35 and crossed himself; and she looked on him 
tised them. A hundred hunters. there were. laughing, with her cheeks red and white, 
of the best, so I have heard tell. Then the , lovely to behold, and small smiling lips. 


trackers gat them to the trysting-place and “ ‘Good morrow, Sir Gawain,’ said that fair 
uncoupled the hounds, and the forest rang lady; ‘ye are but a careless sleeper, since 
again with their gay blasts. 40 one can enter thus. Now are ye taken un- 


At the first sound of the hunt the game  awares, and lest ye escape me I shall bind 
quaked for fear, and fled, trembling, along you in your bed; of that be ye assured!’ 
the vale. They betook them to the heights, Laughing, she spake these words. 
but the liers in wait turned them back with ‘Good morrow, fair lady,’ quoth Gawain 
loud cries; the harts they let pass them, and 45 blithely. ‘I will do your will, as it likes me 
the stags with their spreading antlers, for well. For I yield me readily, and pray your 
the lord had forbidden that they should be — grace, and that is best, by my faith, since I 
slain, but the hinds and the does they turned needs must do so.’ Thus he jested again, 
back, and drave down into the valleys. .laughing. ‘But an ye would, fair lady, 
Then might ye see much shooting of arrows. 50 grant me this grace that ye pray your pris- 
As the deer fled under the boughs a broad  oner to rise. I would get me from bed, and 
whistling shaft smote and wounded each array me better, then could I talk with ye 
sorely, so that, wounded and bleeding, they, in more comfort,’ 
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r, ‘Nay, forsooth, fair sir,’ quoth the lady, ‘Well I wot,’ quoth Sir Gawain, ‘that ye 
‘ye shall not rise, I will rede ye better. I have chosen a better; but I am proud that 
shall keep ye here, since ye can do no other, ye should so prize me, and as your servant 
and talk with my knight whom I have cap-_ do I hold ye my sovereign, and your knight 
tured. For I know well that ye are Sir 5am I, and may Christ reward ye.’ 

LGawain, whom all the world worships, where- So they talked of many matters till mid- 
soever ye may ride. Your honour and your morn was past, and ever the lady made as 
courtesy are praised by lords and ladies, by — though she loved him, and the knight turned 
all who live. Now ye are here and we are _ her speech aside. For though she were the 
alone, my lord and his men are afield; the 10 brightest of maidens, yet had he forborne 
serving men in their beds, and my maidens _ to show her love for the danger that awaited 
also, and the door shut upon us. And since — him, and the blow that must be given with- 
in this hour I have him that all men love, I out delay. 
shall use my time well with speech, while it Then the lady prayed her leave from him, 7 
lasts. Ye are welcome to my company, for 15 and he granted it readily. And she gave him 
it behoves me in sooth to be your servant.’ good-day, with laughing glance, but he must 


‘In good faith,’ quoth Gawain, ‘I think needs marvel at her words: a 
me that I am not him of whom ye speak, for ‘Now He that speeds fair speech reward 
unworthy am I of such service as ye here ye this disport; but that ye be Gawain my 
profier. In sooth, I were glad if I might set 20 mind misdoubts me greatly.’ _ 
myself by word or service to your pleasure; ‘Wherefore?’ quoth the knight quickly, 
a pure joy would it be to me!’ fearing lest he had lacked in some courtesy. 


‘In good faith, Sir Gawain,’ quoth the And the lady spake:\‘So true a knight as— 
gay lady, ‘the praise and the prowess that Gawain is holden, and one so perfect in | 
pleases all ladies I lack them not, nor hold 25 courtesy, would never have tarried so long | \y— 
them light; yet are there ladies enough who with a lady but he would of his courtesy 
would liever now have the knight in their — have craved a kiss at parting.’ - 
hold, as I have ye here, to dally with your Then quoth Gawain, ‘T wot I will do even 
courteous words, to bring them comfort and as it may please ye, and kiss at your com- 
to ease their cares, than much of the treasure 30 mandment, as a true knight should who 
and the gold that are theirs.\ And now, forbears to ask for fear of displeasure.’ 

| through the grace of Him who upholds the At that she came near and bent down and 
heavens, I have wholly in my power that kissed the knight, and each commended the 


} which they all desire!’ other to Christ, and she went forth from the 
Thus the lady, fair to look upon, made 35 chamber softly. 
him great cheer, and Sir Gawain, with mod- Then Sir Gawain rose and called his 


est words, answered her again: ‘Madam,’ chamberlain and chose his garments, and 
he quoth, ‘may Mary requite ye, for in good when he was ready he gat him forth to Mass, 
faith I have found in ye a noble frankness. and then went to meat, and made merry all 
Much courtesy have other folk shown me, 40 day till the rising of the moon, and never 
but the honour they have done me is naught had a knight fairer lodging than had he 
to the worship of yourself, who knoweth but with those two noble ladies, the elder and 
good.’ the younger. 
‘By Mary,’ quoth the lady, ‘I think And ever the lord of the land chased the 
[ otherwise; for were I worth all the women 45 hinds through holt and heath till eventide, 
alive, and had I the wealth of the world in and then with much blowing of bugles and 
my hand, and might choose me a lord to my baying of hounds they bore the game home- 
liking, then, for all that I have seen in ye, ward; and by the time daylight was done 
Sir Knight, of beauty and courtesy and all the folk had returned to that fair castle. 
blithe semblance, and for all that I have50 And when the lord and Sir Gawain met to-> 
hearkened and hold for true, there should gether, then were they both well pleased. 
be no knight on earth to be chosen before The lord commanded them all to assemble 
yel’ in the great hall, and the ladies to descend 
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with their maidens, and there, before them hastened to the ery, forty at once, and there 
all, he bade the men fetch in the spoil of the rose such a clamour from the pack that the 
day’s hunting, and he called unto Gawain, rocks rang again. The huntsmen spurred 


,and counted the tale of the beasts, and them on with shouting and blasts of the 
“showed them unto him, and said, ‘What 5horn; and the hounds drew together to a 


think ye of this game, Sir Knight? Have I thicket betwixt the water and a high crag 
deserved of ye thanks for my woodcraft?’ in the cliff beneath the hillside. There where 
‘Yea, I wis,’ quoth the other, ‘here is the the rough rock fell ruggedly they, the hunts- 
fairest spoil I have seen this seven year in men, fared to the finding, and cast about 
the winter season.’ 10 round the hill and the thicket behind them. 
‘And all this do I give ye, Gawain,’ quoth The knights wist well what beast was within, 
the host, ‘for by accord of covenant ye may and would drive him forth with the blood- 
claim it as your own.’ hounds. And as they beat the bushes, sud- 
‘That in sooth,’ quoth the other, ‘I grant denly over the beaters there rushed forth a 
you that same; and I have fairly won this 15 wondrous great and fierce boar, long since 
within walls, and with as good will do I had he left the herd to roam™ by himself. 
yield it to ye. With that he clasped his Grunting, he cast many to the ground, and 
hands round the lord’s neck and kissed him fled forth at his best speed, without more 
as courteously as he might. ‘Take ye here mischief. The men hallooed loudly and 
my spoils, no more have I won; ye should 20 cried, ‘Hay! Hay!’ and blew the horns to 
have it freely, though it were greater than urge on the hounds, and rode swiftly after 
this.’ the boar. Many a time did he turn to bay 
“Tis good, said the host, ‘gramercy and tare the hounds, and they yelped, and 
thereof. Yet were I fain to know where ye howled shrilly. Then the men made ready 
won this same favour, and if it were by 25 their arrows and shot at him, but the points 
your own wit?’ were turned on his thick hide, and the barbs 
‘Nay,’ answered Gawain, ‘that was not would not bite upon him, for the shafts 
in the bond. Ask me no more: ye have — shivered in pieces, and the head but leapt 
taken what was yours by right, be content again wherever it hit. 
with that.’ 30 But when the boar felt the stroke of the 
They laughed and jested together, and arrows he waxed mad with rage, and turned 
sat them down to supper, where they were on the hunters and tare many, so that, af- 
served with many dainties; and after supper frightened, they fled before him. But the 
they sat by the hearth, and wine was served lord on a swift steed pursued him, blowing 
out to them; and oft in their jesting they 35his bugle; as a gallant knight he rode 
promised to observe on the morrow the through the woodland chasing the boar till 
same covenant that they had made before, the sun grew low. 
and whatever chance might betide to ex- So did the hunters this day, while Sir Ga- 
change their spoil, be it much or little, when wain lay in his bed lapped in rich gear; and 
they met at night. Thus they renewed their 40 the lady forgat not to salute him, for early 
bargain before the whole court, and then the was she at his side, to cheer his mood. 
night-drink was served, and each courte- “™ She came to the bedside and looked on the 
ously took leave of the other and gat him to knight, and Gawain gave her fit greeting, 
bed. and she greeted him again with ready words, 
By the time the cock had crowed thrice 45 and sat her by his side and laughed, and with 
the lord of the castle had left his bed; Mass a sweet look she spoke to him: 
was sung-and meat fitly served. The folk ‘Sir, if ye be Gawain, I think it a wonder 
were forth to the wood ere the day broke, that ye be so stern and cold, and care not for 
with hound and horn they rode over the plain, _ the courtesies of friendship, but if one teach 
and uncoupled their dogs among the thorns.50 ye to know them ye cast the lesson out of 
Soon they struck on the scent, and the hunt your mind. Ye have soon forgotten what I 
cheered on the hounds who were first to taught ye yesterday, by all the truest.tokens 
seize it, urging them with shouts. Theothers that I knew!’ 
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‘What is that?’ quoth the knight. I, in my turn, should take it upon me to 
‘I trow I know not. If it be sooth that — tell of love and such like matters to ye who 
ye say, then is the blame mine own.’ know more by half, or a hundred fold, of 
- ‘But I taught ye of kissing,’ quoth the such craft than I do, or ever shall in all my 
fair lady. ‘Wherever a fair countenance 5lifetime, by my troth ’t were folly indeed! 

he shown him, it behoves a courteous knight — I will work your will to the best of my might 
~ quickly to claim a kiss.’ as I am bounden, and evermore will I be | 
™ “Nay, my dear,’ said Sir Gawain, ‘cease your servant, so help me Christ!’ 

that speech; that durst I not do lest I Then often with guile she questioned that 
were denied, for if I were forbidden I wot 10 knight that she might win him to woo her, 
I were wrong did I further entreat.’ but he defended himself so fairly that none 
— ‘T’ faith,’ quoth the lady merrily, ‘ye might in any wise blame him, and naught 
poem not be forbid, ye are strong enough but bliss and harmless jesting was there 
to constrain by strength an ye will, were between them. | They laughed and talked 
/any so discourteous as to give ye denial.’ 15 together till at last she kissed him, and 
~~ *Yea, by heaven,’ said Gawain, ‘ye speak craved her leave of him, and went her way. 
well; but threats profit little in the land Then the knight arose and went forth 
where I dwell, and so with a gift that is to Mass, and afterward dinner was served 
given not of good will! Lam at your com-. and he sat and spake with the ladies all 
mandment to kiss when ye like, to take or20day. But the lord of the castle rode ever 


to leave as ye list.’ over the land chasing the wild boar, that 
Then the lady bent.her down and kissed fled through the thickets, slaying the best 
him courteously, of his hounds and breaking their backs in 


And as they spake together she said, sunder; till at last he was so weary he 
‘T would learn somewhat from ye, an ye 25 might run no longer, but made for a hole 
would not be wroth; for young ye are and ina mound by a rock. He got the mound 
fair, and so courteous and knightly as ye at his back and faced the hounds, whetting 
are known to be, the head of all chivalry, his white tusks and foaming at the mouth. 
and versed in all wisdom of love and war— The huntsmen stood aloof, fearing to draw 
tis ever told of true knights how they ad-30nigh him; so many of them had been 
ventured their lives for their true love, and already wounded that they were loath to be 
endured hardships for her favours, and torn with his tusks, so fierce he was and mad 
avenged her with valour, and eased her sor- with rage. At length the lord himself came 
rows, and brought joy to her bower; and ye up, and saw the beast at bay, and the men 
are the fairest knight of your time, and your 35 standing aloof. Then quickly he sprang 
fame and your honour are everywhere, yet to the ground and drew out a bright blade, 
I have sat by ye here twice, and never a and waded through the stream to the boar. 
word have I heard of Joye! Ye who are When the beast was aware of the knight 
so courteous and skilled in such love ought with weapon in hand, he set up his bristles 
surely to teach one so young and unskilled 40 and snorted loudly, and many feared for 
some little craft of true love! Why are ye — their lord lest he should be slain. Then the 
so unlearned who art otherwise so famous? boar leapt upon the knight so that beast and 
Or is it that ye deemed me unworthy to man were one atop of the other in the water; 
hearken to your teaching? For shame, but the boar had the worst of it, for the 
Sir Knight! I come hither alone and sit45man had marked, even as he sprang, and 
at your side to learn of ye some skill; teach set the point of his brand to the beast’s 
me of your wit, while my lord is from home.’ chest, and drove it up to the hilt, so that 
‘In good faith,’ quoth Gawain, ‘is my the heart was split in twain, and the boar 
joy and my profit that so fair a lady as _ fell snarling, and was swept down by the 
ye are should deign to come hither, and 50 water to where a hundred hounds seized on 
trouble ye with so poor a man, and make him, and the men drew him to shore for the 
sport with your knight with kindly coun- dogs to slay. 
tenance, it pleaseth_me much. But that Then was there loud blowing of horns and 
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baying of hounds, the huntsmen smote off term when he must fulfil his pledge.) But 
the boar’s head, and hung the carcase by | the lord would withhold him from so doing, 
the four feet to a stout pole, and so went on | and prayed him to tarry, and said, 

their way homewards. The head they bore ™ ‘As I am a true knight I swear my troth 
before the lord himself, who had slain the 5 that ye shall come to the Green Chapel to 
beast at the ford by force of his strong hand. achieve your task on New Year’s morn, 

It seemed him o’er long ere he saw Sir. long before prime. Therefore abide ye in 
Gawain in the hall, and he called, and the your bed, and I will hunt in this wood, and 
guest came to. take that which fell to his hold ye to the covenant to exchange with 
share. And when he saw Gawain the lord 10 me against all the spoil I may bring hither. 
laughed aloud, and bade them call the ladies For twice have I tried ye, and found ye true, 
and the household together, and he showed and the morrow shall be the third time and 
them the game, and told them the tale, how the best. Make we merry now while we 
they hunted the wild boar through the woods, may, and think on joy, for misfortune may 
and of his length and breadth and height; 15 take a man whensoever it wills.’ 
and Sir Gawain commended his deeds and ,;~ Then Gawain granted his request, and 
praised him for his valour, well proven, for | they brought them drink, and they gat them 
so mighty a beast had he never seen before. \with lights to bed. 

Then they handled the huge head, and ~ Sir Gawain lay and slept softly, but the 
the lord said aloud, ‘Now, Gawain, this 20 lord, who was keen on woodcraft, was afoot 
game is your own by sure covenant, as ye early. After Mass he and his men ate a 
right well know.’ morsel, and he asked for his steed; all the 

“Tis sooth,’ quoth the knight, ‘and as knights who should ride with him were al- 
truly will I give ye all I have gained.’ He ready mounted before the hall gates. 
took the host. round the neck, and kissed25 ’T was a fair frosty morning, for the sun 
him courteously twice. ‘Now are we quits,’ rose red in ruddy vapour, and the welkin 
he said, ‘this eventide, of all the covenants was clear of clouds. The hunters scattered 
that we made since I came hither.’ them by a forest side, and the rocks rang 

And the lord answered, ‘By Saint Giles, again with the blast of their horns. Some 
ye are the best I know; ye will be rich in a 30 came on the scent of a fox, and a hound gave 
short space if ye drive such bargains!’ tongue; the huntsmen shouted, and the 

Then they set up the tables on trestles, pack followed in a crowd on the trail. 
and covered them with fair cloths, and lit The fox ran before them, and when they 
waxen tapers on the walls. The knights sat saw him they pursued him with noise and 
and were served in the hall, and much game 35 much shouting, and he wound and turned 
and glee was there round the hearth, with through many a thick grove, often cowering 
many songs, both at supper and after; song and hearkening in a hedge. At last by a 
of Christmas, and new carols, with all the little ditch he leapt out of a spinney, stole 
mirth one may think of. And ever that away slily by a copse path, and so out of 
lovely lady sat by the knight, and with still 40 the wood and away from the hounds. But 
stolen looks made such feint of pleasing him, he went, ere he wist, to a chosen tryst, and 
that Gawain marveled much, and was wroth three started forth on him at once, so he 
with himself, but he could not for his cour- must needs double back, and betake him to 
tesy return her fair glances, but dealt with the wood again. 
her cunningly, however she might strive to45 Then was it joyful to hearken to the 
wrest the thing. hounds; when all the pack had met together 

When they had tarried in the hali solong and had sight of their game they made as 
as it seemed them good, they turned to the loud a din as if all the lofty cliffs had fallen 
inner chamber and the wide hearth-place, clattering together. The huntsmen shouted 
and there they drank wine, and the host 50and threatened, and followed close upon 
proffered to renew the covenant for New him,so that he might scarce escape, but 
Year’s Eve; but the knight craved leave to Reynard was wily, and he turned and 
depart on the morrow, for it was nigh to the doubled upon them, and led the lord and 
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his men over the hills, now on the slopes, now (and he smiled as he spake) ‘no such love *) y_ 
in the vales, while the knight at home slept have I, nor do I think to have yet awhile.’ | x 
through the cold morning beneath his costly ‘That is the worst word I may hear,” 
curtains. quoth the lady, ‘but in sooth I have mine 

But the fair lady of the castle rose be- 5answer; kiss me now courteously, and I 
times, and clad herself in a rich mantle that will go hence; I can but mourn as a maiden 
reached even to the ground, left her throat that loves much.’ 
and her fair neck bare, and was bordered Sighing, she stooped down and kissed him, 
and lined with costly furs. On her head and then she rose up and spake as she stood, 
she wore no golden cirelet, but a network of 10 ‘Now, dear, at our parting do me this grace: “| 
precious stones, that gleamed and shone give me some gift, if it were but thy glove, | 
through her tresses in clusters of twenty that I may bethink me of my knight, and | 
together. Thus she came into the chamber, lessen my mourning.’ - 
closed the door after her, and set open a ‘Now, I wis,’ quoth the knight, ‘I would 

indow, and called to him gaily, ‘Sir Knight, 15 that I had here the most precious thing that 
how may ye sleep? The morning is so fair.’ I possess on earth that I might leave ye as 

Sir Gawain was deep in slumber, and in — love-token, great or small, for ye have de- 
his dream he vexed him‘much for the destiny served forsooth more reward than I might 
that should befall him on the morrow, when’ give ye. But it is not to your honour to 
he should meet the knight at the Green 20 have at this time a glove for reward as gift 
Chapel, and abide his blow; but when the from Gawain, and I am here on a strange 
lady spake he heard her, and came to him- errand, and have no man with me, nor mails 
self, and roused from his dream and answered with goodly things—that mislikes me 
swiftly. The lady came laughing, and kissed much, lady, at this time; but each man 
him courteously, and he welcomed her fit- 25 must fare as he is taken, if for sorrow and 
tingly with a cheerful countenance. He saw ill.’ 
her so glorious and gaily dressed, so faultless ‘Nay, knight highly honoured,’ quoth 
of features and complexion, that it warmed that lovesome lady, ‘though I have naught of 
his heart to look upon her. yours, yet shall ye have somewhat of mine. —, 

They spake to each other smiling, and all 30 With that she reached him a ring of red p#> 
was bliss and good cheer between them. gold with a sparkling stone therein, that 
They exchanged fair words, and much happi- shone even as the sun (wit ye well, it was 

ess was therein, yet was there a gulf be- worth many marks); but the knight refused 
ween them, and she might win no more of _ it, and spake readily, 
her knight, for that gallant prince watched 35 ‘I will take no gift, lady, at this time. I 
well his words — he would neither take her have none to give, and none will I take.’ 
jlove, nor frankly refuse it. He cared for his She prayed him to take it, but he refused 
courtesy, lest he be deemed churlish, and her prayer, and sware in sooth that he 
yet_more for his honour lest he be traitor to would not have it. 
his host. ‘God forbid,’ quoth he to himself,40 The lady was sorely vexed, and said, ‘If ye 
‘that it should so befall.’ Thus with cour- refuse my ring as too costly, that ye will 
teous words did he set aside all the special not be so highly beholden to me, I will give 
speeches that came from her lips. you my girdle as a lesser gift.’ With that 

Then spake the lady to the knight, ‘Ye she loosened a lace that was fastened at her 
deserve blame if ye hold not that lady who 45 side, knit upon her kirtle under her mantle. 
sits beside ye above all else in the world, if It was wrought of green silk, and gold, only 
ye have not already a love whom ye hold _ braided by the fingers, and that she offered 
dearer, and like better, and have sworn such to the knight, and besought him though it 
firm faith to that lady that ye careanot to were of little worth that he would take it, 
joose it— and that am I now fain to be-50and he said nay, he would touch neither 
lieve. And now I pray ye straitly that-ye gold nor gear ere God give him grace to 
tell me that in truth, and_hide-it not.’ achieve the adventure for which he had 

And the knight answered, ‘By Saint John’ come hither. ‘And therefore, I pray ye, 


114 


displease ye not, jand ask me no longer, for 
I may not grant it. I am dearly beholden 
to ye for the favour ye have shown me, and 
ever, in heat and cold, will I be your true 
servant.’ 

‘Now,’ said the lady, ‘ye refuse this silk, 
for it 1s simple in itself, and so it seems, in- 
deed; lo, it is small to look upon and less 
in cost, but whoso knew the virtue that is 
knit therein he would, peradventure, value 
it more highly. | For whatever knight is 
girded with this green lace, while he bears 
it knotted about him there is no man under 
heaven can overcome him, for he may not 
be slain for any magic on earth.’ 

Then Gawain bethought him, and it came 
into his heart that this were a jewel for the 
jeopardy that awaited him when he came 
to the Green Chapel to seek the return blow 
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the hounds near at hand, and Reynard carne 
creeping through a thick grove, with all the 
pack at his heels. Then the lord drew out 
his shining brand, and cast it at the beast, 


5 and the fox swerved aside for the sharp edge, 


and would have doubled back, but a hound 
was on him ere he might turn, and right 
before the horse’s feet they all fell on him, 
and worried him fiercely, snarling the while. 

Then the lord leapt from his saddle, and 
caught the fox from the jaws, and held it 
aloft over his head, and hallooed loudly, 
and many brave hounds bayed as they be- 
held it; and the hunters hied them thither, 


15 blowing their horns; all that bare bugles 


blew them at once, and all the others 
shouted. “Twas the merriest meeting that 
ever men heard, the clamour that was raised 
at the death of the fox. They rewarded the 


— could he so order it that he should escape 20 hounds, stroking them and rubbing their 


unslain, ’t were a craft worth trying. Then 
he bare with her chiding, and let her say her 
say, and she pressed the girdle on him and 
prayed him to take it, and he granted her 


prayer, and she gave it him with good will, 2 


and besought him for her sake never to re- 
veal it but to hide it loyally from her lord; 
and the knight agreed that never should 
any man know it, save they two alone. He 


heads, and took Reynard and stripped him 
of his coat; then blowing their horns, they 
turned them homewards, for it was nigh 
nightfall. 

The lord was gladsome at his return, and 
found a bright fire on the hearth, and the 
knight beside it, the good Sir Gawain, who 
was in joyous mood for the pleasure he had 
had with the ladies. He wore a robe of blue, 


thanked her often and heartily, and she 30that reached even to the ground, and a 


kissed him for the third time. 

Then she took her leave of him, and when 
she was gone Sir Gawain rose, and clad him 
in rich attire, and took the girdle, and 


surcoat richly furred, that became him well. 
A hood like to the surcoat fell on his shoul- 
ders, and all alike were done about with fur. 
He met the host in the midst of the floor, 


knotted it round him, and hid it beneath his 35 and jesting, he greeted him, and said, ‘Now 


robes. Then he took his way to the chapel, 
and sought out a priest privily and prayed 
him to teach him better how his soul might 
be saved when he should go hence; and 


shall I be first to fulfil our covenant which 
we made together when there was no lack 
of wine.’ Then he embraced the knight, 
and kissed him thrice, as solemnly as he 


there he shrived him, and showed his mis- 40 might. 


deeds, both great and small, and besought 
merey and craved absolution; and the 
priest assoiled him, and set him as clean as 
if Doomsday had been on the morrow. And 


‘Of a sooth,’ quoth the other, ‘ye have 
good luck in the matter of this covenant, 
if ye made a good exchange!’ 

‘Yea, it matters naught of the exchange,’ 


afterwards Sir Gawain made him merry with 45 quoth Gawain, ‘since what I owe is swiftly 


the ladies, with carols, and all kinds of joy, as 
never he did but that one day, even to 
nightfall; and all the men marveled at him, 
and said that never since he came thither 
had he been so merry. 

Meanwhile the lord of the castle was 
abroad chasing the fox; awhile he lost him, 


and as he rode through a spinney he heard 


paid.’ 

‘Marry,’ said the other, ‘mine is behind, 
for | have hunted all this day, and naught 
have I got-but-this.foul foxskin, and that is 


50 but poor payment for three such kisses as 


ye have here given me.’ 
‘Enough,’ quoth Sir Gawain, ‘I thank 
ye, by the Rood.’ 
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Thea the lord told them of his hunting, 
and how the fox had been slain. 

With mirth and minstrelsy, and dainties 
at their will, they made them as merry as 
a folk well might till *t was time for them 
to sever, for at last they must needs betake 
them to their beds. Then the knight took 
his leave of the lord, and thanked him fairly. 

‘For the fair sojourn that I have had 
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blew from the heights, and made great drifts 

in the valleys. The knight, lying in his bed, 

listened, for though his eyes were shut, he 

might sleep but little, and hearkened every 
5 cock that crew. 

He arose ere the day broke, by the light 
of a lamp that burned in his chamber, 
and ealled to his chamberlain, bidding him 
bring his armour and saddle his steed. The 


here at this high feast may the High King 10 other gat him up, and fetched his garments, , 


give ye honour. I give ye myself, as one 
of your servants, if ye so like; for I must 
needs, as you know, go hence with the morn, 
and ye will give me, as ye promised, a 


and robed Sir Gawain. 

First he clad him in his clothes to keep 
off the cold, and then in his harness, which 
was well and fairly kept. Both hauberk and 


guide to show me the way to the Green 15 plates were well burnished, the rings of the 


Chapel, an God will suffer me on New Year’s 
Day to deal the doom of my weird.’ 

‘By my faith,’ quoth the host, ‘all that 

[. ever I promised, that shall I keep with good 


rich byrny freed from rust, and all as fresh 
as at first, so that the knight was fain to 
thank them. Then he did on each piece, 
and bade them bring his steed, while he 


will.’ Then he gave him a servant to set 20 put the fairest raiment on himself; his coat 


him in the way, and lead him by the downs, 
that he should have no need to ford the 
stream, and. should fare by the shortest 
road through the groves; and Gawain 


with its fair cognizance, adorned with pre- 
cious stones upon velvet, with broidered 
seams, and all furred within with costly skins. 
And he left not the lace, the lady’s gift, 


thanked the lord for the honour done him. 25 that Gawain forgot not, for his own good. 


Then he would take leave of the ladies, and 
courteously he kissed them, and spake, 
praying them to receive his thanks, and they 
made like reply; then with many sighs they 


When he had girded on his sword he wrapped 
the gift twice about him, swathed around 
his waist. The girdle of green silk set gaily 
and well upon the royal red cloth, rich to 


commended him to Christ, and he departed 30 behold, but the knight ware it not for 


courteously from that folk. Each man that 
he met he thanked him for his service and 
his solace, and the pains he had been at 
to do his will; and each found it as hard 


pride of the pendants, polished though they 
were with fair gold that gleamed brightly 
on the ends, but to save himself from sword 
and knife, when it behoved him to abide his 


to part from the knight as if he had ever 35 hurt without question. With that the hero 


dwelt with him. 

Then they led him with torches to his 
chamber, and brought him to his bed to 
rest. That he slept soundly I may not say, 


went forth, and.thanked that kindly folk 
full often. 

Then was Gringalet ready, that was 
great and strong, and had been well cared 


for the morrow gave him much to think on. 40 for and tended in every wise; in fair con- 


Let him rest awhile, for he was near that 
which he sought, and if ye will but listen to 
me I will tell ye how it fared with him there- 
after. 


IV 


Now the New Year drew nigh, and the 
night passed, and the day chased the dark- 
ness, as is God’s will; but wild weather 


dition was that proud steed, and fit for a 
journey. Then Gawain went to him, and 
looked on his coat, and said by his sooth, 
‘There is a folk in this place that thinketh 


45 on honour; much joy may they have, and the 


lord who maintains them, and may all good 
betide that lovely lady all her life long. 
Since they for charity cherish a guest, and 
hold honour in their hands, may He who 


wakened therewith. The clouds cast the 50 holds the heaven on high requite them, and 


cold to the earth, with enough of the north 
to slay them that lacked clothing. The 
snow drave smartly, and the whistling wind 


also ye all. And if I might live anywhile 
on earth, I would give ye full reward, 
readily, if so I might.’ Then he set foot in 


— 
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the stirrup and bestrode his steed, and his 
squire gave him his shield, which he laid on 
his shoulder. Then he smote Gringalet with 
his golden spurs, and the steed pranced 
on the stones and would stand no longer. 

By that his man was mounted, who bare 
his spear and lance, and Gawain quoth, 
‘IT commend this castle to Christ, may he give 
it ever good fortune.’ Then the drawbridge 


was let down, and the broad gates unbarred 10 ye! 


and opened on both sides; the knight 
crossed himself, and passed through the 
gateway, and praised the porter, who knelt 
before the prince, and gave him good-day, 


MIDDLE ENGLISH PERIOD 


tell ye, as sooth as ye sit in saddle, if ye 
come there and that knight know it, ye 
shall be slain, though ye had twenty lives; 
trow me that truly! He has dwelt here full 


5 long and seen many a combat; ye may not 


defend ye against his blows. Therefore, 
good Sir Gawain, let the man be, and get ye 
away some other road; for God’s sake seek 
ye another land, and there may Christ speed 
And I will hie me home again, and 
I promise ye further that I will swear by 
God and the saints, or any other oath ye 
please, that I will keep counsel faithfully, 
and never let any wit the tale that ye fled 


and commended him to God. | Thus the 15 for fear of any man.’ 


knight went on his way with the one man 


who should guide him to that dread place 


‘where he should receive rueful payment. 


The two went by hedges where the boughs 


‘Gramercy,’ quoth Gawain, but ill-pleased. 
‘Good fortune. be his who wishes me good, 
and that thou wouldst keep faith with me 
I will believe; but didst thou keep it never 


were bare, and climbed the cliffs where the 20 so truly, an I passed here and fled for fear as 


cold clings. Naught fell from the heavens, 
but ’t was ill beneath them; mist brooded 
over the moor and hung on the mountains; 
each hill had a cap, a great cloak, of mist. 


thou sayest, then were I a coward knight, and 
might not be held guiltless. So I will to 
the chapel let. chance what may, and talk~ 
with that man, even as I may list, whether 


The streams foamed and bubbled between 25 for weal or for woe as fate may have it. 


their banks, dashing sparkling on 
shores where they shelved downwards. 
Rugged and dangerous was the way through 
the woods, till it was time for the sun-rising. 


the 


Fierce though he may be in fight, yet God 

knoweth well how to save His servants.’ 
‘Well,’ quoth the other, ‘now that ye 

have said so much that ye will take your 


‘Then were they on a high hill; the snow lay 300wn harm on yourself, and ye be pleased 


white beside them, and the man who rode 


with Gawain drew rein by his master. 

‘Sir,’ he said, ‘I have brought ye hither, 
and now ye are not far from the place that 
ye have sought so specially. 
ye for sooth, since I know ye well, and ye are 
such a knight as I well love, would ye follow 
my counsel ye would fare the better. The 
place whither ye go is accounted full perilous, 


for he who liveth in that waste is the worst on 40 bear ye fellowship one step further.’ 


earth, for he is strong and fierce, and loveth 
to deal mighty blows; taller he is than any 
man on earth, and greater of frame than 
any four in Arthur’s court, or in any other. 


to lose your life, I will neither let nor keep 
ye. Have here your helm and the spear in 
your hand, and ride down this same road 
beside the rock till ye come to the bottom 


But I will tell 35 of the valley, and there look a little to the 


left hand, and ye shall see in that vale the 
chapel, and the grim man who keeps it. 
Now fare ye well, noble Gawain; for all the 
gold on earth I would not go with ye nor 
With 
that the man turned his bridle into the wood, 
smote the horse with his spurs as hard as he 
could, and galloped off, leaving the knight 
alone. 


And this is his custom at the Green Chapel;45 Quoth Gawain, ‘I will neither greet 


there may no man pass by that place, how- 
ever proud his arms, but he does him to 


death by force of his hand, for he is a dis- 


courteous knight, and shows no merey. Be 


he churl or chaplain who rides by that 50 beside a grove. 


chapel, monk or mass priest, or any man 
else, he thinks it as pleasant to slay them 
as to pass alive himself. Therefore, I 


nor groan, but commend myself to God, 
and yield me to His will.’ 

Then the knight spurred Gringalet, and 
rode adown the path close in by a bank 
So he rode through the 
rough thicket, right into the dale, and 
there he halted, for it seemed him wild 
enough. No sign of a chapel could he 


SIR GAWAIN AND THE GREEN KNIGHT 117 


see, but high and burnt banks on either blow A ev heat Whatton to deal the 
side and rough rugged crags with great stones blow. An evil hea four feet large, 
above. An ill-looking place he thought it. no less, sharply ground, and bound to the 
Then he drew in his horse and looked handle by the lace that gleamed brightly. 
around to seek the chapel, but he saw 5 And the knight himself was all green as be- 
none and thought it strange. Then he fore, face.and foot,locks.and beard, but now 
saw as it were a mound on a level space he was afoot, When he came to the water he 
of land by a bank beside the stream where would not wade it, but sprang over with 
it ran swiftly,the water bubbled within the pole of his axe, and strode boldly over 
as if boiling. The knight turned his steed 10 the brent that was white with snow. 
to the mound, and lighted down and tied the Sir Gawain went to meet him, but he 
rein to the branch of a linden; and he turned made no low bow. The other said, ‘Now, 
to the mound and walked round it, question- fair sir, one may trust thee to keep tryst. 
ing with himself what it might be. It hada Thou art welcome, Gawain, to my place. 
hole at the end and at either side, and was 15 Thou hast timed thy coming as befits a 
overgrown with clumps of grass, and it was true man. Thou knowest the covenant 
hollow within as an old cave or the crevice set between us: at this time twelve months 
of a crag; he knew not what it might be. agone thou didst take that which fell to 
“Ah, quoth Gawain, ‘can this be the thee, and I at this New Year will readily 
Green Chapel? Here might the devil say 20requite thee. We are in this valley, verily 
his matins at midnight! Now I wis there alone, here are no knights to sever us, do 
is wizardry here. ’Tis an ugly oratory, all what we will. Have off thy helm from 
overgrown with grass, and “twould well thine head, and have here thy pay; make 
beseem that fellow in green to say his me no more talking than I did then when 
evotions on deyil’s wise. | Now feel I in 25 thou didst strike off my head with one blow.’ 
five wits, ‘tis the foul fiend himself who ‘Nay,’ quoth Gawain, ‘by God that. 
hath set me this tryst, to destroy me here! gave me life, I shall make no moan what- 
This is a chapel of mischance: ill-luck ever befall me, but make thou ready for 
betide it, ’t is the cursedest kirk that ever I the blow and [ shall stand still and oes 
came in!’ 30 never a word to thee, do as thou wilt.’ “5 
Helmet on head and lance in hand, he With that he bent his head and eee 
came up to the rough dwelling, when he his neck all bare, and made as if he had 
heard over the high hill beyond the brook, no fear, for he would not be thought adread. 
as it were in a bank, a wondrous fierce Then the Green Knight made him ready, 
noise, that rang in the cliff as if it would 35and grasped his grim weapon to smite 
cleave asunder. “Twas as if one ground Gawain. With all his force he bore it aloft 
a scythe on a grindstone, it whirred and with a mighty feint of slaying him: had it 
whetted like water on a mill-wheel and fallen as straight as he aimed he who was 
rushed and rang, terrible to hear. ever doughty of deed had been slain by the 
‘By God,’ quoth Gawain, ‘I trow that 40 blow. But Gawain swerved aside as the axe 
gear is preparing for the knight who will came gliding down to slay him as he stood, 
meet me here. Alas! naught may help me, and shrank a little with the shoulders, for 
yet should my life be forfeit, I fear not a jot!’ the sharp iron. The other heaved up the 
With that he called aloud»‘Who waiteth . blade and rebuked the prince with many 
‘in_this _place.to..give--me tryst? Now is 45 proud words: 
Gawain come hither: if any man will aught ‘Thou art not Gawain,’ he said, ‘who 
of him let him hasten hither now or never.’ is held so valiant, that never feared he 
L ‘Stay,’ quoth one on the bank above man by hill or vale, but thow shrinkest 
his head, ‘and _ye shall speedily have that for fear ere thou feelest hurt. Such cow- 
which I promised ye.’ Yet for a while 50 ardice did I never hear of Gawain! Neither 
the noise of whetting went on ere he ap-_ did /Z flinch from thy blow, or make strife in 
peared, and then he came forth from a King Arthur’s hall. My head fell to my 
cave in the crag with a fell weapon, a Dan- feet, and yet I fled not; but thou didst 


‘on the stones I cannot replace it. 
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wax faint of heart ere any harm befell. 
Wherefore must I be deemed the braver 
knight.’ 

Quoth Gawain, 
will I no more; 


‘IT shrank once, but so 
though an my head fall 
But 
haste, Sir Knight, by thy faith, and bring 
me to the point, deal me my destiny, and 
do it out of hand, for I will stand thee 


5 at heart it pleased him well. 
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Then the Green Knight drew off from 
him and leaned on his axe, setting the shaft 
on the ground, and looked on Gawain as he 
stood all armed and faced him fearlessly — 
Then he spake 
merrily in a loud voice, and said to the 


-knight, ‘Bold sir, be not so fierce, no man 
here hath done thee wrong, nor will do, save 
, by covenant, as we made at Arthur’s court. 


a stroke and move no more till thine axe10I promised thee a blow and thou hast it — 


have hit me — my troth on it.’ 

‘Have at thee, then,’ quoth the other, 
and heaved aloft the axe with fierce mien, 
as if he were mad. He struck at him fiercely 


hold thyself well paid! I release thee of all 
other claims. If I had been so minded I 
might perchance have given thee a rougher 
buffet. Tirst I menaced thee with a feigned 


but wounded him not, withholding his hand 15 one, and hurt thee not for the covenant 


ere it might strike him. 

Gawain abode the stroke, and flinched 
in no limb, but stood still as a stone or 
the stump of a tree that is fast rooted in 
the rocky ground with a hundred roots. 

Then spake gaily the man in green, 
‘So now thou hast thine heart whole it 
behoves me to smite. Hold aside thy 
hood that Arthur gave thee, and keep thy 
neck thus bent lest it cover it again.’ 

Then Gawain said angrily, ‘Why ie 
on thus? Thou dost threaten too long. 
I hope thy heart misgives thee.’ 


‘For sooth,’ quoth the other, ‘so fiercely 


that we made in the first night, and which 
thou didst hold truly. All the gain didst 
thou give me as a true man should. The 
other feint I proffered thee for the morrow: 


20my fair wife kissed thee, and thou didst 


give me her kisses — for both those days I 
gave thee two blows without scathe — true 
man, true return. But the third time thou 


didst fail, and therefore hadst thou” that — 


25 blow. For ’t is my weed thou wearest, that 
same woven girdle, my own wife wrought it, 
that do I wot for sooth. Now know I well 
thy kisses, and thy conversation, and the 
wooing of my wife, for ’twas mine own 


thou speakest I will no longer let thine 30 doing. I sent her to try thee, and in sooth 


errand wait its reward.’ Then he braced 
himself to strike, frowning with lips and 
brow, ’t was no marvel that it pleased but 
ill him who hoped for no rescue. He lifted 


I think thou art the most faultless knight 
that ever trode earth. As ‘a pearl among 
white peas is of more worth than they, so 
is Gawain, i’ faith, by other knights. But 


the axe lightly and let it fall with the edge 35 thou didst lack a little, Sir Knight, and 


of the blade on the bare neck. Though he 
struck swiftly, it hurt him no more than on 
the one side where it severed the skin. 
The sharp blade cut into the flesh so that the 


blood ran over his shoulder to the ground. 40 


And when the knight saw the blood stain- 
ing the snow, he sprang forth, swift-foot, 
more than a spear’s length, seized his hel- 
met and set it on his head, cast his shield 


over his shoulder, drew out his bright sword, 45 cowardice and covetousness, 


and spake boldly (mever since he was born 
was he half so blithe), ‘Stop, Sir Knight, 
bid me no more blows. I have stood a 
stroke here without flinching, and if thou 


wast wanting in loyalty, yet that was for 
no evil work, nor for wooing neither, but 


because thou lovedst thy life — therefore - 


I blame thee the less.’ 


Then the other stood a great while, still 


sorely angered and vexed within himself; 
all the blood flew to his face, and he shrank 
for shame as the Green Knight. spake; and 
the first words he said were, ‘Cursed be ye, 
for in ye is 
the destruction of virtue.’ Then he loosed 
the girdle, and gave it to the knight. ‘Lo, 
take there the falsity, may foul befall it! 
For fear of thy blow cowardice bade me 


give me another, I shall requite thee, and 50 make friends with covetousness and forsake 


give thee as good again. By the covenant 
made betwixt us in Arthur’s hall but one 
blow falls to me here. Halt, therefore.’ 


the customs of largess and loyalty, which 
befit all knights. Now am I faulty and false 
and have been afeared: from treachery and 


“? 
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) untruth come sorrow and care. I avow to I have dwelt, tell me what thy rightful 
thee, Sir Knight, that I have ill done; do name may be, and I will ask no more.’ 
then thy will. I shall be more wary here- ‘That will I truly,’ quoth the other. 
| after.’ ‘Bernlak de Hautdesert am I called in this . ¥ 
~ Then the other laughed and said gaily, 5land. Morgain le Fay ~dwelleth in mine 
‘IT wot I am whole of the hurt I had, and house, and through knowledge of clerkly 
( thou hast made such free confession of thy craft hath she taken many. For long time 
misdeeds, and hast so borne the penance of was she the mistress of Merlin, who knew 
mine axe edge, that I hold thee absolved well all you knights of the court. Morgain 
from that sin, and purged as clean as if thou 10 the goddess is she called therefore, and there 
,hadst never sinned since thou wast born. is none so haughty but she can bring him 
“And this girdle that is wrought with gold low. She sent me in this guise to yon fair 4— 
and green, like my raiment,do I give thee, hall to test the truth of the renown that is 
Sir Gawain, that thou mayest think upon spread abroad of the valour of the Round 
this chance when thou goest forth among 15 Table... She taught me this marvel to betray 
princes of renown, and keep this fora token your wits, to vex Guinevere and fright her 
of the adventure of the Green Chapel, as it to death by the man who spake with his 
chanced between chivalfous knights. And head in his hand at the high table. That is 
thou shalt come again with me to my dwell- she who is at home, that ancient lady, she is %— 
ing and pass the rest of this feast in glad-20even thine aunt, Arthur’s half-sister, the 
ness.’ Then the lord laid hold of him, and daughter of the Duchess of Tintagel, who 
said, ‘I wot we shall soon make peace with afterward married King Uther. Therefore 
my wife, who was thy bitter enemy.’ I bid thee, knight, come to thine aunt, and 
‘Nay, forsooth,’ said Sir Gawain, and make merry in thine house; my folk love 
seized his helmet and took it off swiftly, 25 thee, and I wish thee as well as any man on | 
and thanked the knight: ‘I have fared ill, earth, by my faith, for thy true dealing.’ <] 
may bliss betide thee, and may He who But Sir Gawain said nay, he would in no 
rules all things reward thee swiftly. Com- wise do so; so they embraced and_kissed, , 
mend me to that courteous lady, thy fair and commended each other to the Prince 
wife, and to the other my honoured ladies, 30 of Paradise, and parted right there, on the 
who have beguiled their knight with skilful cold ground. Gawain on his steed rode 
craft. But ’t is no maryel if one be made a _ swiftly to the king’s hall, and the Green 
fool and brought to.sorrow..by. women’s Knight got him whithersoever he would. 
wiles, for so was Adam beguiled by one, and Sir Gawain, who had thus won grace of 
Solomon by.many, and Samson all too soon, 35 his life, rode through wild ways on Gringa- 
y for Delilah dealt him his doom; and Dav id let; oft he lodged in a house, and oft with- 
thereafter was weddedwith Bathsheba, out) and many adventures did he have and 
which brought him much sorrow —if one came off victor full often, as at this time I 
might love a woman and believe her not, cannot relate in tale. The hurt that he had 
’t were great gain! And since all they were 40 in his neck was healed, he bare the shining 
beguiled by women, methinks ’tis the less girdle as a baldric bound by his side, and 
blame to me that I was misled! But as for made fast with a knot ’neath his left arm, 
thy girdle, that will I take with good will, in token that he was taken in a fault — and 
not for gain of the gold, nor for samite, nor thus he came in safety again to the court. 
silk, nor the costly pendants, neither for45 Then joy awakened in that dwelling when ~ 
weal nor for worship, but in sign of my the king knew that the good Sir Gawain was 
frailty. I shall look upon it when I ride in come, for he deemed it gain. King Arthur 
renown and remind myself of the fault and kissed the knight, and the queen also, and 
faintness of the flesh; and so when pride many valiant knights sought to embrace 
uplifts me for prowess of arms, the sight of 50him. They asked him how he had fared, 
this lace shall humble my heart. But one and he told them all that had chanced to 
thing would I pray, if it displease thee not: him—the adventure of the chapel, the 
since thou art lord of yonder land wherein fashion of the knight, the love of the lady —_| 


} 
| 
| 
} 
| 
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at last of the lace. He showed them the 
wound in the neck which he won for his 
disloyalty at the hand of the knight, the 
blood flew to his face for shame as he told 
the tale. 

‘Lo, lady,’ he quoth, and handled the 
lace, ‘this is the bond of the blame that I 
bear in my neck, this is the harm and the 
loss I have suffered, the cowardice and 


covetousness in which I was caught, the1o And through the chambre he toke 


token of my covenant in which I was taken. 
~And I must needs wear it so long as I live, 
\ for none may hide his harm, but undone it 
may not be, for if it hath clung to thee once, 
it may never be severed.’ 

Then the king comforted the knight, and 
the court laughed loudly at the tale, and all 
made accord that the lords and the ladies 
who belonged to the Round Table, each 


MIDDLE ENGLISH PERIOD 


There wyste no wyghte in Christente 15 
Howe well he loved that lady fre; 

He loved her more then seven yere, 

Yet was of love never the nere. 

He was not ryche of golde and fe,’ 


e A gentyll man forsoth was he. 20 


To no man durst he make his mone, 
But syghed sore hymselfe alone. 
And evermore, whan he was wo, 

Into his chambre would he goo; 

the 
waye, 25 

Into the gardyn, that was full gaye; 

And in the garden, as I wene, 

Was an arber fayre and grene, 

And in the arber was a tre, 


15 4 fayrer in the world might none be; 30 


The tre it was of cypresse, 

The fyrst tre that Jesu chese‘; 
The sother-wood* and sykamoure, 
The reed rose and the lyly-floure, 


hero among them, should wear bound about 20 The boxe, the beche, and the larel-tre, 35 


him a baldric of bright green for the sake of 
Sir Gawain. And to this was agreed all the 
honour of the Round Table, and he who ware 
it was honoured the more thereafter, as it 


The date, also the damyse,® 

The fylbyrdes hangyng to the ground, 

The fygge-tre, and the maple round, 

And other trees there was mane ane, 

The pyany,’ the popler, and the plane, 40 


is testified in the best book of romance. 25 With brode braunches all aboute, 


That in Arthur’s days this adventure befell, 
the book of Brutus bears witness. For since 
that bold knight came hither first, and the 
siege and the assault were ceased at Troy, 
I wis 


Many a venture herebefore 
Hath fallen such as this: 
May He that bare the crown of thorn 
Bring us unto His bliss. 
ca. 1375 Amen. 


THE SQUYR OF LOWE DEGRE 


Iv was a squyer of lowe degre 

That loved the kings doughter of Hungre. 
The squir was curteous and hend,! 

Ech man him loved and was his frend; 

He served the kyng her father dere, 5 
Fully the tyme of seven yere; 

For he was marshall of bis hall, 

And set the lords both great and smal. 

An hardy man he was, and wight, 


Both in batayle and in fyght; 10 
But ever he was styll mornyng, 
And no man wyste? for what thyng; 
And all was for that fayre lady, 
The kynges doughter of Hungry. 
1 gracious 4 chose 7 peony 
2 knew 5 southernwood 8 Jark 
3 wealth, money 6 damson 9 robin 


Within the arbar, and eke withoute; 

On every braunche sate byrdes thre, 
Syngynge with great melody, 

The lavorocke* and the nightyngale, 45 
The ruddocke? and the woodewale,” 

The pee!! and the popinjaye,” 

The thrustele sange both nyght and daye, 
The marlyn,® and the wrenne also, 

The swalowe whippynge to and fro, 50 
The jaye jangled them amonge, 


35 The larke began that mery songe, 


The sparowe spredde her on her spraye, 
The mavys songe with notes full gaye, 
The nuthake™ with her notes newe, 55 
The sterlynge set her notes full trewe, 
The goldefynche made full mery chere, 
Whan she was bente upon a brere, 
And many other foules mo, 
The osyll,® and the thrusshe also; 60 
And they sange wyth notes clere, 
Tn confortynge that squyere. 

And evermore, whan he was wo, 
Into that arber wolde he go, 
And under a bente he layde hym lowe, 65 
Ryght even under her chambre wyndowe; 
And lened his backe to a thorne, 
And sayd, ‘Alas, that I was borne! 
That I were ryche of golde and fe, 
13 merlin, a small hawk 


M4 nuthatch : 
18 ouzel, blackbird 


10 woodlark 
M1 wryneck 
12 parrot 


THE SQUYR OF LOWE DEGRE 


That I might wedde that lady fre! 70 
Of golde good, or some treasure, 
That I myght wedde that lady floure! 
Or elles come of so gentyll kynne, 
The ladyes love that I myght wynne. 
Wolde God that I were a kynges sonne, 75 
That ladyes love that 1 myght wonne! 
Or els so bolde in eche fyght, 
As Syr Lybius that gentell knyght, 
Or els so bolde in chyvalry, 
As Syr Gawayne, or Syr Guy; 80 
Or els so doughty of my hande 
As was the gyaunte Syr Colbrande, 
And it were put in jeopede! 
What man shoulde wynne that lady fre, 
Than should no man have her but I, 85 
The Kynges doughter of Hungry.’ 
But ever he sayde, ‘Wayle a waye! 
For poverte passeth all my paye!’ 
And as he made thys rufull chere, 
He sowned? downe in that arbere. 90 
That lady herde his mournyng all, 
Ryght under the chambre wall; 
In her oryall there she was 
Closed well with royall glas; 
Fulfylled it was with ymagery, 95 
Every wyndowe by and by, 
On eche syde had there a gynne,3 
Sperde with many a dyvers pynne. 
Anone that lady, fayre and fre, 
Undyd a pynne of yvere, 100 
And wyd the windowes she open set, 
The sunne shone in at her closet, 
In that arber fayre and gaye, 
She sawe where that squyre lay. 
The lady sayd to hym anone, 105 
‘Syr, why makest thou that mone? 
And whi thou mournest night and day 
Now tell me, squyre, I thee pray; 
And, as I am a true lady, 
Thy counsay] shall I never dyscry; 110 
And, yf it be no reprefe* to thee, 
Thy bote’ of bale yet shall I be.’ 
And often was he in wele and wo, 
But never so well as he was tho. 
The squyer set hym on hys kne, 115 
And sayde, ‘Lady, it is for thee, 
I have loved this seven yere, 
And bought thy love, lady, full dere. 
Ye are so ryche in youre aray 
That one word to you I dare not say, 120 
And come ye be of so hye kynne, 
No worde of love durst I begynne. 
My wyll to you yf I had sayde, 
And ye therwith not well apayde,® 
Ye might have bewraied me to the kinge, 125 
And brought me sone to my endynge. 


5 reward 
6 pleased 


3 fastening 
4 reproach 


1 chance 
2 swooned 
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Therfore, my lady fayre and fre, 

I durst not shewe my harte to thee; 

But I am here at your wyll, 

Whether ye wyll me save or spyll’; 130 
For all the care I have in be, 

A worde of you might comfort me; 

And, yf ye wyll not do so, 

Out of this land I must nedes go; 

I wyll forsake both lande and lede,8 135 
And become an hermyte in uncouth stede?; 
In many a lande to begge-my bread, 

To seke where Christ was quicke and dead; 
A staffe I wyll make me of my spere, 
Lynen cloth I shall none were; ° 140 
Ever in travayle I shall wende, 

Tyll I come to the worldes ende; 

And, lady, but thou be my bote, 

There shall no sho come on my fote; 
Therfore, lady, I the praye, 145 
For hym that dyed on Good Frydaye, 

Let me not in-daunger dwell, 

For his love that harowed hell.’ 

Than sayd that lady milde of mode, 
Ryght in her closet there she stode, 150 
‘By hym that dyed on a tre, 

Thou shalt never be deceyved for me; 
Though I for thee should be slayne, 

Squyer, I shall the love agayne. 

Go forth, and serve my father the kynge, 155 
And let be all thy styll mournynge; 

Let no man wete” that ye were here, 

Thus all alone in my arbere; 

If ever ye wyll come to your wyll, 

Here and se, and holde you styll. 160 
Beware of the stewarde, I you praye, 

He wyll deceyve you and he maye; 

For, if he wote of your woyng, 

He wyl bewraye you to the kynge; 

Anone for me ye shall be take, 165 
And put in pryson for my sake; 

Than must ye nedes abyde the lawe, 
Peraventure both hanged and drawe. 

That syght of you I would not se, 

For all the golde in Christente. — - 170 
For, and ye my love should wynne, 

With chyvalry ye must begynne, 

And other dedes of armes to done, 

Through whiche ye may wynne your 
shone"; 

ryde through many a_ peryllous 
place, 175 
As a venterous man to seke your grace, 
Over hylles and dales, and hye mountaines, 
In wethers wete, both hayle and raynes, 
And yf ye may no harbroughe se, 

Than must ve lodge under a tre, 180 
Among the beastes wyld and tame, 


And 
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And ever you wyll gette your name; 

And in your armure must ye lye, 

Every nyght than by and by, 

And your meny! everychone, 185 

Till seven yere be comen and gone; 

And passe by many a peryllous see, 

Squyer, for the love of me, 

Where any war begynneth to wake, 

And many a batayll undertake, 190 

Throughdut the land of Lumbardy, 

In every cytie by-and by. 

And be avised, when thou shalt fight, 

Loke that ye stand aye in the right; 

And, yf ye wyll take good hede, 195 

Yet all the better shall ye spede; 

And whan the warre is brought to ende, 

To the Rodes then must ye wende; 

And, syr, I holde you not to prayes, 

But ye there fyght thre Good Frydayes; 200 

And if ye passe the batayles thre, 

Than are ye worthy a knyght to be, 

And to bere armes than are ye able 

Of gold and goules? sete with sable; 

Then shall ye were a shelde of blewe, 205 

In token that ye shall be trewe, 

With vines of golde set all aboute, 

Within your shelde and eke without, 

Fulfylled with ymagery, 

And poudred with true loves by and by. 210 

In the myddes of your sheld ther shal be 
set 

A ladyes head, with many a frete,’ 

Above the head wrytten shall be 

A reason for the love of me: 

Both O and R shall be therin, 215 

With A and M it shall begynne. 

The baudryke, that shall hange therby, 

Shall be of white sykerly,‘ 

A crosse of reed therin shall be, 


In token of the Trynyte. 220 
Your basenette® shall be burnysshed 
bryght, 


Your ventalls shalbe well dyght, 
With starres of gold it shall be set, 
And covered with good velvet. 

A corenall’ clene corven newe, 225 
And oystryche fethers of dyvers hewe. 
Your plates unto your body enbrastes 

Sall syt full semely in your waste. 

Your cote armoure of golde full fyne, 

And poudred well with good armyne.? 230 
Thus in your warres shall you ryde, 

With syxe good yemen by your syde, 

And whan your warres are brought to ende, 
More ferther behoveth to you to wende, 
And over many perellous streme, 235 
4 surely 


5 bascinet, headpiece 
6 movable front of helmet 


1 followers 
2 gules, red 
3 ornament 
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Or ye come to Jerusalem, 

Through feytes, and feldes, and forestes 
thicke, 

To seke where Christe were dead and 
quycke; 

There must you drawe your swerde of were, 

To the sepulchre ye must it bere, 240 

And laye it there upon the stone, 

Amonge the lordes everychone; 

And offre there florences" fyve, 

Whyles that ye are man on lyve; 

And offre there florences thre, 

In tokenyng of the Trynyte; 

And whan that ye, syr, thus have done, 

Than are ye worthy to were your shone; 

Than may ye say, syr, by good ryght, 

That you ar proved a venturous knyght. 250 

I shall you geve to your rydinge 

A thousande pounde to your spendinge; 

I shall you geve hors and armure, 

A thousande pounde of my treasure; 

Where through that ye may honoure 
wynn, 255 

And be the greatest of your kynne. 

I pray to God and Our Lady, 

Sende you the whele of vyctory, 

That my father so fayne! may be, 

That he wyll wede me unto thee, 

And make the king of this countre, 

To have and holde in honeste, 

Wyth welth and wynne® to were the crowne, 

And to be lorde of toure and towne; 

That we might our dayes endure 265 

In parfyte love that is so pure; 

And if we may not so come to, 

Other wyse then must we do; 

And therfore, squyer, wende thy way, 

And hye the fast on thy journay, 

And take thy leve of kinge and quene, 

And so to all the courte bydene.4 

Ye shall not want at your goyng 

Golde, nor sylver, nor other thyng. 

This seven yere I shall you abyde, 275 

Betyde of you what so betyde; 

Tyll seven yere be comen and gone 

I shall be mayde all alone.’ 

The squyer kneled on his kne, 

And thanked that lady fayre and fre; 

And thryes he kyssed that lady tho, 

And toke his leve, and forth gan go. 

The kinges steward stode full nye, 

In a chambre fast them bye, 

And hearde theyr wordes wonder wele, 285 

And all the woyng every dele. 

He made a vowe to heaven kynge, 

For to bewraye that swete thynge, 
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And that squyer taken shoulde be, 

And hanged hye on a tre; 

And that false stewarde full of yre, 

Them to betraye was his desyre; 

He bethought hym nedely, 

Every daye by and by, 

How he myght venged be 295 

On that lady fayre and fre, 

For he her loved pryvely, 

And therfore dyd her great envye.! 

Alas! it tourned to wrother-heyle? 

That ever he wyste of theyr counsayle. 300 
But leve we of the stewarde here, 

And speke we more of that squyer, 

Howe he to his chambre wente, 

Whan he paste from that lady gente. 

There he araied him in scarlet reed, 

And set his chaplet upon his head, 

A belte about his sydes two, 

With brode barres to and fro; 

A horne about his necke he caste, 

And forth he went than at the last 

To do hys office in the hall 

Among the lordes both great and small. 

He toke a white yeard® in his hande, 

Before the kynge than gane he stande, 

And sone he sate hym on his knee, 

And served the kynge ryght royally, 

With deynty meates that were dere, 

With partryche, pecoke, and plovere, 

With byrdes in bread ybake, 

The tele, the ducke, and the drake, 320 

The cocke, the curlewe, and the crane, 

With fesauntes fayre, theyr were no wane,‘ 

Both storkes and snytes® ther were also, 

And venyson freshe of bucke and do, 

And other deyntes many one, 

For to set afore the kynge anone: 

And when the squyer had done so, 

He served the hall bothe to and fro. 

Eche man hym loved in honeste, 

Hye and lowe in theyr degre, 

So dyd the kyng full sodenly, 

And he wyst not wherfore nor why. 

The kynge behelde the squyer wele, 

And all his rayment every dele, 

He thoughte he was the semylyest man 335 

That ever in the worlde he sawe or than. 

Thus sate the kyng and eate ryght nought, 

But on his squyer was all his thought. 
Anone the stewarde toke good hede, 

And to the kyng full soone he yede,* 

And soone he tolde unto the kynge 

All theyr wordes and theyr woynge; 

And how she hyght? hym lande and fe, 

Golde and sylver great plentye, 
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And how he should his leve take, 345 

And become a knight for her sake: 

‘And thus they talked bothe in-fere,’ 

And I drewe me nere and nere, 

Had I not come in, verayly, 

The squyer had layne her by, 

But whan he was ware of me, 

Full fast away can he fle; 

That is sothe: here is my hand 

To fight with him while [ may stand.’ 
The kyng sayd to the steward tho, 

‘T may not beleve it should be so; 

Hath he be so bonayre® and benyngne, 

And served me syth he was yinge, 

And redy with me in every nede, 

Bothe true of word, and eke of dede, 

I may not beleve, be nyght nor daye, 

My doughter dere he wyll betraye, 

Nor to come her chambre nye, 

That fode! to longe with no foly; 

Though she would to hym consente, 

That lovely lady fayre and gente, 

I truste hym so well withouten drede, 

That he would never do that dede; 

But yf he myght that lady wynne, 

In wedlocke to welde withouten synne, 370 

And yf she wyll assent him tyll, 

The squyer is worthy to have none yll. 

For I have sene that many a page 

Have become men by mariage; 

Than it is semely that squyer 

To have my doughter by this manere, 

And eche man in his degre 

Become a lorde of ryaltye, 

By fortune and by other grace, 

By herytage and by purchase®: 

Therfore, stewarde, beware hereby, 

Defame hym not for no envy: 

It were great reuth he should be spylta, 

Or put to death withouten gylte; 

And more ruthe of my doughter dere, 

For chaungyng of that ladyes chere; 

I woulde not for my crowne so newe, 

That lady chaunge hyde or hewe; 

Or for to put thyselfe in drede, 

But thou myght take hym with the dede. 390 

For yf it may be founde in thee 

That thou them fame for enmyte, 

Thou shalt be taken as a felon, 

And put full depe in my pryson, 

And fetered fast unto a stone, 

Ty] .xil. yere were come and gone, 

And drawen wyth hors throughe the cyte, 

And soone hanged upon a tre; 

And thou may not thy selfe excuse, 

This dede thou shalt no wise refuse; 
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And therfore, steward, take good hed, 
How thou wilt answere to this ded.’ 
The stewarde answered with great envy, 
“That I have sayd, I wyll stand therby; 
To suffre death and endlesse wo, 
Syr kynge, I wyl never go therfro; 
For, yf that ye wyll graunt me here 
Strength of men and great power, 
I shall hym take this same nyght, 
In chambre with your doughter bright; 410 
For I shall never be gladde of chere, 
Tyll I be venged of that squyer.’ 

Than sayd the kynge full curteysly 
Unto the stewarde, that stode hym by, 
‘Thou shalte have strength ynough with 

the, 415 

Men of armes .xxx. and thre, 
To watche that lady muche of pryce, 
And her to kepe fro her enemyes. 
For there is no knight in Chrystente, 
That wolde betray that lady fre, 
But he should dye under his shelde 
And I myght se hym in the feldde; 
And therfore, stewarde, I the pray, 
Take hede what I shall to the say; 
And if the squiere come to-night, 
For to speke with that lady bryght, 
Let hym say whatsoever he wyll, 
And here and se and holde you styll; 
And herken well what he wyll say, 
Or thou with him make any fray 430 
So he come not her chambre win, 
No bate? on hym loke thou begyn, 
Though that he kysse that lady fre, 
And take his leave ryght curteysly, 
Let hym go, both hole and sounde, 
Without wemme?’ or any wounde; 
But yf he wyl her chamber breke, 
No worde to hym that thou do speke. 
But yf he come with company, 
For to betraye that fayre lady, 
Loke he be taken soone anone, 
And all his meyne everychone, 
And brought with strength to my pryson, 
As traytour, thefe, and false felon; 
And yf he make any defence, 
Loke that he never go thence; 
But loke thou hew hym al so small, 
As flesshe whan it to the potte shall. 
And yf he yelde hym to thee, 
Brynge him both saufe and sounde to me. 450 
I shall borowe,* for seven yere 
He shall not wedde my doughter dere: 
And therfore, stewarde, I thee praye, 
Thou watche that lady nyght and daye.’ 
The stewarde sayde the kynge untyll, 455 
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‘All your bidding I shall fulfyll.’ 
The stewarde toke his leave to go, 
The squyer came fro chambre tho: 
Downe he went into the hall, 
The officers sone can he call, 460 


_ Both ussher, panter,® and butler, 


And other that in office were; 

There he them warned sone anone 

To take up the bordes everychone. 

Than they dyd his commaundement, 

And sythe® unto the kyng he went; 

Full lowe he set hym on his kne, 

And voyded? his borde full gentely; 

And whan the squyre had done so, 

Anone he sayde the kynge unto, 

‘As ye are lorde of chyvalry, 

Geve me leve to passe the sea, 

To prove my strenthe with my ryght hande, 

On Godes enemyes in uncouth land; 

And to be knowe in chyvalry, 

In Gascoyne, Spayne, and Lumbardy; 

In eche batayle for to fyght, 

To be proved a venterous knyght.’ 

The kyng sayd to the squyer tho, 

‘Thou shalt have good leve to go; 

I shall the gyve both golde and fe, 

And strength of men to wende with thee; 

If thou be true in worde and dede, 

I shall thee helpe in all thy nede.’ 

The squyer thanked the kyng anone, 

And toke his leve and forth can gone, 

With joye, and blysse, and muche pryde, 

With all his meyny by his syde. 

He had not ryden but a whyle, 

Not the mountenaunce of a myle, 

Or he was ware of a vyllage, 

Anone he sayde unto a page, 

‘Our souper soone loke it be dyght,8 

Here wyll we lodge all to-nyght.’ 

They toke theyr ynnes® in good intente, 495 

And to theyr supper soone they wente. 

Whan he was set, and served at meate, 

Than he sayd he had forgete 

To take leve of that lady fre, 

The kynges doughter of Hungre. 
Anone the squyer made him yare,” 

And by hymselfe forth can he fare; 

Without strength of his meyne, 

Unto the castell than went he. 

Whan he came to the posterne gate, 

Anone he entred in thereat, 

And his drawen swerd in his hande, 

There was no more with him wolde stande: 

But it stode with hym full harde, 

As ye shall here nowe of the stewarde. 510 

He wende" in the worlde none had be 


465 


470 


475 


480 


485 


490 


500 


505 


% lodgings 
1 ready 
1 supposed 


6 afterwards 
7 cleared 
8 prepared 


THE SQUYR OF LOWE DEGRE 


That had knowen of his pryvite; 

Alas! it was not as he wende, 

For all his counsayle the stewarde kende.t 

He had bewrayed him to the kyng 515 

Of all his love and his woyng; 

And yet he laye her chambre by, 

Armed with a great company, 

And beset it one eche syde, 

For treason walketh wonde wyde. 

The squyer thought on no mystruste, 

He wende no man in the worlde had wyste; 

But yf he had knowen, by Saynt John, 

He had not come theder by his owne; 

Or yi that lady had knowen his wyll, 525 

That he should have come her chamber tyll, 

She would have taken hym golde and fe, 

Strength of men and royalte; 

But there ne wyst no man nor grome? 

Where that squyer was become; 

But forth he went hymselfe alone 

Amonge his seryauntes everychone. 

Whan that he came her chambre to, 

Anone he sayde, ‘ Your dore undo! 

Undo,’ he sayde, ‘nowe, fayre lady! 

I am beset with many a spy. 

Lady, as whyte as whales bone, 

There are thyrty agaynst me one. 

Undo thy dore! my worthy wyfe, 

I am besette with many a knyfe. 

Undo your dore! my lady swete, 

I am beset with enemyes great; 

And, lady, but ye wyll aryse, 

I shall be dead with myne enemyes. 

Undo thy dore! my frely* floure, 

For ye are myne, and I am your.’ 
That lady with those wordes awoke, 

A mantell of golde to her she toke; 

She sayde, ‘Go away, thou wicked wyght, 

Thou shalt not come here this nyght; 550 

_ For I wyll not my dore undo 

For no man that cometh therto. 

There is but one in Christente 

That ever made that forwarde* with me; 

There is but one that ever bare lyfe, 

That ever I hight to be his wyfe; 

He shall me wedde, by Mary bryght, 

Whan he is proved a venterous knyght; 

For we have loved this seven yere, 

There was never love to me so dere. 560 

There lyeth-on® me both kyng and knyght, 

Dukes, erles, of muche might. 

Wende forth, squyer, on your waye, 

For here ye gette none other paye; 

For I ne wote what ye should be, 

That thus besecheth love of me.’ 

‘I am your owne squyr,’ he sayde, 

‘For me, lady, be not dismayde. 
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Come I am full pryvely 

To take my leave of you, lady.’ 
‘Welcome,’ she sayd, ‘my love so dere, 
Myne owne dere heart and my squyer; 
I shall you geve kysses thre, 

A thousande pounde unto your fe, 
And kepe I shall my maydenhode ryght, 575 
Tyll ye be proved a venturous knyght. 
For yf ye should me wede anone, 

My father wolde make slee you soone. 

IT am the kynges doughter of Hungre, 
And ye alone that have loved me, 

And though you love me never so sore, 
For me ye shall never be lore. 

Go forth, and aske me at my kynne, 
And loke what graunt you may wynne; 
Yf that ye gette graunte in faye,’ 

My selfe therto shall not say nay; 

And yf ye may not do so, 

Otherwyse ye shall come to. 

Ye are bothe hardy, stronge, and wight, 
Go forth and be a venterous knight. 

I pray to God and our Lady, 

To send you the whele of victory, 

That my father so leve§ he be, 

That he wyll profer me to thee. 

I wote well it is lyghtly sayd, 

“Go forth, and be nothyng afrayde.” 

A man of worshyp may not do so, 

He must have what neds him unto; 

He must have gold, he must have fe, 
Strength of men and royalte. 

Golde and sylver spare ye nought, 
Tyll to manhode ye be brought; 

To what batayll soever ye go, 

Ye shall have an hundreth pounde or two; 
And yet to me, syr, ye may saye, 605 
That I woulde fayne have you awaye, 
That profered you golde and fe, 

Out of myne eye syght for to be. 
Neverthelesse it is not so, 

It is for the worshyp of us two. 
Though you be come of symple kynne, 
Thus my love, syr, may ye wynne, 

Yf ye have grace of victory, 

As ever had Syr Lybyus, or Syr Guy, 
Whan the dwarfe and mayde Ely 

Came to Arthoure kyng so fre, 

As a kyng of great renowne, 

That wan the lady of Synadowne, 
Lybius was graunted the batayle tho, 
Therfore the dwarfe was full wo, 

And sayd, “Arthur, thou arte to blame. 
To bydde this chylde go [nurse ] his dame 
Better hym semeth, so mote I thryve, 
Than for to do these batayles fyve 
At the chapell of Salebraunce.” 
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These wordes began great distaunce; 
They sawe they had the victory, 
They kneled downe and cryed mercy; 
And afterward, syr, verament,' 
They called hym knyght absolent?; 630 
Emperours, dukes, knyghtes, and quene, 
At his commaundement for to bene. 
Suche fortune with grace now to you fall, 
To wynne the worthyest within the wall 
And thynke on your love alone, 635 
And for to love that ye chaunge none.’ 
Ryght as they talked thus in-fere, 
Theyr enemyes approched nere and nere, 
Foure and thyrty armed bryght 
The steward had arayed hym to fyght. 640 
The steward was ordeyned to spy, 
And for to take him utterly. 
He wende to death he should have gone, 
He felled seven men agaynst hym one; 
Whan he had them to grounde brought, 645 
The stewarde at hym full sadly fought, 
So harde they smote together tho, 
The stewardes throte he cut in two, 
And sone he fell downe to the grounde, 
As a traitour untrewe with many a 
wound. 650 
The squyer sone in armes they hente,‘ 
And of they dyd his good garmente, 
And on the stewarde they it dyd, 
And sone his body therin they hydde, 
And with their swordes his face they 
share, 655 
That she should not know what he ware; 
They cast hym at her chambre dore, 
The stewarde that was styffe and store,® 
Whan they had made that great affraye, 
Full pryvely they stale awaye; 660 
In armes they take that squyer tho, 
And to the kynges chambre can they go, 
Without wemme or any wounde, 
Before the kynge bothe hole and sounde. 
As soone as the kynge him spyed with eye, 665 
He sayd, ‘Welcome, sonne, sykerly! 
Thou hast cast thee my sonne to be, 
This seven yere I shall let® thee.’ 
Leve we here of this squyer wight, 
And speake we of that lady bryght, 670 
How she rose, that lady dere, 
To take her leve of that squyer. 
Also [fresh ] as she was borne, 
She stod her chambre dore beforne. 
‘Alas,’ she sayd, ‘and weale away! 675 
For all to long now have I lay’; 
She sayd, ‘Alas, and all for wo! 
Withouten men why came ye so? 
Yf that ye wolde have come to me, 


1 truly 4 seized 
2 finished or perfect? 5 big 
3 firmly 8 prevent 


Other werninges there might have be. 680 
Now all to dere my love is bought, 
But it shall never be lost for nought’; 
And in her armes she toke hym there, 
Into the chamber she dyd hym bere; 
His bowels soone she dyd out drawe, 685 
And buryed them in Goddes lawe. 
She sered’ that body with specery,® 
With wyrgin? waxe and commendry®; 
And closed hym in a maser™ tre, 
And set on hym lockes thre. 690 
She put him in a marble stone, 
With quaynt gynnes many one; 
And set hym at hir beddes head, 
And every day she kyst that dead. 
Soone at morne, whan she uprose, 695 
Unto that dead body she gose, 
There wold she knele downe on her kne, 
And make her prayer to the Trynite, 
And kysse that body twyse or thryse, 
And fall in a swowne or she myght ryse. 700 
Whan she had so done, 
To chyrche than wolde she gone, 
Than would she here masses fyve, 
And offre to them whyle she myght lyve: 
“There shall none knowe but heven kynge 705 
For whome that I make myne offrynge.’ 

The kyng her father anone he sayde: - 
‘My doughter, wy are you dysmayde? 
So feare a lady as ye are one, 
And so semely of fleshe and bone, — 710 
Ye were whyte as whales bone, 
Nowe are ye pale as any stone; 
Your ruddy read as any chery, 
With browes bent and eyes full mery; 
Ye were wont to harpe and syng, 715 
And be the meriest in chambre comyng; 
Ye ware both golde and good velvet, 
Clothe of damaske with saphyres set; 
Ye ware the pery” on your head, 
With stones full oryent, whyte and read; 720 
Ye ware coronalles of golde, 
With diamoundes set many a foulde; 
And nowe ye were clothes of blacke, 
Tell me, doughter, for whose sake? 
If he be so poore of fame, 725 
That ye may not be wedded for shame, 
Brynge him to me anone ryght, 
I shall hym make squyer and knight; 
And, yf he be so great a lorde, 
That your love may not accorde, 730 
Let me, doughter, that lordynge se; 
He shall have golde ynoughe with thee.’ 
‘Gramercy, father, so mote I thryve, 
For I mourne for no man alyve. 
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That shal knowe more of my mournynge.’ 
Her father knewe it every deale, 

But he kept it in counsele: 

‘To-morowe ye shall on hunting fare, 

And ryde, my doughter, in a chare,! 740 

It shalbe covered with velvet reede, 

And clothes of fyne golde al about your hed, 

With damaske, white and asure blewe, 

Wel dyapred? with lyllyes newe; 

Your pomelles’ shalbe ended with gold, 745 

Your chaynes enameled many a folde; 

Your mantel of ryche degre, 

Purpy! pallet and armyne fre; 

Jennettes* of Spayne, that ben so wyght, 

Trapped to the ground with velvet 
bright; 750 

Ye shall have harpe, sautry,® and songe, 

And other myrthes you amonge; 

Ye shall have rumney and malmesyne, 

Both ypocrasse and vernage wyne, 

Mountrose and wyne of Greke, 755 

Both algrade and respice eke, 

Antioche and bastarde, 

Pyment also and garnarde; 

Wyne of Greke and muscadell, 

Both clare, pyment, and rochell. 760 

The reed your stomake to defye, 

And pottes of osey set you by. 

You shall have venison ybake, 

The best wylde foule that may be take. 

A lese? of grehound with you to strike, 765 

And hert and hynde and other lyke. 

Ye shalbe set at such a tryst 

That herte and hynde shall come to your 
fyst, 

Your dy sease’ to dryve you fro, 

To here the bugles there yblow, 770 

With theyr begles? in that place, 

And sevenscore braches? at his rechase.” 

Homward thus shall ye ryde, 

On haukyng by the ryvers syde, 

With goshauke and with gentyll fawcon, 775 

With egle horne and merlyon.4 

Whan you come home, your men amonge, 

Ye shall have revell , daune es, and songe; 

Lytle chyldren, gre at and smale, 

Shall syng, as ‘doth the ny ghtyngale. 780 

Than shall ye go to your evensong, 

With tenours and trebles among; 

Threscore of copes, of damaske bryght, 

Full of perles they shalbe pyght"; 

Your aulter clothes of taffata, 785 

And your sicles® all of taffetra.! 

Your sensours® shalbe of golde, 


127 


Endent with asure many a folde. 

Your quere® nor organ songe shall wante 

With countre note and dyscant, 790 

The other halfe on orgayns playeng, 

With yonge chyldren full fayre syngyng. 

Than shall ye go to your suppere, 

And sytte in tentes in grene arbere, 

With clothes of Aras pyght to the 
grounde, 795 

With saphyres set and dyamonde. 

A cloth of golde abought your heade, 

With popinjayes pyght with pery read, 

And offycers all at your wyll, 

All maner delightes to bryng you tyll. 800 

The nightingale sitting on a thorne 

Shall synge you notes both even and morne. 

An hundreth knightes truly tolde 

Shall play with bowles in alayes colde, 

Your disease to drive awale: 805 

To se the fisshes in poles” plaie; 

And then walke in arbere up and downe, 

To se the floures of great renowne: 

To a draw-brydge than shall ye, 

The one halfe of stone, the other of tre; 810 

A barge shall mete you full ryght 

With .xxuui. ores full bryght, 

With trompettes and with claryowne, 

The fresshe water to rowe up and downe; 

Than shall ye go to the salte fome, 815 

Your maner’’ to se, or ye come home, 

With .lxxx. shyppes of large towre, 

With dromedaryes” of great honour, 

And carackes with sayles two, 

The sweftest that on water may goo, 82¢ 

With galyes good upon the haven, 

With .Ixxx. ores at the fore staven.”° 

Your maryners shall synge arowe?! 

“Hey how and rumbylawe.” 

Than shall ye, doughter, aske the wyne, 825 

With spices that be good and fyne, 

Gentyll pottes with genger grene, 

With dates and deynties you betwene. 

Torty torches brenynge bryght, 

At your brydges to brynge you lyght. 830 

Into your chambre they shall you brynge 

With muche myrthe and more lykyng. 

Your costerdes*” covered with whyte and 
blewe, 

And dyapred with lyles newe. 

Your curtaines of camaca* all in folde, 835 

Your felyoles* all of golde. 

Your tester® pery at your heed, 

Curtaines with popinjayes white and reed. 

Your hyllynges* with furres of armyne, 
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Powdred with golde of hew full fyne. 

Your blankettes shall be of fustyane, 

Your shetes shall be of clothe of Rayne. 

Your head shete shall be of pery pyght, 

With dyamondes set and rubyes bryght. 

Whan you are layde in bedde so softe, 845 

A cage of golde shall hange alofte, 

With longe peper: fayre burnning, 

And cloves that be swete smellyng, 

Frankensence and olibanum,? 

That whan ye slepe the taste may come. 850 

And yf ye no rest may take, 

All night minstrelles for you shall wake.’ 

‘Gramercy, father, so mote I the,* 

For all these thinges lyketh not me.’ 

Unto her chambre she is gone, 

And fell in sownyng sone anone, 

With much sorow and sighing sore, 

Yet seven yeare she kept hym thore. 
But leve we of that lady here, 

And speake we more of that squyer, 

That in pryson so was take 

For the kinges doughters sake. 

The kyng hym selfe upon a daye 

Full pryvely he toke the waye, 

Unto the pryson sone he came, 

The squyer sone out he name,* 

And anone he made hym swere 

His counsayl he should never discure.® 

The squyer there helde up his hande, 

His byddyng never he should withstande. 870 

The kyng him graunted ther to go 

Upon his jorney to and fro, 

And brefely to passe the sea, 

That no man weste but he and he, 

And whan he had his jurnay done, 

That he wolde come full soone: 

‘And in my chambre for to be, 

The whyles that I do ordayne for thee; 

Than shalt thou wedde my doughter dere, 

And have my landes both farre and nere.’ 880 
The squyer was full mery tho, 

And thanked the kynge, and forth gan go. 

The kyng hym gave both lande and fe. 

Anone the squyer passed the se. 

In Tuskayne and in Lumbardy, 

There he dyd great chyvalry. 

In Portyngale nor yet in Spayne, 

There myght no man stand hym agayne; 

And where that ever that knyght gan fare, 

The worshyp with hym away he bare: 890 

And thus he travayled seven yere 

In many a land bothe farre and nere; 

Tyll on a day he thought hym tho 

Unto the sepulture for to go; 

And there he made his offerynge soone, 895 

Right as the kinges doughter bad him don. 
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Than he thought hym on a day 
That the kynge to hym dyd saye. 
He toke his leve in Lumbardy, 
And home he came to Hungry. 
Unto the kynge soone he rade, 
As he before his covenaunce made, 
And to the kyng he tolde full soone, 
Of batayles bolde that he had done, 
And so he did the chyvalry 
That he had sene in Lumbardy. 
To the kynge it was good tydande’; 
Anone he toke him by the hande, 
And he made him full royall chere, 
And sayd, ‘Welcome, my sonne so dere! 910 
Let none wete of my meyne 
That out of prison thou shuldest be, 
But in my chamber holde the styll, 
And I shall wete my doughters wyll.’ 
The kynge wente forth hymselfe alone, 915 
For to here his doughters mone, 
Right under the chambre window. 
There he might her counseyle knowe. 
Had she wyst, that lady fre, 
That her father there had be, ° 
He shulde not withouten fayle 
Have knowen so muche of her counsayle 
Nor nothing she knew that he was there. 
Whan she began to carke’ and care, 
Unto that body she sayd tho, 
‘Alas that we should parte in two!’ 
Twyse or thryse she kyssed that body, 
And fell in sownynge by and by. 
‘Alas!’ than sayd that lady dere, 
‘IT have the kept this seven yere, 
And now ye be in powder small, 
I may no lenger holde you with all. 
My love, to the earth I shall the brynge, 
And preestes for you to reade and synge. 
Yf any man aske me what I have here, 935 
I wyll say it is my treasure. 
Yf any man aske why I do so, 
“For no theves shall come therto”’: 
And, squyer, for the love of the, 
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Farewell golde pure and fyne; 
Farewell velvet and satyne; 

Farewell castelles and maners also; 
Farewell huntynge and hawkynge to; 
Farewell revell, myrthe and play; 
Farewell pleasure and garmentes gay; 
Farewell perle and precyous stone; 
Farewell my juielles everychone; 
Farewell mantell and scarlet reed; 
Farewell crowne unto my heed; 
Farewell hawkes and farewell hounde; 
Farewell markes and many a pounde; 
Farewell huntynge at the hare; 
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Farewell harte and hynde for evermare, 
Nowe wyll I take the mantell and the 
rynge, 955 
And become an ancresse! in my lyvynge: 
And yet I am a mayden for thee, 
And for all the men in Chrystente. 
To Chryst I shall my prayers make, 
Squyer, onely for thy sake; 
And I shall never no masse heare 
But ye shall have parte in-feare?: 
And every daye whyles I lyve, 
Ye shall have your masses fyve, 
And I shall offre pence thre, 965 
In tokenynge of the Trynyte.’ 
And whan this lady had this sayde, 
In sownyng she fel at a brayde. 
The whyle she made this great mornynge, 
Under the wall stode har father the 
kynge. 970 
‘ Doughter,’ he sayde, ‘you must not do so, 
For all those vowes thou must forgo.’ 
‘Alas, father, and wele awaye! 
Nowe have ye harde what I dyde saye.’ 
‘Doughter, let be all thy mournynge, 975 
Thou shalt be wedede to a kynge.’ 
‘Iwys,* father, that shall not be 
For all the golde in Christente; 
Nor all the golde that ever God made 
May not my harte glade.’’ 980 
‘My doughter,’ he sayde, ‘dere derlynge, 
I knowe the cause of your mournyng: 
Ye wene this body your love should be, 
It is not so, so mote I the. 
It was my stewarde, Syr Maradose, 
That ye so longe have kept in close.’ 
‘Alas! father, why dyd ye so?’ 
‘For he wrought you all thys wo. 
He made revelation unto me, 
That he knewe all your pryvyte; 
And howe the squyer, on a day, 
Unto your chambre toke the way, 
And ther he should have leyen you bi, 
Had he not come with company; 
And howe ye hyght hym golde and fe, 995 
Strengthe of men and royalte; 
And than he watched your chambre bryght, 
With men of armes hardy and wyght, 
For to take that squyer, 
That ye have loved this seven yere; 
But as the stewarde strong and stout 
Beseged your chambre rounde about, 
To you your love came full ryght, 
All alone about mydnight. 
. And whan he came your dore unto, 
And ‘‘ Lady,” he sayde, “undo,” 
And soone ye bade hym wende awaye, 
Por there he gate none other paye: 
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And as ye talked thus in-fere, 
Your enemyes drewe them nere and 
nere, 1010 
They smote to him full soone anone, 
‘There were thyrty agaynst hym one: 
But with a baslarde® large and longe 
The squyer presed in to the thronge; 
And so he bare hym in that stounde, 1015 


His enemyes gave he many a wounde. 
With egre’ mode’ and herte full throwe,* 
The stewardes throte he cut in two; 
And than his meyne all in that place 
With their swordes they hurte his face, 1020 
And than they toke him everichone 
And layd him on a marble stone 
Before your dore, that ye myght se, 
Ryght as your love that he had be. 
And sone the squier there they hent, 
And they dyd of his good garment, 
And did it on the stewarde there, 
That ye wist not what he were: 
Thus ye have kept your enemy here 
Pallyng!® more than seven yere, 
And as the squyer there was take, 
And done in pryson for your sake; 
Therfore let be your mourning, 
Ye shalbe wedded to a kyng, 
Or els unto an emperoure, 1035 
With golde and sylver and great treasure.’ 
‘Do awaye, father, that may not be, 
For all the golde in Chrystente. 
Alas! father,’ anone she sayde, 
‘Why hath this traytour me betraid? 
Alas!’ she sayd, ‘I have great wrong 
That I have kept him here so long. 
Alas! father, why dyd ye so? 
Ye might have warned me of my fo; 
And ye had tolde me who it had be, 
My love had never be dead for me.’ 
Anone she tourned her fro the kyng, 
And downe she fell in dead sownyng. 

The kyng anone gan go, 
And hente her in his armes two. 
‘Lady,’ he sayd, ‘be of good chere, 
Your love lyveth and is here; 
And he hath bene in Lombardy, 
And done he hath great chyvalry; 
And come agayne he is to me, 
In lyfe and health ye shall him se. 
He shall you wede, my doughter bryght, 
I have hym made squier and knyght; 
He shalbe a lorde of great renowne, 
And after me to were the crowne.’ 
‘Father,’ she sayd, ‘if it so be, 
Let me soone that squyer se.’ 

The squyer forth than dyd he brynge, 
Full fayre on lyve and in lykynge. 
9 bold 
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As sone as she saw him with her eye, 1065 
She fell in sownyng by and by. 
The squyer her hente in armes two, 
And kyssed her an hundreth tymes and mo. 
There was myrth and melody 
With harpe, getron, and sautry, 
With rote, ribible, and clokarde, 
With pypes, organs, and bumbarde, 
With other mynstrelles them amonge, 
With sytolphe and with sautry songe, 
With fydle, recorde, and dowcemere, 
With trompette and with claryon clere, 
With dulcet pipes of many cordes. 
In chambre revelyng all the lordes, 
Unto morne that it was daye, 

The kyng to his doughter began to 

saye, 1080 

‘Have here thy love and thy lyking, 
To lyve and ende in Gods blessinge; 
And he that wyll departe! you two, 
God geve him sorow and wo! 
A trewer lover than ye are one 
Was never yet of flesh ne bone; 
And but he be as true to thee, 
God let him never thryve ne thee.’ 
The kyng in herte he was full blithe, 
He kissed his doughter many a sithe,? 
With melody and muche chere; 
Anone he called his messengere, 
And commaunded him soone to go 
Through his cities to and fro, 
For to warne his chevalry 
That they should come to Hungry, 
That worthy wedding for to se, 
And come unto that mangere.’ 
That messenger full sone he wente, 
And did the kinges commaundemente. 1100 
Anone he commaunded bothe olde and yinge 
For to be at that weddyng, 
Both dukes and erles of muche myeht, 
And ladyes that were fayre and bryght. 
As soone as ever they herde the crye, 
The lordes were full soone redy; 
With myrth and game and muche playe 
They wedded them on a solempne? daye. 
A royall feest there was holde, 
With dukes and erles and barons bolde, 1110 
And knyghtes and squyers of that countre, 
And sith with all the comunalte: 
And certaynly, as the story sayes, 
The revell lasted forty dayes; 
Tyll on a day the kyng him selfe 
To hym he toke his lordes twelfe, 
And so he dyd the squyer 
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And all the lordes everychone 

They made him homage sone anon; 

And sithen® they revelled all that day, 

And toke theyr leve, and went theyr way, 

iche lorde unto his owne countre, 1125 

Where that hym thought best to be. 

That yong man and the quene his wyfe, 
. With joy and blysse they led theyr lyfe, 

For also farre as I have gone, 

Suche two lovers sawe I none: 

Therfore blessed may theyr soules be, 

Amen, amen, for charyte! 

ca. 1450 ? 


1130 


Sir Thomas Malorp (fl. ca. 1470) 
LE MORTE DARTHUR* 


BOOK XXI 
Chapter I 


As Sir Mordred was ruler of all Eng- 
land, he did do make letters as though 
that they came from beyond the sea, and 
the letters specified that King Arthur was 

5 slain in battle with Sir Launcelot. Where- 
fore Sir Mordred made a parliament, and 
called the lords together, and there he 
made them to choose him king; and so 
was he crowned at Canterbury, and held 

10 a feast there fifteen days; and afterward 
he drew him unto Winchester, and there 
he took the Queen Guenever, and said 
plainly that he would wed her which was 
his uncle’s wife and his father’s wife. And 

15 so he made ready for the feast, and a day 
prefixed that they should be wedded; 
wherefore Queen (Guenever was passing 
heavy. But she durst not discover her 
heart, but spake fair, and agreed to Sir 

20 Mordred’s will. Then she desired of Sir 
Mordred for to go to London, to buy all 
manner of things that longed unto the wed- 
ding. And because of her fair speech Sir 
Mordred trusted her well enough, and gave 

25 her leave to go. And so when she came to 
London she took the Tower of London, 
and suddenly in all haste possible she stuffed 
it with all manner of victual, and well gar- 


That wedded his doughter dere, nished it with men, and so kept it. Then 

And even in the myddes of the hall 30 when Sir Mordred wist and understood 

He made him kyng among them al; 1120 how he was beguiled, he was _ passing 
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wroth out of measure. And a short tale 
for to make, he went and laid a mighty 
siege about the Tower of London, and 
made many great assaults thereat, and 
threw many great engines unto them, and 
shot great guns. But all might not prevail 
Sir Mordred, for Queen Guenever would 
never for fair speech nor for foul, would 
never trust to come in his hands again. . . 


Chapter IT 


And so as Sir Mordred was at Dover 
with his host, there came King Arthur 


with a great navy of ships, and galleys, 
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I feel well I must die; and had Sir Launcelot 
been with you as he was, this unhappy war 
had never begun; and of all this am I causer, 
for Sir Launcelot and his blood, through their 
5 prowess, held all your cankered* enemies 
in subjection and daunger.t And now,’ said 
Sir Gawaine, ‘ye shall miss Sir Launcelot. 
But alas, I would not accord with him, 
and therefore,’ said Sir Gawaine, ‘I pray 


10 you, fair uncle, that I may have paper, 


pen, and ink, that I may write to Sir Launce- 
lot a cedle® with mine own hands.’ And 
then when paper and ink was brought, then 
Gawaine was set up weakly by King Arthur, 


and carracks.t. And there was Sir Mordred 15 for he was shriven a little to-fore; and then 


ready awaiting upon his landing, to let 
his own father to land upon the land 
that he was king over.” Then there was 
launching of great boats and small, and 


he wrote thus, as the French book maketh 
mention: ‘Unto Sir Launcelot, flower of all 
noble knights that ever I heard of or saw 
by my days, I, Sir Gawaine, King Lot’s 


full of noble men of arms; and there was 20 son of Orkney, sister’s son unto the noble 


much slaughter of gentle knights, and 
many a full bold baron was laid full low, 
on both parties. But King Arthur was so 


courageous that there might no manner 


King Arthur, send thee greeting, and let thee 
have knowledge that the tenth day of May 
I was smitten upon the old wound that thou 
gavest me afore the city of Benwick, and 


of knights let him to land, and his knights 25 through the same wound that thou gavest 


fiercely followed him; and so they landed 
maugre Sir Mordred and all his power, 
and put Sir Mordred aback, that he fled 
and all his people. So when this battle was 


me I am come to my death-day. And I will 
that all the world wit, that I, Sir Gawaine, 
knight of the Table Round, sought my death, 
and not through thy deserving, but it was 


done, King Arthur let bury his people that 30 mine own seeking; wherefore I beseech thee, 


were dead. And then was noble Sir Ga- 
waine found in a great boat, lying more than 
half dead. When Sir Arthur wist that Sir 
Gawaine was laid so low, he went unto him; 


Sir Launcelot, to return again unto this 
realm, and see my tomb, and pray some 
prayer more or less for my soul. And 
this same day that I wrote this cedle, I 


and there the king made sorrow out of meas- 35 was hurt to the death in the same wound, 


ure, and took Sir Gawaine in his arms, 
and thrice he there swooned. And then 
when he awaked, he said: ‘Alas, Sir Ga- 
waine, my sister’s son, here now thou 


the which I had of thy hand, Sir Launce- 
lot; for of a more nobler man might I not 
be slain. Also, Sir Launcelot, for all the 
love that ever was betwixt us, make no 


liest, the man in the world that I loved 40 tarrying, but come over the sea in all haste, 


most; and now is my joy gone, for now, 
my nephew Sir Gawaine, I will discover 
me unto your person: in Sir Launcelot 
and you I most had my joy, and mine 


that thou mayest with thy noble knights 
rescue that noble king that made _ thee 
knight, that is my lord Arthur; for he is 
full straitly bestead with a false traitor, 


affiance,? and now have I lost my joy of 45 that is my half-brother, Sir Mordred; and 


you both; wherefore all mine earthly joy 
is gone from me.’ ‘Mine uncle, King 
Arthur,’ said Sir Gawaine, ‘wit you well 
my death-day is come, and all is through 
mine own hastiness and wilfulness; 
I am smitten upon the old wound the 
which Sir Launcelot gave me, on the which 


1 large vessels 2 trust 


3 inveterate 


he hath let crown him king, and would have 
wedded my lady Queen Guenever, and so had 
he done had she not put herself in the 
Tower of London. And so the tenth day of 


for 50 May last past, my lord Arthur and we all 


landed upon them at Dover; and there we 
put that false traitor, Sir Mordred, te 


4 control 5 note 
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flight, and there it misfortuned me to be 
stricken upon thy stroke. And at the 
date of this letter was written, but two 
hours and a half afore my death, written 
with mine own hand, and so subscribed 
with part of my heart’s blood. And I require 
thee, most famous knight of the world, that 
thou wilt see my tomb.’ And then Sir Ga- 
waine wept, and King Arthur wept: and 
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Arthur’s days: after, all England, after the 
days of King Arthur. 


Chapter IV 


Then were they condescended that King 
‘Arthur and Sir Mordred should meet be- 
twixt both their hosts, and everych of them 
should bring fourteen persons; and they 
came with this word unto Arthur. Then 


then they swooned both. And when they 10 said he: ‘I am glad that this is done’: and 


awaked both, the king made Sir Gawaine 
to receive his Saviour. And then Sir Ga- 
waine prayed the king for to send for Sir 
Launcelot, and to cherish him above all 
other knights. 
Sir Gawaine yielded up the spirit; and then 
the king let inter him in a chapel within 
Dover Castle; and there yet all men may 
see the skull of him, and the same wound 


so he went into the field. And when Arthur 
should depart, he warned all his host that 
an they see any sword drawn: ‘Look ye 
come on fiercely, and slay that traitor, Sir 


And so at the hour of noon 15 Mordred, for I in no wise trust him.’ In 


likewise Sir Mordred warned his host that: 
‘An ye see any sword drawn, look that ye 
come on fiercely, and so slay all that ever 
before you standeth; for in no wise I will 


is seen that Sir Launcelot gave him in battle. 20 not trust for this treaty, for I know well my 


Then was it told the king that Sir Mordred 
had pight! a new field upon Barham Down. 
And upon the morn the king rode thither to 
him, and there was a great battle betwixt 


father will be avenged on me.’ And so they 
met as their appointment was, and so they 
were agreed and accorded thoroughly; and 
wine was fetched, and they drank. Right 


them, and much people was slain on both 25 soon came an adder out of a little heath 


parties; but at the last Sir Arthur’s party 
stood best, and Sir Mordred and his party 
fled unto Canterbury. 


Chapter III 


And then the king let search all the 
towns for his knights that were slain, and 
interred them; and salved them with soft 
salves that so sore were wounded. Then 
much people drew unto King Arthur. 
then they said that Sir Mordred warred 
upon King Arthur with wrong. And then 
King Arthur drew him with his host down 
by the seaside, westward toward Salisbury; 


and there was a day assigned betwixt King 40 


Arthur and Sir Mordred, that they should 
meet upon a down beside Salisbury, and 
not far from the seaside; and this day was 
assigned on a Monday after Trinity Sunday, 


whereof King Arthur was passing glad, that 45 


he might be avenged upon Sir Mordred... . 
So then [Arthur and his army] departed, 
and came to Sir Mordred, where he had a 
erim host of an hundred thousand men. 


And 35 


bush, and it stung a knight on the foot. 
And when the knight felt him stung, he 
looked down and saw the adder, and then 
he drew his sword to slay the adder, and 


30 thought of none other harm. And when the 


host on both parties saw that sword drawn, 
then they blew beams,? trumpets, and 
horns, and shouted grimly. And so both 
hosts dressed them together. And King 
Arthur took his horse, and said: ‘Alas, this 
unhappy day!’ and so rode to his party. 
And Sir Mordred in likewise. And never 
was there seen a more dolefuller battle in 
no Christian land; for there was but rushing 
and riding, foining’ and striking, and many 
a grim word was there spoken either to 
other, and many a deadly stroke. But ever 
King Arthur rode throughout the battle of 
Sir Mordred many times, and did full nobly 
as a noble king should, and at all times he 
fainted never; and Sir Mordred that day 
put him in devoir, and in great peril. And 
thus they fought all the long day, and never 
stinted till the noble knights were laid to 


And there they entreated Sir Mordred long 50 the cold earth; and ever they fought still 


time; and at the last Sir Mordred was 
agreed for to have Cornwall and Kent, by 
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till it was near night, and by that time was 
there an hundred thousand laid dead upon 


3 thrusting 
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the down. Then was Arthur wood! wroth met and the brain-pan, and therewithal Sir 
out of measure, when he saw his people so Mordred fell stark dead to the earth; and 
slain from him. Then the king looked about — the noble Arthur fell in a swoon to the earth, 
him, and then was he ware, of all his host and there he swooned ofttimes. And Sir 
and of all his good knights, were left no 5 Lucan the Butler and Sir Bedivere ofttimes 
more alive but two knights; that one was heaved him up. And so weakly they led 
Sir Lucan the Butler, and his brother Sir — him betwixt them both, to a little chapel not 
Bedivere, and they were full sore wounded. far from the seaside. And when the king 
‘Jesu mercy,’ said the king, ‘where are all was there he thought him well eased. Then 
my noble knights become? Alas that ever 10 heard they people ery in the field. ‘Now 
I should see this doleful day, for now,’ said go, thou, Sir Lucan,’ said the king, ‘and do 
Arthur, ‘I am come to mine end. But me to wit what betokens that noise in the 
would to God that I wist where were that field.’ So Sir Lucan departed, for he was 
traitor Sir Mordred, that hath caused all grievously wounded in many places. And so 
this mischief.’ Then was King Arthur ware 15 as he yede,* he saw and hearkened by the 
where Sir Mordred leaned upon his sword moonlight, how that pillers‘ and robbers 
among a great heap of dead men. ‘Now were come into the field, to pill and to rob 
give me my spear,’ said Arthur unto Sir’ many a full noble knight of brooches, and 
Iuean, ‘for yonder I have espied the traitor beads, of many a good ring, and of many a 
that all this woe hath wrought.’ ‘Sir, let 20 rich jewel; and who that were not dead all 
him be,’ said Sir Lucan, ‘for he is unhappy; out, there they slew them for their harness 
and if ye pass this unhappy day, ye shall and their riches. When Sir Lucan under- 
be right well revenged upon him. Good _ stood this work, he came to the king as soon 
lord, remember ye of your night’s dream, as he might, and told him all what he had 
and what the spirit of Sir Gawaine told you 25 heard and seen. ‘Therefore by my rede,*’ 
this night, yet God of his great goodness _ said Sir Lucan, ‘it is best that we bring you 
hath preserved you hitherto. Therefore, for to some town.’ ‘I would it were so,’ said 
God’s sake, my lord, leave off by this, for, the king. 
blessed be God, ye have won the field, for Ch y 
here we be three alive, and with Sir Mordred 30 ayer 

is none alive; and if ye leave off now, this ‘But I may not stand, mine head works 
wicked day of destiny is past.’ ‘Tide me so. Ah, Sir Launcelot,’ said King Arthur, 
death, betide me life,’ saith the king, ‘now ‘this day have I sore missed thee: alas, that 
I see him yonder alone he shall never escape ever I was against thee, for now have I my 
mine hands, for at a better avail shall 135 death, whereof Sir Gawaine me warned in 
never have him.’ ‘God speed you well,’ my dream.’ Then Sir Lucan took up the 
said Sir Bedivere. Then the king gat his king the one part, and Sir Bedivere the 
spear in both his hands, and ran toward Sir other part, and in the lifting the king 
Mordred, erying: ‘Traitor, now is thy swooned; and Sir Lucan fell in a swoon with 
death-day come.’ And when Sir Mordred 40 the lift, that the part of his guts fell out of 
heard Sir Arthur, he ran until him with his his body, and therewith the noble knight’s 
sword drawn in his hand. And there King heart brast.6 And when the king awoke, 
Arthur smote Sir Mordred under the shield, he beheld Sir Luean, how he lay foaming at 
with a foin of his spear, throughout the body, the mouth, and part of his guts lay at bis 
more than a fathom. And when Sir Mor- 45 feet. ‘Alas,’ said the king, ‘this is to me a 
dred felt that he had his death wound, he full heavy sight, to see this noble duke so 
thrust himself with the might that he had die for my sake, for he would have holpen 
up to the bur* of King Arthur’s spear. And me, that had more need of help than 1 
right so he smote his father Arthur, with his Alas, he would not complain him, his heart 
sword holden in both his hands, on the side 50 was so set to help me: now Jesu have merey 
of the head, that the sword pierced the hel- upon his soul!’ Then Sir Bedivere wept for 
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the death of his brother. ‘Leave thismourn- up, and went to the water side; and there 
ing and weeping,’ said the king, ‘for all this he bound the girdle about the hilts, and 
will not avail me, for wit thou well an I then he threw the sword as far into the 
might live myself, the death of Sir Lucan water as he might; and there came an arta 
would grieve me evermore; but my time 5and an hand above the water and met it, 
hieth fast,’ said the king. ‘Therefore,’ said and caught it, and so shook it thrice and 
Arthur unto Sir Bedivere, ‘take thou Ex- brandished, and then vanished away the 
ealibur, my good sword, and go with it to hand with the sword in the water. So Sir 
yonder water side, and when thou comest Bedivere came again to the king, and told 
there I charge thee throw my sword in that 10 him what he saw. ‘Alas,’ said the king, 
water, and come again and tell me what ‘help me hence, for I dread me I have tarried 
thou there seest.’ ‘My lord,’ said Bedivere, over long.’ Then Sir Bedivere took the king 
‘your commandment shall be done, and upon his back, and so went with him to that 
lightly bring you word again.’ So Sir Bedi- water side. And when they were at the 
vere departed, and by the way he beheld 15 water side, even fast by the bank hoved a 
that noble sword, that the pommel and the _ little barge with many fair ladies in it, and 
haft was all of precious stones; and then he among them all was a queen, and all they 
said to himself: ‘if I throw this rich sword had black hoods, and all they wept and 
in the water, thereof shall never come good, — shrieked when they saw King Arthur. ‘Now 
but harm and loss.’ And then Sir Bedivere 20 put me into the barge,’ said the king. And 
hid Exealibur under a tree. Andso,assoon so he did softly; and there received him 
as he might, he came again unto the king, three queens with great mourning; and so 
and said he had been at the water, and had they set them down, and in one of their laps 
thrown the sword in the water. ‘What saw King Arthur laid his head. And then that 
thou there?’ said the king. ‘Sir,’ he said, 25 queen said: ‘Ah, dear brother, why have ye 
‘T saw nothing but waves and winds.’ ‘That  tarried so long from me? alas, this wound 
is untruly said of thee,’ said the king, ‘there- on your head hath caught over-much cold.’ 
fore go thou lightly! again, and do my com- And so then they rowed from the land, and 
mandment; as thou art to me lief and dear, Sir Bedivere beheld all those ladies go from 
spare not, but throw it in.’ Then Sir Bedi-30 him. Then Sir Bedivere cried: ‘Ah, my 
vere returned again, and took the sword in lord Arthur, what shall become of me, now 
his hand; and then him thought sin and ye go from me and leave me here alone 
shame to throw away that noble sword, and among mine enemies?’ ‘Comfort thyself,’ 
so eft? he hid the sword, and returned again, — said the king, ‘and do as well as thou may- 
and told to the king that he had been at the 35 est, for in me is no trust for to trust in; for 
water, and done his commandment. ‘What I will into the vale of Avilion to heal me of 
saw thou there?’ said the king. ‘Sir,’ he my grievous wound: and if thou hear never 
said, ‘I saw nothing but the waters wappen® more of me, pray for my soul.’ But ever the 
and waves wanne.t ‘Ah, traitor untrue,’ queens and ladies wept and shrieked, that 
said King Arthur, ‘now hast thou betrayed 40 it was pity to hear. And as soon as Sir 
me twice. Who would have weened that, Bedivere had lost the sight of the barge, he 
thou that hast been to me so lief and dear? wept and wailed, and so took the forest; 
and thou art named a noble knight, and and so he went all that night, and in the 
would betray me for the richness of the morning he was ware betwixt two holts® 
sword. But now go again lightly, for thy 45 hoar,*® of a chapel and an hermitage. 

long tarrying putteth me in great jeopardy 

of my life, for I have taken cold. And but Chapter VI 

if thou do now as I bid thee, if ever I may Then was Sir Bedivere glad, and thither 
see thee, I shall slay thee with mine own he went; and when he came into the chapel, 
hands; for thou wouldst for my rich sword 50he saw where lay an hermit groveling on 
see me dead.’ Then Sir Bedivere departed, all four, there fast by a tomb was new 
and went to the sword, and lightly took it graven.? When the hermit saw Sir Bedi- 
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vere he knew him well, for he was but little 
to-fore Bishop of Canterbury, that Sir 
Mordred flemed!. ‘Sir,’ said Bedivere, ‘what 
man is there interred that ye pray so fast 
for?’ ‘Fair son,’ said the hermit, ‘I wot 
not verily, but by deeming. But this night, 
at midnight, here came a number of ladies, 
and brought hither a dead corpse, and 
prayed me to bury him; and here they of- 
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was he led away in a ship wherein were 
three queens; that one was King Arthur’s 
sister, Queen Morgan le Fay; the other was 
the Queen of Northgalis; the third was the 
5 Queen of the Waste Lands. Also there was 
Nimue, the chief lady of the lake, that had 
wedded Pelleas the good knight; and this 
lady had done much for King Arthur, for 
she would never suffer Sir Pelleas to be in 


fered an hundred tapers, and they gave me 10 no place where he should be in danger of his 


an hundred besaunts*.’ ‘Alas,’ said Sir 
Bedivere, ‘that was my lord King Arthur, 
that here lieth buried in this chapel.’ Then 
Sir Bedivere swooned; and when he awoke 


life; and so he lived to the uttermost of his 
days with her in great rest. More of the 
death of King Arthur could I never find, 
but that ladies brought him to his burials; 


he prayed the hermit he might abide with 15 and such one was buried there, that the her- 


him still there, to live with fasting and 
prayers. ‘For from hence will I never go,’ 
said Sir Bedivere, ‘by my will, but all the 
days of my life here to pray for my lord 
Arthur.’ 
hermit, ‘for I know ye better than ye ween 
that I do. Ye are the bold Bedivere, and 
the full noble duke, Sir Lucan the Butler, 
was your brother.’ Then Sir Bedivere told 
the hermit all as ye have heard to-fore. 
there bode Sir Bedivere with the hermit 
that was to-fore Bishop of Canterbury, and 
there Sir Bedivere put upon him poor 
clothes, and served the hermit full lowly in 
fasting and in prayers. 
find never more written in books that be 
authorised, nor more of the very certainty 
of his death heard I never read’, but thus 


1 put to flight 


2 gold coins 


mit bare witness that sometime was Bishop 
of Canterbury, but yet the hermit knew not 
in certain that he was verily the body of King 
Arthur: for this tale Sir Bedivere, knight of 


“Ye are welcome to me,’ said the 20 the Table Round, made it to be written. 


Chapter VII 


Yet some men say in many parts of 
England that King Arthur is not dead, but 


So 25 had by the will of our Lord Jesu into another 


place; and men say that he shall come 
again, and he shall win the holy cross. I 
will not say it shall be so, but rather I will 
say: here in this world he changed his life. 


Thus of Arthur 130 But many men say that there is written 


upon his tomb this verse: Hic jacet Arthurus, 
Rex quondam Rexque futurus. 
1485 
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AGE OF CHAUCER 


POETRY 


(Gilliam Langland (13317-1400?) ] 
PIERS THE PLOWMAN 


THE PROLOGUE 


In a somer seson, whan soft was the 
sonne, 

I shope! me in shroudes? 
were, 

In habite as an heremite 

Went wyde in this world _wondres to here. 

Act on a May mornynge, on Malverne 
hulles,® 5 

Me byiel a ferly,> of fairy me thoughte; 

I was wery, forwandred,’ and wente me to 
reste 

Under a brode banke, 

And as I lay and lened, 


as I a shepe3 


unholy of workes, 


bi a bornes’ side, 
and loked in the 


wateres, 
I slombred in a slepyng, it sweyved® so 
merye. 10 


Thanne gan I to meten a merveilouse 
swevene!® 

That I was in a wildernesse, 
where; 

As I behelde in-to the est, 
sonne, 

I seigh® a toure on a toft,¥ 
ymaked; 

A depe dale binethe, 


wist I never 
an hiegh" to the 
trieliche! 


a dongeon there- 


inne, 15 
With depe dyches and derke and dredful of 
sight. 


A faire felde ful of folke 
bytwene, 
Of alle maner of men, 


fonde I there 


the mene and the 


riche, 

Worchyng and wandryng as the worlde 

asketh. 
Some putten hem to the plow, — pleyed ful 
selde, 20 
1 clad, shaped 8 brook 16 
2 (rough) garments 9 rippled 16 
3 shepherd 10 dream 7 
4 but N on high 18 
5 hills 2 saw 19 
8 wonder 18 elevation 20 
7 spent with wandering M4 choicely 2 


In settyng and in sowyng ~ swonken* ful 
harde, 

And wonnen that wastours with glotonye 
destruyeth. 

And some putten hem to pruyde,'® appar- 
ailed hem thereafter, 

In contenaunce” of clothyng  comen dis- 


gisid.18 

In prayers and in penance putten hem 

manye, 25 

Al for love of owre lorde  lyveden ful 
streyte, 

In hope for to have 

As ancres!® and heremites, 

hem in here selles, 

And coveiten nought in contre 


hevene-riche blisse; 
that holden 


to kairen2° 


aboute, 
For no likerous liflode® her lykam?2’ to 
plese. 30 
And somme chosen chaffare,24 they 


cheven® the bettere, 
As it semeth to owre syght 
thryveth; j 


that suche men 


And somme murthes to make as myn- 
stralles conneth,”6 

And geten gold with here glee, _ giltles, I 
leve.?7 

Ac japers®® and jangelers,2? Judas chyl- 
deren, 35 


Feynen hem fantasies and foles hem mak- 
eth 

And han here witte at wille 
thei sholde; 

That Poule precheth of hem 


preve it here; 


to worche yif 


T nel nought 


Qui turpiloquium loquitur is Luciferes 
hyne.*° 

Bidders and_ beggeres fast aboute 

yede, 40 

With her belies and her bagges of bred ful 


yerammed ; 


Fayteden® for here fode, foughten atte ale; 
worked 2 food 29 babblers 
pride 23 body 30 servant 
display 24 merchandise 31 went 
tricked out 2 thrive 82 dissembled 
anchorites 23 know how 
wander 27 erant 
dainty 28 jesters 
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In glotonye, God it wote, gon hii to bedde, 
And risen with ribaudye — tho roberdes- 

knaves'; 
Slepe and sori sleuthe? seweth? hem 
evre. 45 
plighted hem 


Pilgrymes and palmers 
id 


togidere 

For to seke Seynt James 
Rome; 

Thei went forth in here way with many 
wise tales, 

And hadden leve to lve 

Iseigh somme that seiden 
seyntes: 

To eche a tale that thei tolde 
was tempred to lye, 

More than to sey soth,‘ 


and seyntes in 


al here lyf after. 
thei had ysought 
50 


here tonge 


it semed bi here 


speche. 
Heremites on an _ heep, with hoked 
staves, ‘ 
Wenten to Walsyngham, and here wenches 
after; 
Grete lobyes* and longe, that loth were 
to swynke, 55 


Clotheden hem in copis? to ben knowen 
fram othere; 

And shopen hem heremites 
have. 


I fonde there freris,? 


here ese to 
alle the foure or- 


dres, 
Preched the peple 
selven, 
Glosed the gospel as hem good lyked, 60 
For coveitise’ of copis construed it as thei 
wolde. 


for profit of hem- 


Many of this maistres freris mowe! 
clothen hem at lykyng, 
for here money and marchandise marchen 


togideres. 

For sith" charite hath be chapman,” and 
chief to shryve lordes, 

Many ferlis han fallen in a fewe yeris. 65 

But holychirche and hii _holde better togi- 
deres, 

The most myschief on molde® 
yng wel faste. 

Ther preched a Pardoner, 
were, 

Broughte forth a bulle — with bishopes seles, 

And seide that hym-self myghte —assoilen 
hem alle 70 


is mount- 


as he a prest 
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Comen up knelyng _ to kissen his bulles; 
He bonched” hem with his brevets and 
blered here eyes, 
And raughte” with his ragman” rynges 


and broches; 75 
Thus they geven here golde  glotones to 


epe, 
And leveth such loseles! that lecherye 


haunten. 

Were the bischop yblissed and worth bothe 
his eres, 

His seel shulde nought be sent to deceyve 
the peple. 

Acit is naught by the bischop — that the boy 
precheth, 80 


For the parisch prest and the pardonere 
parten the silver, 


That the poraille? of the parisch — scholde 
have, yif thei nere.2% 

Persones and parisch prestes pleyned 
hem to the bischop, 

That here parisshes were pore sith the 


pestilence tyme, 


To have a lycence and leve at London to 


dwelle, 85 
And syngen there for symonye,™ for silver 
is swete. 


Bischopes and bachelers, bothe maistres 
and doctours, 
That han cure under Criste 
yng * in tokne 
And signe that thei sholden 
paroschienes,”6 
Prechen and prey for hem, and the pore 
fede, 90 
Liggen?? in London in Lenten, an elles. 
Somme serven the kyng and his silver 
tellen,?8 
In cheker® and in chancerye 
his dettes 
Of wardes and wardmotes,” 


and croun- 


shryven here 


chalengen 


weyves® and 


streyves.” : 
And some serven as servantz  lordes and 
ladyes, 95 
And in stede of stuwardes — sytten and 
demen.* 


Here messe and here matynes, 
of here oures# 

Arn don undevoutlych; drede is at the laste 

Lest Crist in consistorie acorse ful manye. 

I parceyved of the power that Peter had 


and many 


Of falshed* of fastyng, of vowes ybroken. to kepe, 100 
Lewed* men leved® hym wel andlyked To byndeand to unbynde, as the boke tell- 
his wordes, eth, 
1 lawless vagabonds § friars 16 ignorant * poor people * exchequer 
2 slot 9 avarice 16 believed % were not 30 meetings of a ward 
3 pursues 10 may 17 struck * trading preferments 31 waifs 
4 truth 1l since 18 letter of indulgence 2% tonsure #2 estrays 
5 lubbers 12 trader 19 got % parishioners %3 deem, judge 
6 work 13 earth 20 papal bull 7 lie, dwell % ‘hours’ of the 
7 long cloaks 4 falsehood * worthless fellows 23 count breviary 
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How he it left with love, as owre lorde 


hight, 

Amonges foure vertues the best of all ver- 
tues, 

That cardinales ben called and closyng 
gatis, 

There Crist is in kyngdome, _ to close and 
to shutte, 105 

And to opne it to hem and hevene blisse 
shewe. 


Ac of the cardinales atte Courte that 
caught-of! that name, 

And power presumed in hem 
make, 

To han that power that Peter hadde, 
pugnen I nelle?; 

For in love and letterure? 


a Pope to 
in- 


the eleccioun 


bilongeth, 110 
For-thit I can and can naughte —_ of courte 
speke more. 
Thanne come there a kyng. Knyghthod 
hym ladde, 


Might of the comunes made hym to regne, 
And thanne cam kynde® wytte, and 
clerkes he made, 

For to conseille the kyng 

save. 


and the comune 
115 


The kyng and knyghthode and clergye 
bothe 

Casten that the comune — shulde hem-self 
fynde. 

The comune contreved of kynde witte 
craftes, 

And for profit of alle the poeple plowmen 
ordeygned, 

To tilie and travaile as trewe lyf 
asketh. 120 

The kynge and the comune and kynde 


witte the thridde® 

Shope lawe and lewte,’ 
his owne. 

Thanne loked up a lunatik, 


eche man to knowe 


a lene thing 


with-alle, 
And knelyng to the kyng  clergealy® he 
seyde: 
‘Crist kepe the, Sire Kyng, and _ thi 
kyngriche,? 125 


And leve" the lede" thi londe 
lovye, 

And for thi rightful rewlyng 
in hevene!’ 

And sithen in the eyre® an hiegh 
angel of hevene 

Lowed!* to speke in Latyn — 

men ne coude 


so leute the 
be rewarded 
an 


for lewed 


1 received 6 third ut 
2 will not 7 loyalty a2 
3 learning 8 in a clerkly manner 18 
4 therefore 9 kingdom 4 
5 native 10 grant, 
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Jangle ne jugge™ that justifie hem 
shulde, 130 

But suffren and serven — for-thi seyde the 
angel: 

‘Sum Rex, sum Princeps, neutrum fortasse 
deinceps; — 


O qu jura regis Christi specialia regis, 
Hoc quod agas melius justus es, esto prus! 


Nudum jus ate  vestiri vult pietate; 135 
Qualia vis metere talia grana sere. 
Si jus nudatur, nudo de jure metatur; 
Sz seritur pietas, de pietate metas!’ 
Thanne greved® hym a Goliardeys, a 


glotoun of wordes, 
And to the angel an heigh answered after, 140 
‘Dum rex a regere  dicatur nomen habere, 
Nomen habet sine re nisi studet jura tenere.’ 
And thanne gan alle the comune crye 
in vers of Latin, 


To the kynges conseille construe ho-so 


wolde — 
‘Precepta Regis sunt nobis vincula legis.’ 145 
With that ran there a route of ratones' 
at ones, 
And smale mys myd hem mo then a 
thousande, 
And comen to a conseille for here comune 
profit; 


For a cat of acourte cam whan hym lyked, 
And overlepe hem lyghtlich and laughte 
hem at his wille, 150 


And pleyde with hem perilouslych and 
possed” hem aboute. 

‘For doute of dyverse dredes we dar 
noughte wel loke; 

And yif we grucche!® of his gamen, he 
wil greve us alle, 

Cracche?! us, or clawe us, and in his 


cloches holde, 


That us lotheth the lyf or he lete us 


passe. 155 
Myghte we with any witte his wille with- 
stonde, 
We myghte be lordes aloft and lyven at 
owre ese.’ 
A raton of renon, most renable” of 
tonge, 
Seide for a sovereygne help to hym- 
selve; — 
‘T have ysein segges,?*’ quod he, ‘in the 
cite of London 160 


Beren bighes* ful brighte abouten here 
nekkes, 
And some colers® of crafty werk; 


coupled thei wenden 


un- 


govern 18 small rats 21 scratch 
air 17 pushed 22 eloquent 
stooped 18 fear 23 men (dogs) 
judge 19 complain 24 neck-rings 
vexed 20 play % collars 
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Both in wareine! and in waste, — where hem 


leve lyketh; 


And otherwhile thei aren elles-where, as I 
here telle. 

Were there a belle on here beighe, bi 
Jhesu, as me thynketh, 165 

Men myghte wite where thei went, and 
awel renne! 

And right so,’ quod this raton, ‘reson me 
sheweth 

To bugge? a belle of brasse __ or of brighte 
sylver, 


And knitten on a colere, for owre comune 


pront, 
And hangen it upon the cattes hals’; 
thanne here we mowen 
Where he ritt* or rest 


playe. 
And yif him list for to laike,’ 


we mow en, 


170 
or renneth to 


thenne loke 


And peren® in his presence ther-while 
hym plaie liketh, 
And yif his wrattheth,? be ywar and his 


weye shonye.’ 


Alle this route of ratones to this reson 


thei assented 175 

Ac tho the belle was ybought and on the 
beighe hanged, 

Ther ne was ratoun in alle the route, for 
alle the rewme of Fraunce, 

That dorst have ybounden the belle saboute 
the cattis nekke, 

Ne hangen it aboute the cattes hals, al 


Engelonde to wynne; 
And helden hem unhardy 
seille feble, 
And leten here laboure lost 
longe studye. 
A mous that moche good 
as me thoughte, 
Stroke forth sternly 
alle, 
And to the route of ratones 
wordes: 
‘Though we culled? the catte, 


and here con- 
180 

and alle here 
couthe,® 

and stode biforn hem 


reherced these 


yut sholde 


ther come another, 185 
To cracchy us and al owre kynde, though 
we croupe!’ under benches. 
For-thi I conseille alle the comune _ to lat 


the catte worthe,# 


And be we never so bolde _ the belle hym to 
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There the catte is a kitoun! 
ful elyng!; 
That witnisseth holiwrite, 
rede, 
Ve terre ubi puer rex est, ete. 


the courte is 
: 190 
who-so wil it 


For may no renke there rest have, for 
ratones bi nyghte; 

The while he caccheth conynges® he 
coveiteth nought owre caroyne," 

But fet!” hym al with venesoun, defame 


we hym nevere. 

For better is a litel losse 
sorwe, 

The mase® amonge us alle 
miysse a shrewe. 

For many mannes malt 


than a longe 
195 
though we 


we mys wolde 


destruye, 

And also ye route of ratones rende mennes 
clothes, 

Nere that cat of that courte that can yow 
overlepe; 

For had ye rattes yowre wille, ye couthe 
nought reule yowre-selve. 200 

I sey for me,’ quod the mous, ‘I se so 


mykel after, 
Shal never the cat ne the kitoun 
conseille be greved, 
Ne carpyng of this coler 
nevre. 


bi my 


that costed me 


And though it had coste me ecatel, — bi- 
knowen” it I nolde, 

But sufire as hym-self wolde to do as 
hym liketh, 205 

Coupled and uncoupled to cacche what 
thei mowe. 

For-thi uche®! a wise wighte I warne  wite 
wel his owne.’ — 

What this meteles? bemeneth, ye men 


that be merye, 


Devine ye, for I ne dar, _ bi dere God in 


hevene! 
Yit hoved?? there an hondreth in 
houves* of selke, 210 


Serjauntz it semed that serveden atte 
barre, 

Plededen for penyes 
lawe, 

And nought for love of owre lord 
here lippes onis. 
Thou myghtest better 

on Malverne hulles, 


and poundes the 
unlese 


mete® the myste 


shewe; Then gete a momme* of here mouthe — but 
For I herde my sire seyn, is sevene yere money were shewed. 215 
ypassed, Barones and burgeis and bonde-men als 
1 warren 7 grows angry 13 tedious, miserable 19 wealth % measure 
2 buy § knew 4 man 20 acknowledge % mumble 
3 neck 9 killed 13 conies, rabbits 21 each 
4 rides, goes about 10 crept 16 fles 2 dream 
* play be 17 feeds % hovered about 
§ appear 2 kitten 18 confusion 4 coifs 
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as ye schul here 


and boch- 


I seigh in this assemble, 
after. 

Baxsteres! and brewesteres? 
eres? manye, 


Wollewebsteres* and weveres of lynnen, 

Taillours and tynkeres and tolleres> in 
marketes, 220 

Masons and mynours, and many other 
craftes, 

Of alkin libbyng® laboreres lopen forth 
somme, 


As dykers and delveres, that doth here 
dedes ille, 

And dryven forth the longe day 
‘Dieu vous save, Dame Emme!’ 

Cokes and here knaves _ erieden ‘ Hote pies, 
hote! 225 

Gode gris? and gees! Go we dyne, go we!’ 

Taverners un-til hem  tolde the same, 

‘White wyn of Oseye and red wyn of 
Gascoigne, 

Of the Ryne and of the Rochel, 
to defye.8’— 

Al this I seigh slepyng, and sevene 
sythes® more. 230 

1376-1377 


with 


the roste 


Geoffrey Chaucer (13407-1400) 


THE CANTERBURY TALES 
THE PROLOGUE 


Wuan that Aprille with his shoures sote” 

The droghte of Marche hath percéd to the 
rote, 

And bathéd every veyne in swich# licour,” 

Of which vertu’ engendred is the flour; 

Whan Zephirus eek with his swete breeth 5 

Inspired hath in every holt and heeth 

The tendre croppes,® and the yonge sonne 

Hath in the Ram his halfe cours y-ronne, 

And smale fowles' maken melodye, 

That slepen al the night with open yé,!7_—_—-10 

(So priketh hem nature in hir corages's) : 

Than longen folk to goon on pilgrimages 

(And palmers for to seken  straunge 
strondes'*) 

To ferne?? halwes,?! 
londes; 

And specially, from every shires ende 15 

Of Engelond, to Caunterbury they wende, 

The holy blisful martir for to seke, 


couthe2 in sondry 
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That hem hath holpen, whan that they were 
seke.?3 
Bifel that, in that sesoun on a day, 
In Southwerk at the Tabard as I lay 20 
Redy to wenden on my pilgrimage 
To Caunterbury with ful devout corage, 


‘At might was come in-to that hostelrye 


Wel nyne and twenty in a companye, 
Of sondry folk, by aventure* y-falle 25 
In felawshipe, and pilgrims were they alle, 
That toward Caunterbury wolden ryde; 
The chambres and the stables weren wyde, 
And wel we weren eséd” atte? beste. 
And shortly, whan the sonne was to reste, 30 
So hadde I spoken with hem everichon,?? 
That I was of hir felawshipe, anon, 
And made forwards erly for to ryse, 
To take our wey, ther as I yow devyse.?9 
But natheles,?° whyl I have tyme and 
space, 35 
Er that I ferther in this tale pace, 
Me thinketh it acordaunt to resoun, 
To telle yow al the condicioun 
Of ech of hem, so as it seméd me, 
And whiche they weren, and of what de- 
eree; 40 
And eek in what array that they were inne: 
And at a knight than wol I first biginne. 
A Kwicur ther was, and that a worthy 
man, 
That fro the tyme that he first bigan 
To ryden out, he lovéd chivalrye, 45 
Trouthe and honour, fredom and curteisye. 
Ful worthy was he in his lordes werre,* 
And therto hadde he riden (no man ferre®) 
As wel in cristendom as hethenesse, 
And ever honoured for his worthinesse. 50 
At Alisaundre he was, whan it was wonne; 
Ful ofte tyme he hadde the bord® bigonne 
Aboven alle naciouns in Pruce. 
In Lettow hadde he reyséd* and in Ruce, 
No cristen man so ofte of his degree. 55 
In Gernade at the sege eek hadde he be 
Of Algezir, and riden in Belmarye. 
At Lyeys was he, and at Satalye, 
Whan they were wonne; and in the Grete 
See 
At many a noble aryve® hadde he be. 60 
At mortal batailles hadde he been fiftene, 
And foughten for our feith at Tramissene 
In listes thryes, and ay slayn his foo. 
This ilke® worthy knight hadde been also 
Sometyme with the lord of Palatye, 65 
Ageyn another hethen in Turkye: 


1 bakers 7 little pigs 13 power 19 strands, shores 2% entertained 31 war 

2 brewers 8 digest M4 also 20 distant at the 82 farther 

3 butchers 9 times 1 buds 21 shrines 27 every one 33 table 

4 weavers 10 sweet 16 birds 2 known 23 agreement % made expedition 
5 collectors 0 such 17 eye 2 sick 29 tell, describe 35 arrival, landing 
6 living 2 moisture, juice 18 hearts 4 chance 30 nevertheless 86 same 
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And everemore he hadde a sovereyn prys.! 
And st that he were worthy, he was 


And Bie his port® as meek as is a mayde, 

He nevere yet no vileinyet ne sayde 70 

In al his lyf, un-to no maner wight, 

He was a verray parfit® gentil knight. 

But for to tellen yow of his array, 

His hors were gode, but he was nat gay. 

Of fustian® he weréd a gipoun’ 75 

Al bismotered® with his habergeoun!; 

For he was late y-come from his viage,” 

And wente for to doon his pilgrimage. 
With him there was his sone, a yong 


SQUYER, 
A lovyere, and a lusty bacheler, 80 
With lokkes ecrulle," as they were leyd in 
presse. 


Of twenty yeer of age he wa&, I gesse. 

Of his stature he was of evene” lengthe, 

And wonderly deliver,* and greet of 
strengthe, 

And he had been somtyme in chivachye," 85 

In Flaundres, in Artoys, and Picardye, 

And born him wel, as of so lite] space, 

In hope to stonden in his lady grace. 

Embrouded® was he, as it were a mede® 

Al ful of fresshe floures, whyte and rede. 90 

Singinge he was, or floytinge, 7 a] the day; 

He was as fresh as is the month of May. 

Short was his goune, with sleves longe and 


e, 
Wel fave he sitte on hors, and faire ryde. 
He coude songes make and wel endyte,® 95 
Juste’ and eek daunce, and wel purtreye” 
and wryte. 

So hote he lovede, that by nightertale2 
He sleep namore than doth a nightingale, 
Curteys he was, lowly, and servisable, 
And carf# biforn his fader at the table, 100 

A Yeman hadde he, and seryaunts namo* 
At that tyme, for him liste’ ryde so; 
And he was clad in cote and hood of grene; 
A sheef of pecok-arwes brighte and kene 
Under his belt he bar ful thriftily; 
(Wel coude he dresse his takel* yemanly; 
His arwes droupéd noght with fetheres 

lowe), 

And in his hand he bar a mighty bowe, 
A not-heed hadde he, with a broun visage. 
Of wode-craft wel coude he al the usage. 110 
Upon his arm he bar a gay bracer,” 
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And by his syde a swerd and a bokeler,?” 
And on that other syde a gay daggere, 
Harneiséd® wel, and sharp as point of spere; 
A Cristofre on his brest of silver shene. 115 
An horn he bar, the bawdrik® was of grene; 
A forster was he, soothly, as I gesse, 

Ther was also a Nonne, a PRIORESSE, 
That of hir smyling was ful simple and coy; 
Hir gretteste ooth was but by séynt Loy; 120 
And she was clepéd** madame Eglentyne. 
Ful wel she song the service divyne, 

Entunéd in hir nose ful semely; 

And Frensh she spak ful faire and fetisly,” 
After the scole* of Stratford atte Bowe, 125 
For Frensh of Paris was to hir unknowe, 

At mete wel y-taught was she with-alle; 

She leet no morsel from hir lippes falle, 

Ne wette hir fingres in hir sauce depe. 
Wel coude she carie a morsel, and wel 
130 
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kepe, 
That no drope ne fille up-on hir brest. 
In curteisye was set ful muche hir lest,34 
Hir oyer lippe wypéd she so elene, 
That in hir coppe was no ferthing® sene 
Of grece, whan she dronken hadde_ hir 
draughte. 135 
Ful semely after hir mete she raughte,%* 
And sikerly* she was of greet disport,® 
And ful plesaunt, and amiable of port, 
And peynéd hir to countrefete chere 
Of court, and been estatlich of manere, 
And to ben holden digne® of reverence. 
But, for to speken of hir conscience, 
She was so charitable and so pitous,® 
She wolde wepe, if that she sawe a mous 
Caught in a trappe, if it were deed or 
bledde, 145 
Of smale houndes had she, that she fedde 
With rosted flesh, or milk and wastel# breed, 
But sore weep s she if oon of hem were deed, 
Or if men smoot it with a yerde® smerte: 
And al was conscience and tendre herte. 150 
Ful semely hir wimpel pinchéd* was; 
Hir nose tretys®; hir eyen greye as glas; 
Hir pions ful smal, and ther-to softe and 
reed; 
But sikerly she hadde a fair forheed; 
It was almost a spanne brood, I trowe; 155 
For, hardily,“ she was nat undergrowe, 
Ful fetis was hir cloke, as I was war. 
Of smal coral aboute hir arm she bar 
A peire of bedes, gauded* al with grene; 
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1 renown curly # night-time 3. called 4 of fine flour 

2 wise 2 average 2 carved 2 neatly “2 roc 

3 bearing, mien 3 active 2 no more 33 school, style 4 neck-cover 

4 ungentlemanly speech +4 military expedition *% pleased #“ pleasure 4 closely pleated 

5 perfect 16 adorned 2% arrows 3 particle 4° long and shapely 
6 coarse durable cloth 1% mead, meadow % arm-guard 36 reached © certainly 

7 short coat 17 playing on a flute 27 small shield 37 surely 47 interspersed with 
8 stained 18 compose 28 Pani oped 38 sport large beads 

9 coat of mail 19 joust 29 bri 4; 39 worthy | 

10 yoyage, journey 20 draw 30 Palijric, belt 49 compassionate 
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And ther-on heng a broche of gold ful 
shene, 160 
On which ther was first write a crownéd! A, 
And after, Amor vincit omnia. 
Another Nonne with hir hadde she, 
That was hir chapeleyne, and PREESTES 
three. 
A Monk ther was, a fair for the mais- 
trye, 165 
An out-rydere, that lovede venerye?; 
A manly man, to been an abbot able. 
Ful many a deyntee hors hadde he in 
stable: 
And, whan he rood, men mighte his brydel 
here 
Ginglen in a whistling wynd as clere, 170 
And eek as loude as doth the chapel-belle 
Ther as this lord was keper of the celle. 
The reule of seint Maure or of seint Beneit, 
By-cause that it was old and som-del 
streit,* 
This ilke monk leet olde thinges pace, 175 
And held after the newe world the space.® 
He yaf® nat of that text a pulléd? hen, 
That seith, that hunters been nat holy men; 
Ne that a monk, whan he is cloisterlees, 
Is lykned til a fish that is waterlees; 180 
This is to seyn, a monk out of his cloistre. 
But thilke text held he nat worth an oistre; 
And I seyde, his opinioun was good. 
What sholde he studie, and make him-selven 
wood, 
Upon a book in cloistre alwey to poure, 185 
Or swinken® with his handes, and laboure, 
As Austin bit?°? How shal the world be 
servéd? 
Lat Austin have his swink to him reservéd. 
Therfore he was a pricasour™ aright; 
Grehoundes he hadde, as swifte as fowel in 
flight; 190 
Of priking” and of hunting for the hare 
Was al his lust, for no cost wolde he spare. 
I seigh his sleves purfiled® at the hond 
With grys,“ and that the fyneste of a lond; 
And, for to festne his hood under his chin, 195 
He hadde of gold y-wroght a curious pin: 
A love-knotte in the gretter ende ther was. 
His heed was balled, that shoon as any 
glas, 
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His botes souple,!* his hors in greet estat. 
Now certeinly he was a fair prelat; 

He was nat pale as a for-pynéd”® goost.: 

A fat swan loved he best of any roost. 
His palfrey was as broun as is a berye. 
A Frere ther was, a wantown and a 

merye, 

A limitour,”! a ful solempne” man. 

In alle the ordres foure is noon that can 210 

So muche of daliaunce and fair langage. 

He hadde maad ful many a mariage 

Of yonge wommen, at his owne cost. 

Un-to his ordre he was a noble post. 

Ful wel biloved and famulier was he 215 

With frankeleyns?* over-al*4 in his contree, 

And eek with worthy wommen of the toun: 

For he had power of confessioun, 

As seyde him-self, more than a curat, 
For of his ordre he was licentiat.2 

Ful swetely herde he confessioun, 

And plesaunt was his absolucioun; 

He was an esy man to yeve penaunce 
Ther as he wiste to han a good pitaunce®s; 
For unto a povre ordre for to yive 

Ts signe that a man is wel y-shrive. 

For if he yaf, he dorste make avaunt,?? 
He wiste?* that a man was repentaunt. 

For many a man so hard is of his herte, 

He may nat wepe al-thogh him sore 

smerte. 230 

Therfore, in stede of weping and preyeres, 
Men moot yeve silver to the povre freres. 

His tipet?® was ay farséd*? ful of knyves 

And pinnes, for to yeven faire wyves. 

And certeinly he hadde a mery note; 

Wel coude he singe and pleyen on a rote.*! 
Of yeddinges® he bar utterly the prys. 
His nekke whyt was as the flour-de-lys; 
There-to he strong was as a champioun. 
He knew the tavernes wel in every toun, 240 

And everich hostilers* and tappestere* 

Bet than a lazar® or a beggestere*s; 

For un-to swich a worthy man as he 

Acorded nat, as by his facultee, 

To have with seke lazars aqueyntaunce. 245 
It is nat honest, it may nat avaunce*? 
For to delen with no swich poraille,** 

But al with riche and sellers of vitaille.% 

And over-al, ther as profit sholde aryse, 
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235 


And eek his face, as he had been anoint. Curteys he was, and lowly of servyse. 250 
He was a lord ful fat and in good point; 200 Ther nas no man nowher so vertuous. 
His eyen stepe, and rollinge in his heed, He was the beste beggere in his hous; 
That steméd's as a forneys'’ of a leeds; For thogh a widwe hadde noght a sho, 
1 capital » work, toil 17 furnace 2% everywhere 82 songs 
2 hunting 10 bids 18 cauldron % licensed from Rome 3 inn keeper 
3 somewhat 4 hard rider _ 19 soft, supple 23 allowance (of food) 34 female tapster 
4 narrow, strict 12 spurring, riding 20 wasted away 27 boast % leper 
5 eourse 3 fringed 2. begging friar 28 knew 36 female beggar 
6 gave 4 pray fur (within limits) 29 hood 37 profit 
7 plucked 1 bright 2 important, festive 30 stuffed 38 poor people 
8 mad 16 shone 23 freeholders 


31 a kind of fiddle 39 victuals 
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So plesaunt was his ‘In principio,’ 
Yet wolde he have a ferthing, er he wente. 255 


His purchas' was wel bettre than his 
rente.? 
And rage* he coude, as it were right a 


whelpe. 

In love-dayes ther coude he muchel helpe. 

For ther he was nat lyk a cloisterer, 

With a thredbar cope,’ as is a povre 
scoler, 260 

But he was lyk a maister or a pope. 

Of double worsted was his semi-cope,® 

That rounded as a belle out of the presse. 

Somwhat he lipséd, for his wantownesse, 

To make his English swete up-on his 
tonge; 265 

And in his harping, whan that he had songe, 

His eyen twinkled in his heed aright, 

As doon the sterres in the frosty night. 

This worthy limitour was clepéd Huberd. 

A MarcHant was ther with a forkéd 

berd, 270 

In mottelee,? and hye on horse he sat, 

Up-on his heed a Flaundrish bever hat; 

His botes claspéd faire and fetisly. 

His resons he spak ful solempnely, 

Souninge®? alway the’ncrees of his win- 
ning. 275 

He wolde the see were kept for any thing 

Bitwixe Middelburgh and Orewelle. 

Wel coude he in eschaunge sheeldes’ selle. 

This worthy man ful wel his wit bisette¥; 

Ther wiste no wight that he was in dette, 280 

So estatly4 was he of his governaunce,” 

With his bargaynes, and with his cheyi- 
saunce.* 

For sothe he was a worthy man with-alle, 

But sooth to seyn, I noot* how men him 
calle. 

A Cuierk ther was of Oxenford also, 

That un-to logik hadde longe y-go.¥ 

As lene was his hors as is a rake, 

And he nas nat right fat, I undertake; 

But lokéd holwe, and ther-to soberly. 

Ful thredbar was his  overest® court- 
epy”; 290 

For he had geten him yet no benefyce,* 

Ne was so worldly for to have offyce. 

For him was lever’ have at his beddes 
heed 

Twenty bokes, clad in blak or reed, 
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Than robes riche, or fithele,*° or gay sautrye. 

But al be that he was a philosophre, 

Yet hadde he but litel gold in cofre; 

But al that he mighte of his freendes hente,” 

On bokes and on lerninge he it spente, 300 

And bisily gan for the soules preye 

Of hem that yaf him wher-with to scoleye.” 

Of studie took he most cure and most hede. 

Noght o word spak he more than was nede, 

And that was seyd in forme and rever- 
ence, 305 

And short and quik, and ful of hy sentence.* 

Souninge in moral vertu was his speche, 

And gladly wolde he lerne, and gladly teche. 

A SERGEANT OF THE LAWE, war® and wys, 

That often hadde been at the parvys,* 310 

Ther was also, ful riche of excellence. 

Discreet he was, and of greet reverence: 

He seméd swich, his wordes weren so wyse, 

Iustyce he was ful often in assyse,?7 

By patente, and by pleyn commis- 
sloun; 315 

For his science,”? and for his heigh renoun 

Of fees and robes hadde he many oon. 

So greet a purchasour® was nowher noon. 

Al was fee simple to him in effect, 

His purchasing mighte nat been infect. 320 

No-wher so bisy a man as he ther nas, 

And yet he seméd bisier than he was. 

In termes hadde he caas® and domes* alle, 

That from the tyme of king William were 
falle. 

Thereto he coude endyte, and make a 
thing, 325 

Ther coude no wight pinche” at his wryting; 

And every statut coude he pleyn® by rote.% 

He rood but hoomly in a medlee* cote 

Girt with a ceint* of silk, with barres smale; 

Of his array telle I no lenger tale. 330 

A FRANKELEYN was in his companye; 

Whyt was his berd, as is the dayesye. 

Of his complexioun he was sangwyn* 

Wel loved he by the morwe a sop in wyn. 

To liven in delyt was ever his wone,*! 335 

For he was Epicurus owne sone, 

That heeld opinioun, that pleyn delyt 

Was verraily felicitee parfyt. 

An housholdere, and that a greet, was he; 

Seynt Iulian he was in his contree. 340 

His breed, his ale, was alwey after oon; 

A bettre envynéd® man was nowher noon. 
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Of Aristotle and his philosophye, 295 With-oute bake mete was never his hous, 
1 gain by begging 10 used 19 dearer 29 knowledge, skill 3 daisy 
2 income li stately, orderly 2 fiddle 39 conveyancer 4 ruddy : 
3 play, romp 2 management 21 psaltery 31 invalid ‘1 custom, habit. 
4 puppy 13 borrowing 2 get 2 cases # stored with wine 
5 cape, cloak 4 know not 2% go to school % judgments 
6 short cape 18 gone * meaning * find fault 
7 motley attire 16 uppermost 2% cautious, wary 3 entirely 
8 tending toward 17 outer coat 26 church-porch %6 by heart 
9 French crowns, 18 clerical appointment, 27 county court 37 mixed color 

coins living 28 letter patent % girdle 
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Of fish and flesh, and that so plentevous, 

It snewéd in his hous of mete and drinke, 345 

Of alle deyntees that men coude thinke. 

After the sondry sesons of the yeer, 

So chaungéd he his mete and his soper.! 

Ful many a fat partrich hadde he in mewe? 

And many a breem® and many a luce’ n 
stewe.* 350 

Wo was his cook, but-if his sauce were 

Poynaunt® and sharp, and redy al his gere. 

His table dormant? in his halle alway 

Stood redy covered al the longe day. 

Ai sessiouns’ ther was he lord and sire; 355 

Ful ofte tyme he was knight of the shire. 

An anlas® and a gipser® al of silk 

Heng at his girdel, whyt as morne milk. 

A shirreve" hadde he been, and a coun- 
tour®; 

Was nowher such a worthy vavasour.® 360 

An HABERDASSHER and a CARPENTER, 

A WesBE," a Dyers, and a Tapicer,® 

Were with us eek, clothed in o liveree, 

Of a solempne and greet fraternitee. 

Ful fresh and newe hir gere apykéd® was; 365 

Hir knyves were y- chapéd™ noght with bras, 

But al with silver, wroght ful clene and weel, 

Hir girdles and hir pouches every-deel.8 

Wel seméd ech of hem a fair burgeys,® 

To sitten in a yeldhalle® on a deys.2 

Everich, for the wisdom that he can, 

Was shaply® for to been an alderman. 

For eatel hadde they y-nogh and rente, 

And eek hir wyves wolde it wel assente; 

And elles certein were they to blame. 375 

It is ful fair to been y-clept ‘ma dame,’ 

And goon to vigilvés* al bifore, 

And have a mantel royalliche y-bore. 

A Coox they hadde with hem for the 
nones, 

To boille chiknes with the mary-bones, 380 

And poudre-marchant® tart,® and galin- 
gale.” 

Wel coude he knowea draughte of Londonale. 

He coude roste, and sethe, and broille, and 
frye, 


370 
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For aught I woot, he was of Dertemouthe. 

He rood up-on a rouney,® as he couthe, 396 

In a gowne of falding® to the knee. 

A daggere hanging on a laas* hadde he 

Aboute his nekke under his arm adoun. 

The hote somer had maad his hewe al broun; 

And, certeinly, he was a good felawe. 395 

Ful many a draughte of wyn had he y-drawe 

From Burdeux-ward, whyl that the chap- 
man® sleep. 

Of nyce conscience took he no keep. 

If that he faught, and hadde the hyer hond, 

By water he sente hem hoom to every 
lond. 400 

But of his craft to rekene wel his tydes, 

His stremes and his daungers him bisydes,** 

His herberwe and his mone, his lodemenage,*” 

Ther nas noon swich from Hulle to Cartage. 

Hardy he was, and wys to undertake; 405 

With many a tempest Hanae his berd been 
shake. 

He knew wel alle the havenes, as they were, 

From Gootlond to the cape of Finistere, 

And every eryke® in Britayne and in 
Spayne; 

His barge y-clepéd was the Maudelayne. 410 

With us ther was a Docrour or Puisyk, 

In al this worlde ne was ther noon him lyk 

To speke of phisik and of surgerye; 

For he was grounded in astronomye.® 

He kepte his pacient a ful greet del 

In houres,*? by his magik naturel. 

Wel coude he fortunen*: the ascendent* 

Of his images’ for his pacient. 

He knew the cause of everich maladye, 

Were it of hoot or cold, or moiste, or drye, 420 

And where engendred, and of what humour*; 

He was a verrey parfit practisour. 

The cause y-knowe, and of his harm the rote, 

Anon he yaf the seke man his bote.® 

Ful redy hadde he his apothecaries, 425 

To sende him drogges, and his letuaries,“ 

For ech of hem made other for to winne; 

Hir frendschipe nas nat newe to biginne. 

Wel knew he th’olde Esculapius, 
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Maken mortreux,® and wel bake a pye. And Deiscorides, and eek Rufus, 430 
But greet harm was it, as it thoughte me, 385 Old Ypocras, Haly, and Galien; 
a . . © el . . ™* . 
That on his shine a mormal® hadde he; Serapion, Razis, and Avicen; 
For blankmanger,” that made he with the Averrois, Damascien, and Constantyn; 
beste. Bernard, and Gatesden, and Gilbertyn. 
A SsipmMan was ther, woning™ fer by Of his diete mesurable was he, 435 
weste: For it was of no superfluitee, 
1 supper, meals H governor of a_ ~ guild-hall 80 a minced capon 8° astrology 
2 coop : shire, sheriff a dai compound 40 astrological hours 
3 kinds of fish ® guditor 22 fit 3 dwelling 4 forecast 
4 fish-pond 8 sub-vassal 33 property 2 nag #2 planetary influence 
5 pungent MM weaver 4 vigils 33 coarse cloth 48 waxen images of 
§ gear, utensils © upholsterer %* a kind of spice 4 cord his patient 
7 fixed, permanent 16 trimmed 28 pungent 35 merchant 44 liquid in the body 
8 sessions of the Peace capped (the sheath) 27 sweet cyperus 35 near 45 remedy, reward 
® knife 1S every whit 28a kind of soup 37 pilotage 46 syrups 
10 pouch, purse 12 citizen 29 cancer, sore 38 inlet, creek 47 moderate 
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t norissing and digestible. 

e was but litel on the bible. 

ag en and in pers* he clad was al, 

Lynéd with taffata’ and with sendals; 

And yet he was but esy of dispence*; 

He kepte that he wan in pestilence. 

For gold in phisik is a cordial, 

Thertor he lovede gold in special. 

A good Wyr was ther of bisyde Barun, 445 

But she was som-del deef, and that was . 
scathe.® 

Of clooth-making she hadde swiche an 
haunt, § 

She hem of Ypres and of Gaunt. 

In al the parisshe wyf ne was ther noon 

That to th’ ofiring bifore hir sholde goon; 450 

And if ther dide, certeyn, so wrooth was she, 

That she was out oi alle charitee. 

Hir coverchiefs’ ful fyne were of ground; 

I dorste swere they weyeden® ten pound 

That on a Sonday were upon hir heed 

Hir hosen weren of fyn scarlet reed, 

Ful streite y-teyd,’ and shoos ful moiste 
and newe. 

Bold was hir face, and fair, and reed of 
hewe. 

She was a worthy womman al hir lyve, 

Housbondes at chirche-dore she hadde 
fyve, 460 

Withouten other companye in youthe; 

But thereof nedeth nat to speke as nouthe.?® 

And thryes hadde she been at Jerusalem; 

She hadde passéd many a straunge streem; 

At pone she hadde been, and at Bo- 
loign 465 

In ‘pniey at seint Jame, and at Coloigne. 

She coude muche of wandring by the weye: 

Gat-tothéd" was she, soothly for to seye. 

Up-on an amblere¥ esily she sat, 

Y-wimpled" wel, and on hir heed an hat 470 

As brood as is a bokeler or a tar gels: 

A foot-mantel aboute hir hipes large, 

And on hir feet a paire of spores sharpe. 

In felawschip wel coude she laughe and 


oo a, 


440 


455 


carpe.¥ 
Of remedyes of love she knew _per- 
chaunce, 475 


For she coude of that art the olde daunce. 
A good man was ther of religioun, 

And was a poyre Persoun® of a toun; 

But riche he was of holy thoght and werk, 
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Benigne he was, and wonder diligent, 

And in adversitee ful pacient; 

And swich he was y-preved ofte 
sythes.?° 485 


Ful looth were him to cursen*! for his tythes, 

But rather wolde he yeven, out of doute, 

Un-to his povre parisshens aboute 

Of his offring, and eek of his substaunce. 

He coude in litel thing han suffisaunce. 490 

Cee his parisshe, and houses fer a-son- 

er 

But he ne lafte nat, for reyn ne thonder, 

In siknes nor in meschief, 2 to visyte 

The ferreste in his parisshe, muche and lyte, 

Up-on his feet, and in his hand a staf. 495 

This noble ensample to his sheep he yaf, 

That first he wroghte, and afterward he 

taughte; 

Out of the gospel he tho wordes caughte; 

And this figure he added eek ther-to, 

That if gold ruste, what shal yren do? 500 

For if a preest be foul, on whom we truste, 

No wonder is a lewéd?* man to ruste; 

And shame it is, if a preest take keep, 

A [filthy ] shepherde and a clene sheep. 

Wel oghte a preest ensample for to yive, 505 

By his clennesse, how that his sheep shold live. 

He sette nat his benefice to hyre,™ 

And leet his sheep encombred in the myre, 

And ran to London, un-to séynt Poules, 

To seken him a chaunterie® for soules, 

Or with a bretherhed to been withholde®; 

But dwelte at hoom, and kepte wel his folde, 

So that the wolf ne made it nat miscarie; 

He was a shepherde and no mercenarie. 

And though he holy were, and vertuous, 515 

He was to sinful man nat despitous,?? 

Ne of his speche daungerous® ne digne,”® 

But in his teching discreet and benigne. 

To drawen folk to heven by fairnesse 

By good ensample, was his bisinesse: 

But it were any persone obstinat, 

What so he were, of heigh or lowe estat, 

Him wolde he snibben*® sharply for the 

nones. 

A bettre preest, I trowe that nowher noon is. 

He wayted after no pompe and reverence, 525 

Ne makéd him a spyeed* conscience, 

But Cristes lore, and his apostles twelve, 

He taughte, but first he folwed it him-selve. 
With him ther was a PLowMan, was his 
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He was also a lernéd man, a clerk,” 480 brother, 
That Cristes gospel trew ely wolde preche; That hadde y-lad® of dong ful many a 
His parisshens® devoutly wolde he teche. fother,* 530 
1 red 8 weighed 6 talk 2” misfortune 29 haughty 
2 blue ® tied 1 parson % ignorant #0 reprove 
3 kinds of silk 10 just now 17 scholar % hire 4 sophisticated 
4 expenditures i gate-toothed 18 parishioners ® chantry 82 carried 
5 misfortune 2 ambling nag 19 prove % maintained %3 cart-load 
6 skill 13 wearing a wimple 2 times 27 merciless 
7 kerchiefs 4 shield 21 excommunicate 28 severe 
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A trewe swinker and a good was he, 

Livinge in pees and parfit charitee. 

God loved he best with al his hole herte 
At alle tymes, thogh him gamed! or smerte, 
And thanne his neighebour right as him- 


selve. 535 
He wolde thresshe, and ther-to dyke and 
delve, 


For Cristes sake, for every povre wight, 
Withouten hyre, if it lay in his might. 
His tythes payéd he ful faire and wel, 
Bothe of his propre swink and his catel. 540 
In a tabard? he rood upon a mere.® 
Ther was also a Reve! and a Millere, 
A Somnour’ and a Pardoner’ also, 
A Maunciple,’ and my-self; ther were namo. 
The Mruuer was a stout carl,’ for the 
nones, 545 
Ful big he was of braun, and eek of bones; 
That provéd wel, for over-al ther he cam, 
At wrastling he wolde have alwey the ram. 
He was short-sholdred, brood, a_ thikke 


knarre,? 
Ther nas no dore that he nolde heve of 
harre,” 550 


Or breke it, at a renning, with his heed. 

His berd as any sowe or fox was reed, 

And ther-to brood, as though it were a spade. 

Up-on the cop" right of his nose he hade 

A werte, and ther-on stood a tuft of heres, 555 

Reed as the bristles of a sowes eres; 

His nose-thirles® blake were and wyde. 

A swerd and bokeler bar he by his syde; 

His mouth as greet was as a greet forneys. 

He was a janglere® and a goliardeys,™4 560 

And that was most of sinne and harlotryes. 

Wel coude he stelen corn, and tollen thryes; 

An yes he hadde a thombe of gold, pardee. 

A whyt cote and a blew hood weréd he. 

A baggepype wel coude he blowe and 

sowne, 565 

And therwithal he broghte us out of towne. 
A gentil MauncrPLe was ther of a temple,” 

Of which achatours® mighte take exemple 

For to be wyse in bying of vitaille. 

For whether that he payde, or took by 


taille,” 570 
Algate! he wayted so in his achat, 
That he was ay biforn and in good stat. 
Now is nat that of God a ful fair grace, 
That swich a lewéd mannes wit shal pace 
The wisdom of an heep of lernéd men? 575 
1 pleased 8 churl 7 
2 sleeveless jacket 9 burly fellow 18 
3 mare 10 hinge 19 
4 steward, bailiff l top, tip 20 
5 summoner to nostrils pa 
ecclesiastical court 13 babbler 22 
6 seller of indulgences M4 buffoon 23 
7 caterer for inn or 16 inn of court 24 
college 16 purchasers 25 
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Of maistres hadde he mo than thryes ten, 

That were of lawe expert and curious; 

Of which ther were a doseyn in that hous 

Worthy to been stiwardes of rente and lond 

Of any lord that is in Engelond, 580 

To make him live by his propre good,” 

In honour dettelees, but he were wood, 

Or live as scarsly as him list desire; 

And able for to helpen al a shire 

In any cas that mighte falle or happe; 585 

And yit this maunciple sette hir aller® 
cappe.+ 

The RevE was a sclendre colerik man, 

His berd was shave as ny as ever he can. 

His heer was by his eres round y-shorn. 

His top was dokkéd lyk a preest biforn. 590 

Ful longe were his legges, and ful lene, 

Y-lyk a staf, ther was no calf y-sene. 

Wel coude he kepe a gerner®* and a binne; 

Ther was noon auditour coude on him winne. 

Wel wiste he, by the droghte, and by the 
reyn, 595 

The yeldyng of his seed, and of his greyn. 

His lordes sheep, his neet,2* his dayerye,* 

His swyn, his hors, his stoor,?* and his pul- 
trye, 

Was hoolly in this reves governing, 

And by his covenaunt yaf the rekening, 

Sin that his lord was twenty yeer of age; 

Ther coude no man bringe him in arrerage.?” 

Ther nas baillif, ne herde,# ne other hyne,?® 

That he ne knew his sleighte® and his 
covyne*; 

They were adrad® of him, as of the deeth. 605 

His woning was ful fair up-on an heeth, 

With grene treés shadwed was his place. 

He coude bettre than his lord purchace. 

Ful riche he was astoréd* prively, 

His lord wel coude he plesen subtilly, 

To yeve and lene# him of his owne good, 

And have a thank, and yet a cote, and hood. 

In youthe he lernéd hadde a good misters; 

He was a wel good wrighte,* a carpenter. 

This reve sat up-on a ful good stot,*” 615 

That was al pomely® grey, and _ highte% 
Scot. 
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A long surcote® of pers up-on he hade, 

And by his syde he bar a rusty blade. 

Of Northfolk was this reve, of which I telle, 

Bisyde a toun men clepen Baldeswelle. 620 

Tukkéd*! he was, as is a frere, aboute, 

And ever he rood the hindreste® of our route. 
tally, credit 2% stock (of a farm) 35 trade 
always 27 arrears 3% workman 
goods 28 herd, keeper 37 stallion 
of all 29 hind, servant 38 dappled 
caps 30 craft 39 called 
cut short 31 deceit 40 upper coat 
garner 22 afraid 41 tucked up 
cattle 33 stored 42 hindmost 
dairy % lend 
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A Somnour was ther with us in that place, 
That hadde a fyr-reed cherubinnes face, 
For sawceflem! he was, with eyen narwe. 625 
As hoot he was, and lecherous, as a sparwe; 
With scalléd?  browes blake, and piléds 


berd; 
Of his visage children were aferd. 
Ther nas quik-silver, litarge,* ne brimstoon, 
Boras, ceruce,‘ ne oille of tartre noon, — 630 
Ne oynement that wolde clense and byte, 
That him mighte helpen of his whelkes 
whyte, 
Ne of the knobbes sittinge on his chekes. 
Wel loved he garleek, oynons, and eek lekes, 
And for to drinken strong wyn, reed as 
blood. 635 
agin wolde he speke, and erye as he were 


And sbeti that he wel dronken hadde the 
wyn, 

Than wolde he speke no word but Latyn. 

A fewe termes hadde he, two or thre, 

That he had Jernéd out of som decree; 640 

No wonder is, he herde it al the day; 

And eek ye knowen wel, how that a jay 

Can clepen ‘Waite,’ as well as can the pope. 

But who-so coude in other thing him 


grope,s 

Thanne hadde he spent al his philoso- 

phye; 645 
Ay ‘Ducstio quid iuris’ wolde he crye 
He was a gentil harlot® and a ky nde’; 
A bettre felawe sholde men noght fynde. 
He wolde sufire, for a quart of wyn, 
A good felawe to have his concubyn 650 
A twelf-month, and excuse him atte fulle: 
And prively a finch eek coude he pulle. 
And if he fond o-wher* a good felawe, 
He wolde techen him to have non awe, 
Tn swich cas, of the erchedeknes curs, 
But-if a mannes soule were in his purs; 
For in his purs he sholde y-punisshed be. 
‘Purs is the erchedeknes helle,’ seyde he. 
But wel I woot he lyéd right in dede; 


655 


Of cursing oghte ech gilty man him 
drede — ; 2 660 

For curs wol slee, right as assoilling® sav- 
eth — 


And also war him of a significavit. 

In daunger'® hadde he at his owne gyse™ 
The yonge girles" of the diocyse, 

pa knew hir counseil, and was al hir 
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As greet as it were for an ale-stake!; 

A bokeler hadde he maad him of a cake. 
With him ther rood a gentil ParpoNER 
Of Rouncival, his freend and his compeer, 670 
That str eight was comen fro the court of 

Rome. 
Ful loude he song, ‘Com hider, love, to me.’ 
This somnour bar to him a stif burdoun, 14 
Was nevere trompe of half so greet a soun. 
This pardoner hadde heer as yelowas wex, 675 
But smothe it heng, as doth a strike of flex; 
By ounces® henge his lokkes that he hadde, 
And there-with he his shuldres overspradde: 
But thinne it lay, by colpons” oon and oon; 
But hood, for jolitee, ne wered he noon, 680 
For it was trusséd up in his walet. 
Him thoughte, he rood al of the newe jet; 
Discheyele, save his cappe, he rood al bare. 
Swiche elaringe eyen hadde he as an hare. 
A vernicle?® hadde he sowéd on his cappe. 685 
His walet lay biforn him in his lappe, 
Bret-ful?! of pardoun come from Rome al 
hoot. 
A voys he hadde as smal as hath a goot. 
No berd hadde he, ne never sholde have. 
As smothe it was as it were late y-shave; 690 


. 


But of his craft, fro Berwik into Ware, 

Ne was ther swich another pardoner. 

Yor in his male” he hadde a pilwe-beer,” 

Which that, he seyde, was our lady veyl: 695 

He seyde, he hadde a gobet# of the seyl 

That séynt Peter hadde, whan that he wente 

Up-on the see, til Jesu Crist him hente. 

He hadde a croys® of latoun,?6 ful of stones, 

And in a glas he hadde pigges bones. 700 

But with thise relikes, whan that he fond 

A povre person dwelling up-on lond, 

Up-on a day he gat him more moneye 

Than that the person gat in monthes tweye. 

And thus with feynéd flaterye and 
japes,?7 705 

He made the person and the peple his apes. 

But trewely to tellen, atte laste, 

He was in chirche a noble ecclesiaste. 

Wel coude he rede a lessoun or a storie, 

But alderbest® he song an offertorie; 701 

For wel he wiste, whan that song was songe, 

He moste preche, and wel affyle® his tonge, 

To winne silver, as he ful wel coude; 

Therefore he song so meriely and loude. 


eed. 665 Now have I told you shortly, in a 

A ashe hadde he set up-on his heed, clause, 715 

1 pimpled 7 natural 13 support for a sign 9 fashion R 2 cross 
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3 scanty 9 absolution 1 hank 2 brimful 27 tricks 
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Th’estat, th’array, the nombre, and eek the 
cause 
Why that assembléd was this companye 
In Southwerk, at this gentil hostelrye, 
That highte the Tabard, faste by the Belle. 
But now is tyme to yow for to telle 720 
How that we baren us that ilke night, 
Whan we were in that hostelrye alight. 
And after wol I telle of our viage, 
And al the remenaunt of our pilgrimage. 
But first I pray yow, of your curteisye, 
That ye n’arette! it nat my vileinye, 
Thogh that I pleynly speke in this matere, 
To telle yow hir wordes and hir chere; 
Ne thogh I speke hir wordes proprely. 
For this ye knowen al-so wel as I, 
Who-so shal telle a tale after a man, 
He moot reherce, as ny as ever he can, 
Everich a word, if it be in his charge, 
AF speke he never so rudeliche and large; 
Or elles he moot telle his tale untrewe, 735 
Or feyne thing, or finde wordes newe. 
He may nat spare, al-thogh he were his 
brother; 
He moot as wel seye o word as another. 
Crist spak him-self ful brode in holy writ, 
And wel ye woot, no vileinye is it. 740 
ek Plato seith, who-so that can him rede, 
The wordes mote be cosin to the dede. 
Also I prey yow to foryeve it me, 
Al have I nat set folk in hir degree 
Here in this tale, as that they sholde 
stonde; 745 
My wit is short, ye may wel understonde. 
xreet chere made our hoste us everichon, 
And to the soper sette he us anon; 
And servéd tis with vitaille at the beste. 
Strone was the wyn, and wel to drinke us 
leste. 750 
A semely than our hoste was with-alle 
For to han been a marshal in an halle; 
A large man he was with eyen stepe, 
A fairer burgeys was ther noon in Chepe: 
Bold of his speche, and wys, and wel 
y-taught, 755 
And of manhood him lakkede right naught. 
[eek thereto he was right a mery man, 
And after soper pleyen he bigan, 
And spak of imirthe amonges othere thinges, 
Whan that we hadde maad our reken- 
ingés; 760 
And seyde thus: ‘Now, lordinges, trewely, 
Ye ben to me right welcome hertely: 
For by my trouthe, if that I shal nat lye, 
I ne saugh this yeer so mery a companye 
At ones in this herberwe as is now. 765 
Fayn wolde I doon yow mirthe, wiste I how. 


725 
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1 ascribe 
2 although 


8 requite 
1 reward 


5 plan 
6 tell tales 


7 first 
8 consideration 
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And of a mirthe I am right now bithoght, 
To doon yow ese, and it shal coste noght. 
Ye goon to Caunterbury; God yow spede, 
The blisful martir quyte? yow your 
mede.4 770 
And wel I woot, as ye goon by the weye, 
Ye shapen® yow to talen‘ and to pleye; 
For trewely, confort ne mirthe is noon 
To ryde by the weye doumb as a stoon; 
And therfore wol I maken yow disport, 775 
As I seyde erst,’ and doon yow som confort. 
And if yow lyketh alle, by oon assent, 
Now for to stonden at my jugement, 
And for to werken as I shal yow seye, 
To-morwe, whan ye ryden by the weye, 780 
Now, by my fader soule, that is deed, 
But ye be merye, I wol yeve yow myn 
heed. 
Hold up your hond, withouten more speche.’ 
Our counseil was nat longe for to seche; 
Us thoughte it was noght worth to make it 
wys, 785 
And graunted him withouten more avys, 
And bad him seye his verdit, as him leste. 
‘Lordinges,’ quod he, ‘now herkneth for 
the beste; 
But tak it not, I prey yow, in desdeyn; 
This is the poynt, to speken short and 
pleyn, 790 
That ech of yow, to shorte with your weye, 
In this viage, shal telle tales tweye,® 
To Caunterbury-waid, I mene it so, 
And hom-ward he shal tellen othere two, 
Of aventures that whylom han bifalle. 795 
And a of yow that bereth him best of 
alle, 
That is to seyn, that telleth in this cas 
Tales of best sentence and most solas,!° 
Shal have @ soper at our aller cost 
Here in this place, sitting by this post, 800 
Whan that we come agayn fro Catinterbury. 
And for to make yow the more mery, 
I wol my-selven gladly with yow ryde, 
Right at myn owne cost, and be your gyde. 
And who-so wol my jugement withseye! 805 
Shal paye al that we spenden by the weye. 
And if ye vouche-sauf” that it be so, 
Tel me anon, with-outen wordes mo, 
And I wol erly shape me therfore.’ 
This thing was graunted, and our othes 
swore 810 
With ae glad herte, and preyden him 
also 
That he wold vouche-sauf for to do so, 
And that he wolde been our governour, 
And of our tales juge and reportour, 
And sette a soper at a certeyn prys; 815 


9 two 


é  gainsay 
10 solace, mirth 


12 youchsafe, grant 
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And we wold reuléd been at his devys,! 
In heigh and lowe; and thus, by oon assent, 
We been acorded to his jugement. 
And ther-up-on the wyn was fet? anoon; 
We dronken, and to reste wente echon, 
With-outen any lenger taryinge. 
A-morwe, whan that day bigan to springe, 
Up roos our host, and was our aller cok, 
And gadrede® us togidre, alle in a flok, 
And forth we riden, a litel more than 
825 


820 


st 
Un-to the watering of seint Thomas. 
And there our host bigan his hors areste, 
And seyde; ‘Lordinges, herkneth if yow 
leste. 
Ye woot your forward, and I it yow recorde.® 
If even-song and morwe-song acorde, 830 
Lat se now who shal telle the firste tale. 
As ever mote I drinke wyn or ale, 
Who-so be rebel to my jugement 
Shal pave for al that by the weye is spent. 
Now draweth cut, er that we ferrer 
twinne’®; 835 
He which that hath the shortest shal be- 
einne. 
Sire knight,’ quod he, ‘my maister and my 
lord, 
Now draweth cut, for that is myn acord. 
Cometh neer,’ quod he, ‘my lady prioresse; 
And ye, sir clerk, lat be your shamfast- 


nesse,’ 840 
Ne studieth noght; ley hond to, every 
man.’ 


Anon to drawen every wight bigan, 
And shortly for to tellen, as it was, 
Were it by aventure,* or sort,® or cas, 
The sothe is this, the cut fil to the kinght, 845 
Of which ful blythe and glad was every 


wight; 
And telle he moste his tale, as was resoun, 
By forward and by composicioun, 
As ye han herd; what nedeth wordes mo? 
And whan this gode man saugh" it was 
sO, 850 
As he that wys was and obedient 
To kepe his forward by his free assent, 
He seyde: ‘Sin I shal beginne the game, 


What, welcome be the cut, a Goddes 
name! 
Now lat us ryde, and herkneth what I 


seye.’ 855 
And with that word we riden forth our 
weye; - 
And he bigan with right a mery chere 
His tale anon, and seyde in this manere. 
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A povre widwe, somdel stape™ in age, 

Was whylom dwelling in a narwe cotage, 

Bisyde a grove, stonding in a dale. 

This widwe, of which I telle yow my tale, 

Sin thilke day that she was last a wyf, 5 

In pacience ladde a ful simple lyf, 

For litel was hir catel and hir rente; 

By housbondrye, of such as god hir sente, 

She fond hir-self, and eek hir doghtren two. 

Three large sowes hadde she, and namo, 10 

Three kyn,” and eek a sheep that highte 
Malle. 

Ful sooty was hir bour, and eek hir halle, 

In which she eet ful many a sclendre meel. 

Of poynaunt" sauce hir neded never a deel.8 

No deyntee morsel passéd thurgh hir 
throte; 15 

Hir dyete was accordant to hir cote. 

Repleccioun® ne made hir nevere syk; 

Attempree” dyete was al hir phisyk, 

And exercyse, and hertes suffisaunce. 

The goute lette* hir no-thing for to 
daunce, 20 

N’apoplexye shente” nat hir heed; 

No wyn ne drank she, neither whyt ne reed; 

Hir rom was servéd most with whyt and 
blak, 

Milk and broun breed, in which she fond no 
lak, 
Seynd* bacoun, and somtyme an ey” or 

tweye,” 25 
For she was as it were a maner deye.”” 

A yerd she hadde, encloséd al aboute 
With stikkes, and a drye dich with-oute, 
In which she hadde a cok, hight Chaunte-. 

cleer, 
In al the land of crowing nas his peer.8 30 
His vois was merier than the merye orgon 
On messe” dayes that in the chirche gon; 
Wel sikerer® was his crowing in his logge,*! 
Than is a clokke, or an abbey orlogge.* 
By nature knew he ech ascencioun 
Of equinoxial in thilke toun; 
lor whan degrees fiftene were ascended, 
Thanne crew he, that it mighte nat ben 
amended. 
His comb was redder than the fyn coral, 
And batailed,* as it were a castel-wal. 40 
His bile was blak, and as the jeet it shoon; 
Lyk asur were his legges, and his toon; 
His nayles whytter than the lile flour, 
And lyk the burnéd gold was his colour. 
This gentil cok hadde in his governaunce 45 
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Sevene hennes, for to doon al his pleasaunce, 
Whiche were his sustres and his paramours, 
And wonder lyk to him, as of colours. 
Of whiche the faireste hewéd on hir throte 
Was clepéd faire damoysele! Pertelote. 50 
Curteys she was, discreet, and debonaire, 
And compaignable, and bar hir-self so faire, 
Sin thilke day that she was seven night old, 
That trewely she hath the herte in hold 
Of Chauntecleer loken? in every lith?; 55 
He loved hir so, that wel him was therwith. 
But such a joye was it to here hem singe, 
Whan that the brighte sonne gan to springe, 
In swete accord, ‘my lief* is faren in londe.’ 
For thilke tyme, as I have understonde, 60 
Bestes and briddes coude speke and singe. 
And so bifel, that in a dawenynge, 
As Chauntecleer among his wyves alle 
Sat on his perche, that was in the halle, 
And next him sat this faire Pertelote, 65 
This Chauntecleer gan gronen in his throte, 
As man that in his dreem is drecchédé sore. 
And whan that Pertelote thus herde him rore, 
She was agast, and seyde, ‘O herte dere, 
What eyleth® yow, to grone in this man- 
ere? 70 
Ye been a verray sleper, fy for shame!’ 
And he answerde and seyde thus, ‘Madame, 
I pray yow, that ye take it nat a-grief?: 
By god, me mette® I was in swich meschief? 
Right now, that yet myn herte is sore 
afright. 75 
Now god,’ quod he, ‘my swevene” recche# 
aright, 
And keep my body out of foul prisoun! 
Me mette, how that I roméd up and doun 
Withinne our yerde, wher-as I saugh a beste, 
Was lyk an hound, and wolde han sme 
areste 
Upon my body, and wolde han had me des 
His colour was bitwixe yelwe and reed; 
And tippéd was his tail, and bothe his eres, 
With blak, unlyk the remenant of his heres; 
His snowte smal, with glowinge eyen 
tweye 85 
Yet of his look for fere almost I deye; 
This causéd me my groning, douteles.’ 
‘Avoy®!’ quod she, ‘fy on yow, herteles**! 
Allas!’ quod she, ‘for, by that god above, 
Now han ye lost myn herte and al my love; 90 
I can nat love a coward, by my feith. 
For certes, what so any womman seith, 
We alle desyren, if it mighte be, 
To han housbondes hardy, wyse, and free, 
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And secree, and no nigard, ne no fool, 95 

Ne him that is agast of every tool, 

Ne noon avauntour," by that god above! 

Be dorste ye seyn for shame unto your 
ove, 

That any thing mighte make yow aferd? 

Have ye no mannes herte, and han a 
berd? 100 

Allas! and conne ye been agast of swevenis? 

No-thing, god wot, but vanitee, in sweven is. 

Swevenes engendren® of replecciouns 

And ofte of fume," and of complecciouns,1? 

Whan humours been to habundant in a 


wight. i 105 
Certes® this dreem, which ye han met to- 
night, 


Cometh of the grete superfluitee 
Of youre rede colera, pardee, 
Which causeth folk to dremen in here 
dremes 
Of arwes, and of fyr with rede lemes,2 110 
Of grete bestes, that they wol hem byte, 
Of contek,?! and of whelpes grete and lyte; 
Right as the humour of malencolye 
Causeth ful many a man, in sleep, to crye, 
For fere of blake beres, or boles” blake, 115 
Or elles, blake develes wole hem take. 
Of othere humours coude I telle also, 
That werken many a man in sleep ful wo; 
But I wol passe as lightly as I can. 
‘Lo Catoun, which that was so wys a 
man, 120 
Seyde he nat thus, ne do* no fors* of 
dremes? 
Now, sire,’ quod she, ‘whan we flee fro the 
bemes, 
For goddes love, as tak som laxatyf; 
Up peril of my soule, and of my lyf, 
I counseille yow the beste, I wol nat lye, 125 
That both of colere,%> and of malencolye 
Ye purge yow; and ‘for ye shul nat tarie, 
Though in this toun is noon apotecarie, 
I shal my-self to herbes techen yow, 
That shul ben for your hele,?* and for your 
prow”; 130 
And in our yerd tho herbes shal I fynde, 
The whiche han of hir propretee, by kynde, 
To purgen yow binethe, and eek above. 
Forget not this, for goddes owene love! 
Ye been ful colerik of compleccioun. 135 
Ware the sonne in his ascencioun 
Ne fynde yow nat repleet of humours hote; 
And if it do, I dar wel leye a grote,?8 
That ye shul have a fevere terciane, 
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Or an agu, that may be youre bane. 

A day or two ye shul have digestyves 
Of wormes, er ye take your laxatyves, 
Of lauriol,? centaure,’ and fumetere,! 
Or elles of ellebor,’ that groweth there, 
Of catapuce,® or of gaytres’ beryis, 145 
Of me yve, growing in our yerd, that mery 
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Pekke hem up right as they growe, and ete 
hem in. 
Be mery, housbond, for your fader kyn! 
Dredeth no dreem; I can say yow namore.’ 
‘Madame,’ quod he, ‘grawnt mercy of your 
lore. 150 
But nathelees, as touching daun® Catoun, 
That hath of wisdom such a gret renoun, 
Though that he bad no dremes for to drede, 
By god, men may in olde bokes rede 
Of many a man, more of auctoritee 
Than ever Catoun was, so moot I thee,? 
That al the revers seyn of this sentence,” 
And han wel founden by experience, 
That dremes ben significaciouns, 
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As wel of joye as tribulaciouns 160 
That folk enduren in this lyf present. 
Ther nedeth make of this noon argument; 


The verray preve" sheweth it in dede. 
‘Oon of the gretteste auctours that men 


rede 
Seith thus, that whylom two felawes 
wente 165 


On pilgrimage, in a ful good entente; 
And happéd so, thay come into a toun, 
Wher as ther was swich congregacioun 
Of peple, and eek so streit’* of herbergage,™ 
camps — ne founde as muche as o cot- 
170 
In hii they bothe mighte y-loggéd be. 
Wherfor thay mosten, of necessitee, 
As for that night, departen's compaignye : 
And ech of hem goth to his hostelrye, 
And took his logging as it wolde falle. 
That oon of hem was loggéd in a stalle, 
Fer in a yerd, with oxen of the plough; 
That other man was loggéd wel y-nough, 
As was his aventure, or his fortune, 
That us governeth alle as in commune. 180 
“And so bifel, that, long er it were day, 
This man mette in his bed, ther as he lay, 
How that his felawe gan up-on him calle, 
And seyde, ‘‘allas! for in an oxes stalle 
This night I shal be mordred ther I lye. 185 
Now help me, dere brother, er I dye; 
In alle haste com to me,” he sayde. 
This man out of his sleep for fere abrayde*; 
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But whan that he was wakned of his sleep, 
He turnéd him, and took of this no keep; 190 
Him thoughte his dreem nas but a vanitee. 
Thus twyés in his sleping dreméd he. 

And atte thridde tyme yet his felawe 

Cam, as him thoughte, and seide, ‘‘ I am now 


slawe"; 
Bihold my blody woundes, depe and 
wyde! 195 


Arys up erly in the morwe-tyde,® 
And at the west gate of the toun,” quod he, 
“A carte ful of donge ther shaltow see, 
In which my body is hid ful prively; 
Do thilke carte aresten boldely. 200 
My gold causéd my mordre, sooth” to sayn”’; 
And tolde him every poynt how he was slayn, 
With a ful pitous face, pale of hewe. 
And truste wel, his dreem he fond ful trewe; 
For on the morwe, as sone as it was day, 205 
To his felawes in® he took the way; 
And whan that he cam to this oxes stalle, 
After his felawe he bigan to calle. 

‘The hostiler answerde him anon, 
And seyde, “sire, your felawe is agon, 210 
As sone as day he wente out of the toun.” 
This man gan fallen in suspecioun, 
Remembring on his dremes that he mette, 
And forth he goth, no lenger wolde he 

lette,4 
Unto the west gate of the toun, and fond 215 
A dong-carte, as it were to donge lond, 
That was arrayéd in that same wyse 
As ye han herd the dede man devyse”; 
And with an hardy herte he gan to ecrye 
Vengeaunce and justice of this felonye: — 220 
“My felawe mordred is this same night, 
And in this carte he lyth gapinge upright. 
I crye out on the ministres,*” quod he, 
“That sholden kepe and reulen this citee; 
Harrow! allas! her lyth my felawe slayn!” 225 
What sholde I more un-to this tale sayn? 
The peple out-sterte, and caste the cart to 
grounde, 

And in the middel of the dong they founde 
The dede man, that mordred was al newe. 

‘O blisful god, that art so just and 


trewe! 230 
Lo, how that thou biwreyest* mordre al- 
way! 


Mordre wol out, that se we day by day. 
Mordre is so wlatsom® and abhominable 
To god, that is so just’and resonable, 

That he ne wol nat suffre it heléd®* be; 235 
Though it abyde a yeer, or two, or three, 
Mordre wol out, this my conclusioun. 


1 death 5 hellebore ’ thrive 8 lodging 17 slain 1 delay % loathsome 

2 spurge laurel § caper-spurge 1 theme, subject ™“ separate 18 morning-time * describe % concealed 
* @ centaury 7 dogwood proof % chance, luck truth % officers 

4 fumitory 8 sir, Mr. 2 scanty 16 started up 2 inn % revealest 


152 


And right anoon, ministres of that toun 
Han hent! the carter, and so sore him 
yned,? 
And eek the hostiler so sore engynéd,? 240 
That thay biknewe! hir wikkednesse anoon, 
And were an-hangéd by the nekke-boon. 
‘Here may men seen that dremes been to 
drede. 
And certes, in the same book I rede, 
Right in the nexte chapitre after this, 245 
(I gabbe® nat, so have I joye or blis,) 
Two men that wolde han passéd over see, 
For certeyn cause, in-to a fer contree, 
If that the wind ne hadde been contrarie, 
That made hem in a citee for to tarie, 250 
That stood ful mery upon an haven-syde. 
But on a day, agayn’ the even-tyde, 
The wind gan chaunge, and blew right as 


hem leste. 
Jolif and glad they wente un-to hir reste, 
And casten hem ful erly for to saille; 255 


But to that oo man fel a greet mervaille. 
That oon of hem, in sleping as he lay, 

Him mette a wonder dreem, agayn the day; 
Him thoughte a man stood by his beddes 


syde, 

And him comaunded, that he sholde 
abyde, 260 

And seyde him thus, “if thou to-morwe 
wende, 

Thou shalt be dreynt?; my tale is at an 
ende.”’ 


He wook, and tolde his felawe what he mette, 

And preyde him his viage for to lette; 

As for that day, he preyde him to abyde. 265 

His felawe, that lay by his beddes syde, 

Gan for to laughe, and scornéd him ful faste. 

“No dreem,” quod he, ‘“‘may so myn herte 
agaste,$ 

That I wol lette for to do my thinges. 

I sette not a straw by thy dreminges, 270 

For swevenes been but vanitees and japes.° 

Men dreme al-day of owles or of apes, 

And eek of many a mase” therwithal; 

Men dreme of thing that never was ne shal. 

But sith" I see that thou wolt heer 
abyde, 275 

And thus for-sleuthen® wilfully thy tyde,® 

God wot it reweth* me; and have good 
day.” 

And thus he took his leve, and wente his way. 

But er that he hadde halfe his cours 
y-seyléd,® 

Noot I nat why, ne what mischaunce it 
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But casuelly the shippes botme rente, 

And ship and man under the water wente 

Tn sighte of othere shippes it byside, 

That with hem seyléd at the same tyde. 

And therfor, faire Pertelote so dere, 285 

By swiche ensamples olde maistow lere, 

That no man sholde been to recchelees* 

Of dremes, for I sey thee, doutelees, 

That many a dreem ful sore is for to drede. 
‘Lo, in the lyf of seint Kenelm, I rede, 290 

That was Kenulphus sone, the noble king 

Of Mercenrike, how Kenelm mette a thing; 

A lyte er he was mordred, on a day, 

His mordre in his avisioun” he say,8 

His norice® him expounéd every del®?® 295 

His sweven, and bad him for to kepe him wel 

For traisoun; but he nas but seven yeer old, 

And therefore litel tale?! hath he told 

Of any dreem, so holy was his herte. 

By god, I hadde lever’ than my sherte 300 

That ye had rad his legende, as have I. 

Dame Pertelote, I sey yow trewely, 

Macrobeus, that writ th’avisioun 

In Affrike of the worthy Cipioun, 

Affermeth dremes, and seith that they 

been 305 

Warning of thinges that men after seen. 
‘And forther-more, I pray yow loketh wel 

In th’olde testament, of Daniel, 

If he held dremes any vanitee. 

Reed eek of Joseph, and ther shul ye see 310 

Wher dremes ben somtyme (I set nat alle) 

Warning of thinges that shul after falle. 

Loke of Egipt the king, daun Pharao, 

His bakere and his boteler also, 

Wher they ne felte noon effect in dremes. 315 

Who-so wol seken actes of sondry remes,4 

May rede of dremes many a wonder thing. 
‘Lo Cresus, which that was of Lyde king, 

Mette he nat that he sat upon a tree, 

Which signified he sholde anhangéd be? 320 

Lo heer Andromacha, Ectores wyf, 

That day that Ector sholde lese* his lyf, 

She dreméd on the same night biforn, 

How that the lyf of Ector sholde be lorn,* 

If thilke day he wente in-to bataille; 325 

She warnéd him, but it mighte nat availle; 

He wente for to fighte nathelees, 

But he was slayn anoon of Achilles. 

But thilke tale is al to long to telle, 

And eek it is ny day, I may nat dwelle. 330 

Shortly I seye, as for conclusioun, 

That I shal han of this avisoun 

Adversitee; and I seye forther-more, 


eyléd, 230 That I ne telle of laxatyves no store, 
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For they ben venimous, I woot it wel; 

I hem defye, | love hem nevere a del. 
‘Now let us speke of mirthe, and stinte! 

al this; 

Madame Pertelote, so have I blis, 

Of o thing god hath sent me large grace; 

For whan I see the beautee of your face, 340 

Ye ben so scarlet-reed about youre yén, 

It maketh al my drede for to dyen; 

For, also siker? as In principio, 

Mulier est hominis confusio; 

Madame, the sentence of this Latin is — 345 

Womman is mannes joye and al his blis. 


335 


T am so ful of joye and of solas 
That I defye bothe sweven and dreem.’ 
And with that word he fley doun fro the 


For it was day, and eek his hennes alle; 
And with a chuk he gan hem for to calle, 
For he had founde a corn, lay in the yerd. 355 
Royal he was, he was namore aferd; 
He fethered Pertelote twenty tyme, 
And trad as ofte, er that 1t was pryme. 
He loketh as it were a grim leoun’; 
And on his toos he rometh up and doun, 360 
Him deynéd not to sette his foot to grounde. 
He chukketh, whan he hath a corn y-founde, 
And to him rennen thanne his wyves alle. 
Thus royal, as a prince is in his halle, 
Leve I this Chauntecleer in his pasture; 365 
And after wol I telle his aventure. 

Whan that the month in which the world 

bigan, 

That highte March, whan god first makéd 


man, 
Was complet, and [y |-passéd were also, 
Sin March bigan, thritty dayes and two, 370 
Bifel that Chauntecleer, in al his pryde, 
His seven wyves walking by his syde, 
Caste up his eyen to the brighte sonne, 
That in the signe of Taurus hadde y-ronne 
Twenty degrees and oon, and somwhat 
more; 375 
And knew by kynde,‘ and by noon other lore, 
That it was pryme, and crew with blisful 


stevene. 
‘The sonne,’ he sayde, ‘is clomben up on 
hevene 
Fourty degrees and oon, and more, y-wis.* 
Madame Pertelote, my ’worldes blis, 380 
Herkneth thise blisful briddes how they 
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Ful is myn hert of revel’ and solas.8’ 
But sodeinly him fil a sorweful cas; 

For ever the latter ende of joye is wo. 
Got woot that worldly joye is sone ago; 
And if a rethor® coude faire endyte,” 
He in a cronique" saufly mighte it write, 
As for a sovereyn notabilitee. 

Now every wys man, lat him herkne me; 390 
This storie is al-so trewe, T undertake, 

As is the book of Launcelot de Lake, 

That wommen holde in ful gret reverence. 
Now wol I torne agayn to my sentence. 

A col-fox, ful of sly iniquitee, 395 
That in the; grove hadde wonéd” yeres three, 
By heigh imaginacioun forn-cast, 

The same night thurgh-out the hegges'3 
brast™# 

Into the yerd, ther Chauntecleer the faire 

Was wont,” and eek his wyves, to repaire; 400 

And in a bed of wortes® stile he lay, 

Til it was passéd undern” of the day 

Wayting his tyme on Chaanesdecr to falle 

As gladly doon thise homicydes alle, 

That in awayt liggen's to mordre men. 

O false mordrer, lurking in thy den! 

O newe Scariot, newe Genilon! 

False dissimilour, O Greek Sinon 

That broghtest Troye al outrely!® to sorwe! 

O Chauntecleer, acurséd be that morwe, 410 

That thou into that yerd flough?® fro the 
bemes! 

Thou were ful wel y-warnéd by thy dremes, 

That thilke day was perilous to thee. 

But what that god forwoot®! mot nedes be, 

After the opinioun of certeyn clerkis. 415 

Witnesse on him, that any perfit clerk is, 

That in scole is gret altercacioun 

In this matere, and greet disputisoun,” 

And hath ben of an hundred thousand men. 

But I ne can not bulte®’ it to the bren,™ 420 

As can the holy doctour Augustyn, 

Or Boéce, or the bishop Bradwardyn, 

Whether that goddes worthy forwiting® 

Streyneth* me nedely” for to doon a thing, 

(Nedely clepe® I simple necessitee) ; 425 

Or elles, if free choys be graunted me 

To do that same thing, or do it noght, 

Though god forwot it, er that it was 
wroght; 

Or if his witing®® streyneth nevere a del 

But by necessitee condicionel. 

I wol not han to do of swich matere; 

My tale is of a cok, as ye may here, 

That took his counseil of his wyf, with sorwe, 


385 


405 


430 


singe, i 
And see the fresshe floures how they springe; To walken in the yerd upon that morwe 
1 cease 6 certainly 1 chronicle 16 herbs 21 foreknows 2% constrains 
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That he had met the dreem, that I yow 
tolde. 435 
Wommennes counseils been ful ofte colde; 
Wommannes counseil broghte us first to wo, 
And made Adam fro paradys to go, 
Ther-as he was ful mery, and wel at ese. — 
But for I noot, to whom it mighte dis- 
plese, 440 
If I counseil of wommen wolde blame, 
Passe over, for I seyde it in my game.! 
Rede auctours, wher they trete of swich 
matere, 
And what thay seyn of wommen ye may here. 
Thise been the cokkes wordes, and nat 
myne; 445 
I can noon harm of no womman divyne. 
Faire in the sond,? to bathe hir merily, 
Lyth Pertelote, and alle hir sustres by, 
Agayn the sonne; and Chauntecleer so 


free 
Song merier than the mermayde in the 
see; 450 


For Phisiologus seith sikerly,‘ 

How that they singen wel and merily. 

And so bifel that, as he caste his yé, 

Among the wortes, on a boterflye, 

He was war of this fox that lay ful lowe. 455 
No-thing ne liste him thanne for to crowe, 
But eryde anon, ‘cok, cok,’ and up he sterte, 
As man that was affrayéd in his herte. 

For naturelly a beest desyreth flee 

Fro his contrarie, if he may it see, 460 
Though he never erst® had seyn it with his 


yé. ; 
This Chauntecleer, whan he gan him es- 


pye, 

He wolde han fled, but that the fox anon 
Seyde, ‘Gentil sire, allas! wher wol ye gon? 
Be ye affrayed of me that am your 

freend? 465 
Now certes, I were worse than a feend, 
If I to yow wolde harm or vileinye.® 
I am nat come your counseil for t’espye; 
But trewely, the cause of my cominge 
Was only for to herkne how that ye singe. 470 
For trewely ye have as mery a stevene, 
As eny aungel hath, that is in hevene; 
Therwith ye han in musik more felinge 
Than hadde Boéce, or any that can singe. 
My lord your fader (god his soule blesse!) 475 
And eek your moder, of hir gentilesse,’ 
Han in myn hous y-been, to my gret ese; 
And certes, sire, ful fayn wolde I yow plese. 
But for men speke of singing, I wol saye, 
So mote I brouke® wel myn eyen tweye, 480 


1 play 4 surely Brenjoyy 

2 predict, 5 first, before ® take pains 
declare 6 aught low 10 shut 

3 sand 7 gentility 1 foolish 
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Save yow, I herde never man so singe, 
As dide your fader in the morweninge; 
Certes, it was of herte, al that he song. 
And for to make his voys the more strong, 
He wolde so peyne® him, that with both his 
yen 485 
He moste winke,” so loude he wolde cryen, 
And stonden on his tiptoon ther-with-al, 
And strecche forth his nekke long and smal. 
And eek he was of swich discrecioun, 
That ther nas no man in no regioun 490 
That him in song or wisdom mighte passe. 
I have wel rad in daun Burnel the Asse, 
Among his vers, how that there was a cok, 
For that a preestes sone yaf him a knok 
Upon his leg, whyl he was yong and 
nyce," 495 
He made him for to lese his benefyce. 
But certeyn, ther nis no comparisoun 
Bitwix the wisdom and discrecioun 
Of youre fader, and of his subtiltee. 
Now singeth, sire, for seinte Charitee, 500 
Let see, conne ye your fader countrefete!? ’ 
This Chauntecleer his winges gan to bete, 
As man that coude his tresoun nat espye, 
So was he ravisshed with his flaterye. 

Allas! ye lordes, many a fals flatour® 505 
Is in your courtes, and many a losengeour, 
That plesen yow wel more, by my feith, 
Than he that soothfastnesse® unto yow seith. 
Redeth Ecclesiaste of flaterye; 

Beth war, ye lordes, of hir trecherye. 510 

This Chauntecleer stood hye up-on his 

toos, 
Strecching his nekke, and heeld his eyen 
cloos, 
And gan to crowe loude for the nones; 
And daun Russel the fox sterte up at ones, 
And by the gargat'® hente Chauntecleer, 515 
And on his bak toward the wode him beer, 
For yet ne was ther no man that him sewéd.” 
O destinee, that mayst nat been eschewéd'8! 
Allas, that Chauntecleer fleigh’ fro the 
bemes! 
Allas, his wyf ne roghte” nat of dremes! 
And on a Friday fil al this meschaunce. 
O Venus, that art goddesse of plesaunce,?! 
Sin that thy servant was this Chauntecleer, 
And in thy service dide al his poweer, 
More for delyt, than world to multiplye, 525 
See ay suffre him on thy day to 
ye? 
O Gaufred, dere mayster soverayn, 
That, whan thy worthy king Richard was 
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With shot, compleynedest his deth so sore, 

' Why ne hadde I now thy sentence and thy 
lore, 530 

The F riday for to chide, as diden ye? 

(For on a Friday soothly slayn was he.) 

Than wolde I shewe yow how that I coude 
pleyne! 

For Chauntecleres drede, and for his peyne. 

Certes, swich cry ne lamentacioun 535 

Was never of ladies maad, whan Ilioun 

Was wonne, and Pirrus with his streite? 
swerd, 

Whan he hadde hent king Priam by the berd, 

And slayn him (as saith us Eneydos), 

As maden alle the hennes in the clos, 540 

Whan they had seyn of Chauntecleer the 
sighte. 

But sovereynly dame Pertelote shrighte,* 

Ful louder than dide Hasdrubales wyf, 

Whan that hir housbond hadde lost his 


lyf, 
And that the Romayns hadde  brends 
Cartage; 545 


She was so ful of torment and of rage,® 
That wilfully into the fyr she sterte, 
And brende hir-selven with a stedfast herte. 
O woful hennes, right so cryden ye, 
As, whan that Nero brende the citee 
Of Rome, cryden senatoures wyves, 
For that hir housbondes losten alle hir 
lyves; 
Withouten gilt this Nero hath hem slayn. 
Now wol I torne to my tale agayn: — 
This sely? widwe, and eek hir doghtres 
two, 555 
Herden thise hennes crye and maken wo, 
And out at dores sterten they anoon, 
And syen’ the fox toward the grove goon, 
And bar upon his bak the cok away; 
And eryden, ‘Out! harrow! and weyla- 
way 560 
Ha, ha, the fox!’ and after him they ran, 
And eek with staves many another man; 
Ran Colle our dogge, and Talbot, and Ger- 


550 


land, 
And Malkin, with a distaf in hir hand; 
Ran cow and calf, and eek the verray 
hogges 565 
So were they fered’ for berking of the dogges 
And shouting of the men and wimmen eke, 
They ronne so, hem thoughte hir herte bre ake. 
They yelleden as feendes doon in helle; 
The dokes® eryden as men wolde hem 


quelle"; 570 
The gees for fere flowen over the trees; 
1 complain 6 violent grief ™ kill 
2 drawn 7 simple, poor *® followers, rout 
3 enclosure 8 see 13 horns, trumpets 
4 shrieked 8 frightened 4 boxwood 
5 burned 10 ducks 16 puffed 
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Out of the hyve cam the swarm of bees; 

So hidous was the noyse, a! benedicile! 
Certes, he Jakke Straw, and his meynee,” 
Ne made never shoutes half so shrille, 575 
Whan that they wolden any Fleming kille, 
As thilke day was maad upon the fox. 

Of bras thay broghten bemes," and of box," 
Of horn, of boon, in whiche they blewe and 


poupéd,™ 
And therwithal thay shrykéd'® and they 
houpéd"; 580 


It seméd as that heven sholde falle. 
Now, gode men, I pray yow herkneth alle! 
Lo, how fortune turneth sodeinly 

The hope and pryde eek of hir enemy! 

This cok, that lay upon the foxes bak, 

In al his drede, un-to the fox he spak, 

And seyde, ‘sire, if that I were as ye, 

Yet sholde I seyn (as wis god helpe me), 

Turneth agayn, ye proude cherles!® alle! 

A verray pestilence up-on yow falle! 

Now am I come un-to this wodes syde, 

Maugree® your heed, the cok shal heer abyc de; 

I wol him’ete in feith, and that anon.’ 

The fox answerde, ‘in feith, it shal be doa 

And as he spak that word, al sodeinly 595 

This cok brak from his mouth deliverly,® 

And heighe up-on a tree he fleigh anon. 

And whan the fox saugh”! that he was y-gon, 

‘Allas!’ quod he, ‘O Chauntecleer, allas! 

I have to yow,’ quod he, ‘y-doon trespas, 606 

In-as-muche as I makéd yow aferd, 

Whan I yow hente, and broghte out of the 
yerd; 

But, sire, I dide it in no wikke” entente®; 

Com doun, and I shal telle yow what I mente. 

I shal seye sooth to yow, god help me so.’ 605 

‘Nay than,’ quod he, ‘I shrewe* us bothe 
two, 

And first I shrewe my-self, bothe blood and 
bones, 

If thou bigyle® me ofter® than ones. 

Thou shalt namore, thurgh thy flaterye 

Do me to singe and winke with myn yé. 610 

For he that winketh, whan he sholde see, 

Al wilfully, god lat him never thee!’ 

‘Nay,’ quod the fox, ‘but god yive him 
meschaunce, 

That is so undiscreet of governaunce,” 

That jangleth’ whan he sholde holde his 
pees.’ 615 

Lo, swich it is for to be recchelees,” 

And ‘necligent, and truste on flaterye. 

But ye that holden this tale a folye,%° 

As of a fox, or of a cok and hen, 
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Taketh the moralitee,) good men. 620 

Yor seint Paul seith, that al that writen is, 

To our doctryne? it 1s y-write, y-wis. 

Taketh the fruyt, and lat the chaf be stille. 
Now, gode god, if that it be thy wille, 

As seith my lord, so make us alle good 

625 


men; 
And bringe us to his heighe blisse. Amen. 


THE PARDONERS TALE 


In Flaundres whylom was a companye 
Of yonge folk, that haunteden folye, 
As ryot,? hasard, 4 stewes,® and tavernes, 
Wher-as, with harpes, lutes, and giternes,® 
They daunce and pleye at dees’ bothe $y) 

and night, 

And ete also and drinken over hir might, 
Thurgh which they doon the devel sacrifyse 
With-in that develes temple, in curséd wyse, 
By superfluitee abhominable; 
Hur othes been so grete and so dampnable, 10 
That it is grisly for to here hem swere; 
Our blisséd lordes pas oes to-tere’; 


Thise tei ney of viele I telle, 
Longe erst er pryme rong of any belle, 

Were set hem in a taverne for to drinke; 15 
And as they satte, they herde a belle clinke 
Biforn a cors was caried to his grave; 

That oon of hem gan eallen to his knave, 

‘Go bet,’® quod he, ‘and axe redily, 
What cors is this that passeth heer forby; 20 
And look that thou reporte his name wel.’ 

‘Sir,’ quod this boy, ‘it nedeth never-a- 

del.» 

Tt was me told, er ye cam heer, two houres; 
He was, pardee, an old felawe of youres; 
And sodeynly he was y-slayn to-night, 25 
For-dronke," as he sat on his bench upright; 
Ther cam a privee theef, men clepeth Deeth, 
That in this contree al the peple sleeth, 
And with his spere he smoot his herte 

atwo,” 
And wente his wey with-outen wordes mo. 30 
He hath a thousand slayn this pestilence: 
And, maister, er ye come in his presence, 
Me thinketh that it were necessarie 
For to be war of swich an adversarie: 
Beth redy for to mete him evermore. 35 
Thus taughte me my dame, I sey namore.’ 
‘By seinte Marie,’ seyde this taverner, 
‘The child seith sooth, for he hath slayn this 


yeer, 
1 moral 5 brothels 9 quickly 
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2 instruction 6 cuitars 10 not a whit 
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Henne over a myle, with-in a greet village, 
Both man and womman, child and hyne, 
and page. 40 
IT trowe his habitacioun be there; 
To been avyséd" greet wisdom it were, 
Er that he dide a man a dishonour,’ 
‘Ye, goddes armes,’ quod this ryotour, 
‘Is it swich peril with him for to mete? 45 
I shal him seke by wey and eek by strete, 
I make avow to goddes digne bones! 
Herkneth, felawes, we three been al ones"; 
Lat ech of us holde up his hond til other, 
And ech of us bicomen otheres brother, 50 
And we wol sleen this false traytour Deeth; 
He shal be slayn, which that so many sleeth, 
By goddes dignitee, er it be night.’ 
Togidres han thise three her trouthes 
plight, 
To liye and dyen ech of hem for other, 55 
As though he were his owene y-boren brother. 
And up they sterte al dronken, in this rage, 
And forth they goon towardes that village, 
Of which the taverner had spoke biforn, 
And many a grisly ooth than han they 
sworn, 60 
And Cristes blesséd body they to-rente — 
‘Deeth shal be deed, if that they may him 
hente.’ 

Whan they han goon nat fully half a myle, 
Right as they wolde han troden over a style, 
An old man and a povre with hem mette. 65 
This olde man ful mekely hem grette, 
And seyde thus, ‘now, lordes, god yow see?!’ 

The proudest of thise ryotoures three 
Answerde agayn, ‘what? carl, with sory grace, 
Why artow® al forwrappéd” save thy 

face? 70 
Why livestow so Jonge in so greet age?’ 

This olde man gan loke in his visage, 

And seyde thus, ‘for I ne can nat finde 
A man, though that I walkéd in-to Inde, 
Neither in citee nor in no village, 75 
That wolde chaunge his youthe for myn age; 
And therfore moot I han myn age stille, 
As longe time as it is goddes wille. 
‘Ne deeth, allas! ne wol nat han my lyf; 
Thus walke I, lyk a restelees caityf,° 80 
And on the ground, which is my modres gate, 
I knokke with my staf, bothe erly and late, 
And seye, ‘“‘leve?! moder, leet me in! 
Lo, how I vanish, flesh, and blood, and skin! 
Allas! whan shul my bones been at reste? 85 
Moder, with yow wolde I chaunge my cheste, 
That in my chambre longe tyme hath be, 
Ye! for an heyre clowt” to wrappe me!”’ 


2t dear 
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But yet to me she wol nat do that grace, 
For which ful pale and welkéd' is my face. 90 
‘But, sirs, to yow it is no curteisye 

To speken to an old man vileinye, 

But he trespasse in worde, or elles in dede. 

In holy writ ye may your-self wel rede, 

** Aoayns? an old man, hoor upon his heed, 95 

Ye sholde aryse”; wherfor I yeve yow reed, 

Ne dooth un-to an old man noon harm now, 

Na-more than ye wolde men dide to yow 

In age, if that ye so longe abyde; 

And god be with yow, wher ye go® or 
ryde. 100 

I moot go thider as I have to go.’ 

‘Nay, olde cherl, by god, thou shalt nat so,’ 

Seyde this other hasardour anon; 

‘Thou partest nat so lightly, by seint John! 

Thou spak right now of thilke traitour 
Deeth, 105 

That in this contree alle our frendes sleeth. 

Have heer my trouthe, as thou art his as- 
pye,* 

Tel wher he is, or thou shalt it abye,® 

By god, and by the holy sacrament! 

For soothly thou art oon of his assent, 110 

To sleen us yonge folk, thou false theef!’ 

‘Now, sirs,’ quod he, ‘if that yow be so leef? 

To finde Deeth, turne up this crokéd wey, 

For in that grove I lafte him, by my fey, 

Under a tree, and ther he wol abyde; 115 

Nat for your boost* he wol him no-thing 
hyde. 

See ye that ook? right ther ye shul him finde. 

God save yow, that boghte agayn mankinde, 

And yow amende!’ — thus seyde this olde 
man. 

And everich of thise ryotoures ran, 120 

Til he cam to that tree, and ther they founde 

Of florins fyne of golde y-coynéd rounde 

Wel ny an eighte busshels, as hem thoughte. 

No lenger thanne after Deeth they soughte, 

But ech of hem so glad was of that sighte, 125 

For that the florins been so faire and brighte, 

That doun they sette hem by this precious 
hord. 

The worste of hem he spak the firste word. 

‘Brethren,’ quod he, ‘tak kepe what I seye; 

My wit is greet, though that I bourde* and 
pleye. 130 

This tresor hath fortune un-to us yiven, 

In mirthe and jolitee our lyf to liven, 

And lightly as it comth, so wol we spende. 

Ey! goddes precious dignitee! who wende'® 

To-day, that we sholde han so faire a 


grace? 135 
But mighte this gold be caried fro this place 
1 withered 4 spy 7 desirous 
2 in the presence of 5 pay for 8 boasting 
3 walk ® agreement, plot 9 jest 
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Hoom to myn hous, or elles un-to youres—~ 
For wel ye woot that al this gold is oures— 
Than were we in heigh felicitee. 

But trewely, by -daye it may nat be; 140 
Men wolde seyn that we were theves stronge, 
And for our owene tresor doon us honge." 
This tresor moste y-caried be by nighte 

As wysly and as slyly as it mighte. 
Wherfore I rede that cut among us alle 145 
Be drawe, and Jat se wher the cut wol falle; 
And he that hath the cut with herte blythe 
Shal renne to the toune, and that ful 


swythe,” 
And bringe us breed and wyn ful prively. 
And two of us shul kepen subtilly 150 


This tresor wel; and, if he wol nat tarie, 
Whan it is night, we wol this tresor carie 
By oon assent, wher-as us thinketh best.’ 
That oon of hem the cut broughte in his 


fest,' 
And bad hem drawe, and loke wher it wol 
falle; 155 


And it fil on the yongeste of hem alle; 
And forth toward the toun he wente anon. 
And al-so sone as that he was gon, 
That oon of hem spak thus un-to that other, 
‘Thou knowest wel thou art my sworne 
brother, 160 
Thy profit wol I telle thee anon. - 
Thou woost wel that our felawe is agon; 
And heer is gold, and that ful greet plentee, 
That shal departed been among us three. 
But natheles, if I can shape it so 165 
That it departed were among us two, 
Hadde I nat doon a frendes torn to thee?’ 
That other answerde, ‘I noot how that 
may be; 
He woot how that the gold is with us tweye, 
What shal we doon, what shal we to him 
seye?’ 170 
‘Shal it be conseil™?’ seyde the firste 
shrewe,® 
‘And I shal tellen thee, in wordes fewe, 
What we shal doon, and bringe it wel aboute.’ 
‘T graunte,’ quod that other, ‘out of doute, 
That, by my trouthe, I wol thee nat bi- 
wreye. 16’ 175 
‘Now,’ quod the firste, ‘thou woost wel 
we be tweye, 
And two of us shul strenger be than oon. 
Look whan that he is set, and right anoon 
Arys, as though thou woldest with him pleye; 
And I shal ryve him thurgh the sydes 


tweye 180 
Why! that thou strogelest with him as in 
game, 
10 thought 3 fist 16 scoundrel 
1 hang M a secret ’ betray 
2 quickly understanding 
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And with thy dagger look thou do the same; 

And than shal al this gold departed be, 

My dere freend, bitwixen me and thee; 

Than may we bothe our lustes al fulfille, 185 

And pleye at dees right at our owene wille.’ 

And thus acorded been thise shrewes tweye 

To sleen the thridde, as ye han herd me seye. 
This yongest, which that wente un-to the 

toun, 

Ful ofte in herte he rolleth up and doun 190 

The beautee of thise florins newe and brighte. 

“O lord!’ quod he, ‘if so were that I mighte 

Have al this tresor to my-self allone, 

Ther is no man that liveth under the tronet 

Of god, that sholde live so mery as I!’ 195 

And atte laste the feend, our enemy, 

Putte in his thought that he shold poyson 


beye, 

With which he mighte sleen his felawes 
tweye; 

For-why* the feend fond him in swich ly- 
vinge, 


That he had leve‘ him to sorwe bringe, 200 

For this was outrely® his fulle entente 

To sleen hem bothe, and never to repente. 

And forth he gooth, no lenger wolde he tarie, 

Into the toun, un-to a pothecarie, 

And preyéd him, that he him wolde selle 205 

Some poyson, that he mighte his rattes 
quelle’; 

And eek ther was a poleat in his hawe,’ 

That, as he seyde, his ecapouns hadde 
y-slawe,$ 

And fayn he wolde wreke® him, if he mighte, 

On vermin, that destroyéd him by nighte. 210 

The pothecarie answerde, ‘and thou shalt 
have 

A thing that, al-so god my soule save, 

In al this world ther nis no creature, 

That ete or dronke hath of this confiture?® 

Noght but the mountance" of a corn of 
whete, 215 

That he ne shal his lyf anon forlete®; 

Ye, sterve® he shal, and that in lasse whyle 

Than thou wolt goon a paas nat but a myle; 

This poyson is so strong and violent.’ 

This curséd man hath in his 
y-hent 

This poyson in a box, and sith he ran 

In-to the nexte strete, un-to a man, 

And borwed [of] him large botels three; 

And in the two his poyson pouréd he; 

The thridde he kepte clene for his drinke. 225 

For all the night he shoop’* him for to swinke 


hond 


220 
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In caryinge of the gold out of that place. 
And whan this ryotour, with sory grace, 
Had filled with wyn his grete botels three, 
To his felawes agayn repaireth he. 230 
What nedeth it to sermone of it more? 
For right as they had east his deeth bifore, 
Right so they han him slayn, and that anon. 
And whan that this was doon, thus spak that 


oon, 
‘Now lat us sitte and drinke, and make us 
mere, 235 


And afterward we wol his body berie.’ 

And with that word it happéd him, par cas, 
To take the botel ther the poyson was, 
And drank, and yaf his felawe drinke also, 
For which anon they storven bothe two. 240 


ea. 1885-1890 


TRUTH 


BALADE DE BON CONSEYL 


Fx fro the prees,“ and dwelle with soth- 
fastnesse,* 

Suffyee unto thy good, though hit be smal; 

For hord® hath hate, and climbing tikel- 
nesse,? 

Prees hath envye, and wele® blent® overal®; 

Savours no more than thee bihove® shal; 5 

Werk wel thy-self, that other folk canst 
rede®; 

And trouthe shal delivere, hit is no drede® 


Tempest” thee noght al crokéd to redresse, 

In trust of hir’ that turneth as a bal: 

Gret reste stant’ in litel besinesse; 10 

And eek be war to sporne® ageyn an als; 

Stryve noght, as doth the erokke® with the 
wal. 

Daunte’ thy-self, 
dede; 

And trouthe shal delivere, hit is no drede. 


That 


that dauntest otheres 


buxum- 
18 
The wrastling for this worlde axeth® a fal. 
Her nis non hoom, her nis but wildernesse: 
Forth, pilgrim, forth! Forth, beste,’ out of 
thy stal! 
Know thy contree, look up, thank God of al; 
Hold the hye wey"; and lat thy gost’ thee 
lede: 20 
And trouthe shal delivere, hit is no drede. 
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ENVOY 


Therefore, thou vache, 
wrecchednesse 

Unto the worlde; leve? now to be thral; 

Crye him mercy, that of his hy goodnesse 

Made thee of noght, and in especial 25 

Draw unto him, ‘and pray in general 

For thee, and eek for other, hevenlich mede’; 

And trouthe shal delivere, hit i is no drede. 

after 1386 


THE COMPLEINT OF CHAUCER TO 
HIS EMPTY PURSE 


To you, my purse, and to non other wight 
Compleyne I, for ye be my lady dere! 
Iam so sory, now that ye be light; 

For certes,* but’ ye make me hevy chere,° 
Me were as leef? be leyd up-on my bere’; 5 
For whiche un-to your mercy thus I crye: 
Beth? hevy ageyn, or elles mot I dye! 


Now youcheth-sauf® this day, or" hit be 
night, 
That I of you the blisful soun may here, 

. Or see your colour lyk the sonne bright, 10 
That of yelownesse hadde never pere.” 
Ye be my lyf, ye be myn hertes stere,™ 
Quene of comfort and of good companye: 
Beth hevy ageyn, or elles mot I dye! 


Now purs, that be to me my lyves light, 15 
And saveour, as doun in this worlde here, 
Out of this toune help me through your 
might, 

Sin that ye wole nat been my tresorere'; 
For I am shave as nye as any frere. 

But yit I pray un-to your curtesye: 20 
Beth hevy ageyn, or elles mot I dye! 


leve thyn old 


LENVOY DE CHAUCER 
O conquerour of Brutes Albioun! 
Which that by lyne and free eleccioun 
Ben verray king, this song to you I sende; 
And ye, that mowen” al our harm amende, 
Have minde up-on my supplicacioun! 
1399? 


John Gower (1325-1408) 


CONFESSIO AMANTIS 
PHILLIS AND DEMOPHON 


Kynge Demophon whan he by ship 
To Troiewarde with felauship, 
Seylend** goth upon his weie,” 


1 cow, Sir Philip la Vache 7 lief, pleasant 13 rudder 

2 cease 8 bier M4 treasurer 
3 reward 9 be 1s may, can 
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It hapneth hym at Rodopeie, 

As olus hym had blowe 5 

To londe, and rested for a throwe.'8 

And fell? that ylke® tyme thus, 

The doughter of Licurgius, 

Whiche quene was of the countree, 

Was sojournéd in that Citee, 10 

Within a castell nigh the stronde, 

Where Demophon cam up to londe: 

Phillis she hight,” and of _yonge age, 

And of stature, and of visage 

She had all that hir best besemeth. 15 
Of Demophon right well hir quemeth,? 

Whan he was come, and made hym chere,** 

And he that was of his manere 

A lustie knight, ne might asterte’ 

That he ne set on hir his herte: 20 

So that within a daie or two 

He thought, howe ever that it go, 

He wolde assaie* the fortune, 

And gan his herte to comune 

With goodly wordes in hir ere. 25 

And for to put hir out of fere, 

He swore, and hath his trowthe plight 

To be for ever hir owne knight. 
And thus with hir he still abode 

There, while his ship on anker”’ rode, 30 

And had enough of tyme and space 

To speke of love, and seke grace. 
This ladie herde all that he saide, 

Howe he swore, and howe he praide, 

Whiche was as an enchantement SE 

To hire, that was as innocent: 

As though it were trouthe and feith, 

She leveth?* all that ever he seith: 

And as hir infortune sholde, 

She graunteth hym all that he wolde. 40 
Thus was he for the time in joye 

Till that he sholde go to Troye: 

But tho” she made mochell*® sorwe, 

And he his trouthe leith to borwe* 

To come, if that he live maie 45 

Ageine, within a monthe daie, 

And thereupon thei kisten bothe: 

But were hym leef# or were hym loth, 

To ship he goth, and forth he went 

To Troye, as was his first entent. 50 
The daies go, the monthe passeth, 

Hir love encreseth, and his lasseth.*# 

For hym she lefte slepe and mete, 

And he his tyme hath all foryete,% 


So that this wofull yonge quene, 55 
Whiche wot not what it mighte mene, 
A letter sent, and prayd hym come, 
19 befell 2 escape, avoid * pledge 
20 same % try ® pleasing 
21 shore 27 a 83 disagreeable 
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And saith, howe she is overcome 
With strength of love in suche a wise, 
That she not longe maie suffise 60 
To lyven out of his presence: 
And put upon his conscience 
The trouthe whiche he hath behote,! 
Whereof she loveth hym so hote. 
She saith, that if he lenger lette? 65 
Of suche a daie as she hym sette, 
She sholde sterven in his slouthe,! 
Whiche ware a shame unto his trouthe. 
This letter is forth upon hir sonde,® 
Wherof somdele® comfort on honde 
She toke, as she that wolde abide 
And wait upon that ylke tide’ 
Whiche she hath in hir letter write. 

But nowe is pitee for to wite,§ 
As he did erst, so he forgat 75 
His tyme eftsoone and oversat.!° 
But she, which mighte not do so, 
The tide awaiteth evermo, 
And caste hir eie! upon the sea. 
Somtyme naie, somtyme yea, 
Somtyme he cam, somtyme nought: 
Thus she disputeth in hir thought, 
And wote not what she thynke mai; 
But fastende” all the longe day 
She was, in to the derke night, 
And tho she hath do set up light 
In a lanterne on high alofte 
Upon a tour, where she goth ofte 
In hope that in his comynge 
He sholde see the light brennynge™ 90 
Wherof he might his weies righte 
To come where she was by nighte. 
But all for nought, she was deceived, 
For Venus hath hir hope weived,* 
And shewéd hir upon the sky, 
How that the daie was faste by, 
So that within a littell throwe 
The daies light she mighte knowe. 
Tho she beheld the sea at large, 
And whan she sih'* there was no barge, 100 
Ne ship, als? fer as she maie kenne,'® 
Down fro the tour she gan to renne! 
Into an herber all hir owne, 
Where many a wonder wofull mone 
She made, that no life it wiste,?° 
As she whiche all hir joie miste, 
That now she swouneth, now she pleineth,”! 
And all hir face she disteineth” 
With teres, whiche as of a well 


70 


80 


85 


105 
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So as she might, and ever in one 
She clepede?? upon Demophoon, 
And saide: ‘Allas thou slowe wight, 
Wher was ther evere such a knight, 
That so through his ungentilesse” 

Of slouthe and of foryettilnesse” 
Agein his trouthe brak his steven.s’ 
And tho hir eie up to the heven 

She cast, and sayde: ‘O thou unkynde,?? 

Here shalt thou through thy — slouthe 
finde, 120 

(If that the list?’ to come and see) 

A lady dede for love of thee, 

So as I shall myselve spille; 

Whom, if it hadde be thy wille, 
Thou mightest save well enough.’ 
With that upon a grene bough 
A seynt?® of sylk, whiche she 

hadde 
She knette, and so hireself she ladde, 
That she about hir white swere*? 
It dede, and heng hirselfen there. 
Wherof the goddes were amoved,*! 
And Demophon was so reproved, 
That of the goddes providence 
Was shape” such an evidence 
Evere afterward ayein the slowe, 
That Phillis in the same throwe 
Was shape into a nutte tree 
That alle men it mighte see; 
And after Phillis Philliberd 
This tree was clepéd in the yerd,*8 
And yet for Demophon to shame, 
Into this daie it beareth the name. 
This wofull chance howe that it ferde,%4 
Anone as Demophon it herde, 
And every man it hadde in speche, 
His sorowe was not tho to seche® : 
He gan his slouthe for to banne,** 
But it was all to late thanne. 
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CEIX AND ALCEONE 


This fynde I writte in poesie: 

Ceyx the kynge of Trocenie 

Hadde Alceone to his wyf, 

Whiche as hir owne hertes lyf 

Hym loveth; and he hadde also 5 
A brother, whiche was clepéd tho 
Dedalion, and he per?’ cas,'8 

Fro kynde*® of man forshape*® was 

In to a goshauk of likenes, 


The stremes from hir eien fell; 110 Whereof the kynge great heavinesse 10 
1 promised 9 first 17 as % forgetfulness 33 yard; here, world 
2 delayed 10 overstayed 18 discern 26 promise %4 fared, happened 
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Hath take, and thoughte in his courage! 


To gone upon a pelrinage 

Into a strange region, 

Where he hath his devocion 

To don his sacrifice and preye, 

If that he mighte in any weye 
Towardes the goddes fynde grace, 
His brother hele? to purchase, 

So that he mighte be reforméd, 

Of that he hadde be transforméd. 
To this purpose and to this ende, 
This kynge is redy for to wende, 

As he which wolde go by shipe; 

And for to don hym felaushipe, 

His wife unto the sea hym broughte 
With all hir herte, and hym besoughte, 
That he the tyme hir wolde seyn,* 
Whan that he thoughte come ageyn: 


Within, he saith, two monethe daie. 


And thus in all the haste he maie 

He tok his leve, and forth he saileth 

Wependde,* and she hirself bewaileth, 

And torneth hom there she cam fro. 
But whan the monethes were ago, 

The whiche he sette of his comynge, 

And that she herde no tydynge, 

There was no care for to seche: 

Whereof the goddes to beseche, 

Tho she began in many wise, 

And to Juno hir sacrifice 

Above all other most she dede, 

And for hir lord she hath so bede® 


To witte® and knowe how that he ferde,’ 


That Juno the goddes hir herde 
Anon, and upon this matiere 

She bad? Iris hir massagyere,? 

To Slepes hous that she shall wende, 
And bydde hym that he make an ende 
By sweven!® and shewen all the cas 
Unto this ladie, howe it was. 

This Iris fro the highe stage 
(Which undertake hath the message) 
Hir reinie" cope dede upon, 

The which was wonderly begon* 
With colours of dyverse hewe, 
An honderd mo than men it knewe; 
The hevene lych" unto a bowe 
She bende, so she cam down lowe, 
The god of Slep where that she fond. 
And that was in a straunge lond, 
Which marcheth*® upon Chimerie: 
For there, as seith the poesie, 
The god of slep hath made his hous, 
Which of entaylle'® is mervailous. 
Under an hille there is a cave, 
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Whiche of the sonne mai not have, 

So that no man mai knowe aright 

The poynt betwene the dai and night: 

There is no fyr, there is no sparke, 

There is no dore, which maie charke,}” 

Whereof an eie sholde unshette,18 

So that inward there is no lette.1% 
And for to speke of that withoute, 

There stant no great tree nigh aboute, 

Whereon there might crowe or pie” 

Alighte, for to clepe or crie: 

There is no cocke to crowe day, 

Ne beste” non, which noise” may 

The hyll, but all aboute round 

There is growende* upon the ground 

Popi, which bear’th the sed of slep, 

With othere herbes suche an hep. 

A stille water for the nones 

Rennende* upon the smalle stones, 

Which highte® of Lethes the rivere, 

Under that hill in such manere 

There is, which yev’th great appetit 

To slepe, and thus full of delit 

Slep hath his hous; and of his couche 

Withine his chambere if I shall touche, 

Of Hebenus that slepie tree 

The bordes all aboute bee. 

And for he shuld slepe softe, 

Upon a fethrebed alofte 

He lieth with many a pilwe of down: 

The chambre is strowéd up and down 

With swevens many thousand fold. 
Thus came Iris in to this hold,” 

And to the bed, whiche is all black 

So goth, and ther with Slepe she spak, 

And in the wise as she was bede, 

The massage of Juno she dede. 

Full ofte hir wordes she reherseth, 

Er she his slepie eares perseth. 

With mochell wo but ate laste 

His slomerende?? yhen he upcaste, 

And saide hir that it shall be do. 

Wherof amonge a thousand tho 

Withine his hous, that slepie were, 

In speciall he ches?* out there 

Three, which sholden do this dede. 
The firste of hem, so as I rede, 

Was Morpheus, the whose nature 

Is for to take the fygure 

Of what persone that hym liketh,?° 

Wherof that he full ofte entriketh® 

The lyf which slepe shall by nighte; 

And Ithecus that other highte, 

Which hath the voice of every soun, 

The chere* and the condicioun 

2% stronghold 

27 slumbering 

28 chose 


29 pleases 
30 ensnares 


2 disturb 
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Of every life, what so it is: 

The thridde sewende! after this, 
Is Panthasas, which may transforme 
Of every thyng the righte forme, 
And chaunge it in an other kynde. 
Upon hem three, so as I fynde, 
Of swevenes stant all th’apparence,? 
Whiche other while is evidence, 
And other while but a jape,? 
But netheles‘ it is so shape, 
That Morpheus by night allone 
Appereth untill Alceone, 
In lykenesse of hir husbonde, 
All naked dead upon the stronde, 
All how he dreinte® in speciall 
These other two it shewen all. 
The tempeste of the blacke clowde, 
The woode’ sea, the wyndes lowde, 
All this she mette,’ and sih hym dien; 
Wherof that she began to crien 
Slepende® abedde there she lay, 
And with that noise of hire affray,® 
Hir women sterten” up aboute, 
Whiche of hir ladie were in doubte, 
And asken hir howe that she ferde; 
And she, right as she sigh" and herde, 
Hir swevene hath told hem every del. 
And thei it halsen™ alle wel 
And seyn it is a tokne of gode; 
But till she wiste how that it stode, 
She hath no comfort in hire herte, 


Upon the morowe and up she sterte, 


And to the sea (where that she mette 
The bodi lay) withoute lette 
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She drough,* and whan that she cam 


nygh, 
Stark dead, his armes sprad she syh 
Hir lord fletende® upon the wawe.'* 
Wherof hire wittes ben withdrawe, 
And she whiche tok of death no kepe, 


1 following 5 drowned 9 fright 
2 appearance 6 mad 10 started 
3 trick 7 dreamed 1 saw 

4 nevertheless 8 sleeping 2 part 
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Anone forth lepte in to the depe, 

And wolde have caught hym in hir arm. 
This infortune of double harm 

The goddes from the hevene above 

Behelde, and for the trouthe of love, 

Which in this worthie ladie stod!? 

Thei have upon the salt flod 

Hir dreinte lord and hir also 

Fro deth to life tornéd so, 

That thei ben shapen in to briddes 

Swimmende!’ upon the wave amiddes. 

And whan she sih hir lord lyvende!® 

In lykenesse of a brid swymende, 

And she was of the same sort, 

So as she might do disport, 

Upon the joie whiche she hadde 

Hir winges both abrod she spradde, 

And hym, so as she mai suffise, 

Beclipte” and kiste in such a wise, 

As she was whilome wont to do, 

Hire winges for hire armes two 

She tok, and for hire lippes softe 

Hir harde bille, and so full ofte 

She fondeth?! in hir briddes forme, 

If that she mighte hirself conforme 

To do the plesance of a wif, 

As she dide in that other hf: 

For though she hade hir power lore,” 

Her will stod as it was tofore, 

And serveth hym so as she mai, 

Wherof into this ylke dai 

Togedre upon the sea thei wonne,”* 

Where many a doughter and sonne 

Thei bringen forth of bryddes kynde; 

And for men sholden take in mynde 

This Alceon the trewe quene, 

Hire briddes yet, as it 1s sene, 

Of Alceon the name beare. 
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conjure, interpret 17 existed 21 endeavors 
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floating 19 living 23 dwell 
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EDWARD 


‘Way dois! your brand? sae drap wi bluid,’ 
Edward, Edward, 
Why dois your brand sae drap wi bluid, 
And why sae sad gang! yee O?’ 
‘O I hae killed my hauke sae guid, 5 
Mither, mither, 
O Thae killed my hauke sae guid, 
And I had nae mair® bot® hee O.’ 


‘Your haukis bluid was nevir sae reid,? 
Edward, Edward, 10 
Your haukis bluid was nevir sae reid, 
My deir son I tell thee O.’ 
‘O I hae killed my reid-roan steid, 
Mither, mither, 
O I hae killed my reid-roan steid, 15 
That erst® was sae fair and frie O.’ 


‘Your steid was auld, and ye hae got mair, 
Edward, Edward, 
Your steid was auld, and ye hae got mair, 
Sum other dule® ye drie!® O,’ 20 
*O I hae killed my fadir deir, 
Mither, mither, 
O I hae killed my fadir deir, 


Alas, and wae is mee O!’ 
‘And whatten penance wul ye drie for 


that, 25 
Edward, Edward? 
And whatten penance will ye drie for that? 
My deir son, now tell me O.’ 
, Lle set my feit in yonder boat, 
Mither, mither, 30 
lle set my feit in yonder boat, 
And Ile fare ovir the sea O.’ 


‘And what wul ye doe wi your towirs and 
your ha,# 
Edward, Edward? 
And what wul you doe wi your towirs and 
your ha, 35 
That were sae fair to see 0?’ 
‘Tle let thame stand tul they doun fa, 
Mither, mither, 
Tle let thame stand tul they down fa, 


For here nevir mair maun I bee O.’ 40 
1 does 4 go 7 red 
2 sword 5 more 8 first, once u hall 
3% blood 6 but § dole, sorrow 2 must 


10 suffer, endure 


‘And what wul ye leive to your baizns and 


your wife, 
Edward, Edward? 
And what wul ye leive to your bairns and 
your wife, 
Whan ye gang ovir the sea 0?’ 
‘The warldis room, late them beg thrae! 
life, 45 
Mither, mither, 
The warldis room, late them beg thrae life, 
For thame nevir mair wul I see O.’ 


‘And what wul ye leive to your ain" 


mither deir, 
Edward, Edward? 50 
And what wul ye leive to your ain mither 
deir? 
My deir son, now tell me O.’ 
‘The curse of hell frae me sall' ye beir,'* 
Mither, mither, 
The curse of hell frae me sall ye beir, 55 
Sic counseils ye gave to me O.’ 


THE THREE RAVENS 


THERE were three ravens sat on a tree, 
Downe a downe, hay down, hay downe; 
There were three ravens sat on a tree, 
With a downe; 
There were three ravens sat on a tree, b) 
They were as blacke as they might?’ be, 
With a downe derrie, derrie, derrie, downe, 
downe. 


The one of them said to his mate, 
‘Where shall we our breakefast take?’ 


‘Downe in yonder greene field 10 
There lies a knight slain under his shield. 


‘His hounds they lie downe at his feete, 
So well they can their master keepe. 


‘His haukes they flie so eagerly 
There’s no fowle dare him come nie.’ 15 


Downe there comes a fallow’ doe, 
As great with yong as she might goe. 


She lift up his bloudy hed, 
And kist his wounds that were so red. 


18 through 16 bear 
4 own 1” could 


18 shall 8 applied to a species of deer 
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She got him up upon her backe, 20 
And carried him to earthen lake. 


She buried him before the prime,? 
She was dead herselfe ere even-song time. 


God send every gentleman, 
Such haukes, such hounds, and such a le- 
man.* 25 


THOMAS RYMER 


TruxE Thomas lay oer yond grassy bank, 
And he beheld a ladie gay, 

A ladie that was brisk and bold, 
Come riding oer the fernie* brae.5 


Her skirt was of the grass-green silk, 5 
Her mantel! of the velvet fine, 

At ilka’ tett? of her horse’s mane 
Hung fifty silver bells and nine. 


True Thomas he took off his hat, 

And bowed him low down till his knee: 10 
‘All hail, thou mighty Queen of Heaven! 
For your peer’ on earth I never did see.’ 


‘O no, O no, True Thomas,’ she says, 
“That name does not belong to me; 

I am but the queen of fair Elfland, 15 
And I’m come here for to visit thee. 


‘But ye maun® go wi me now, Thomas, 
True Thomas, ye maun go wi me, 

For ye maun serve me seven years, 
Thro weel or wae as may chance to be.’ 20 


She turned about her milk-white steed, 
And took True Thomas up behind, 
And aye wheneer her bridle rang, 
The steed flew swifter than the wind. 


For forty days and forty nights 25 
He wade thro red blude to the knee, 
And he saw neither sun nor moon, 
But heard the roaring of the sea. 


O they rade on and further on, 
Until they came to a garden green: 30 
‘Light down, light down, ye ladie free, 
Some of that fruit let me pull to thee.’ 


‘O no, O no, True Thomas,’ she says, 
‘That fruit maun not be touched by ‘thee, 

For a’ the plagues that are in hell 35 
Light on the fruit of this countrie. 


1 pit, grave 5 hill 

2 about 9 o'clock, a.m. 6 each 
3 lover 7 lock 
4 full of fern 8 equal 
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‘But I have a loaf here in my lap, 
Likewise a bottle of claret wine, 

And here ere we go farther on, 
We'll rest a while, and ye may dine.’ 40 


When he had eaten and drunk his fill, 
‘Lay down your head upon my knee,’ 

The lady sayd, ‘ere we climb yon hill, 
And I will show you fairlies” three. 


‘O see ye not yon narrow road, 45 
So thick beset wi thorns and briers? 
That is the path of righteousness, 
Tho after it but few enquires. 


‘And see not ye that braid" braid road, 
That lies across yon lillie? leven? 50 
That is the path of wickedness, 
Tho some call it the road to heaven. 


‘And see ye not that bonny road, 
Which winds about the fernie brae? 
That is the road to fair Elfland, 55 
Where you and I this night maun gae. 


‘But Thomas, ye maun hold your tongue, 
Whatever ye may hear or see, 
For gin“ ae word you should chance to 
speak, 
You will neer get back to your ain 
countrie.’ 60 


He has gotten a coat of the even cloth 
And a pair of shoes of velvet green, 

And till seven years were past and gone 
True Thomas on earth was never seen. 


SIR PATRICK SPENS 


Tue king sits in Dumferling toune, 
Drinking the blude-reid wine: 
‘O whar will I get guid’ sailor, 
To sail this schip of mine?’ 


Up and spak an eldern” knicht, 5 
Sat at the kings richt kne: 

‘Sir Patrick Spence is the best sailor 
That sails upon the se.’ 


The king has written a braid letter, 

And signd it wi his hand, 10 
And sent it to Sir Patrick Spence, 

Was walking on the sand. 


The first line that Sir Patrick red, 
A loud lauch'’ lauchéd he; 

The next line that Sir Patrick red, 15 
The teir blinded his ee. 


W old 


® must 8 lawn 
i 18 laugh 


10 wonders uM if 
1 broad 1 smooth 
12 lovely 6 good 
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‘O wha is this has don this deid, 
This ill deid don to me, 
To send me out this time o’ the yeir, 
To sail upon the se! 20 


‘Mak hast, mak haste, my mirry men all 
Our guid schip sails the morne’: 
‘O say na sae, my master deir, 
For I feir a deadlie storme. 


‘Late, late yestreen' I saw the new 
moone, 25 
Wi the auld moone in hir arme, 
And I feir,? I feir, my deir master, 
That we will cum to harme.’ 


O our Scots nobles wer richt laith® 

To weet# their cork-heild schoone'; 30 
Bot lang owre® a’ the play wer playd, 

Thair hats they swam, aboone.? 


O lang, lang may their ladies sit, 
Wi thair fans into their hand, 

Or eir’ they se Sir Patrick Spence 35 
Cum sailing to the land. 


O lang, lang may the ladies stand, 

Wi thair gold kems? in their hair, 
Waiting for thar ain deir lords, 

For they’ ll se thame na mair 40 


Haf owre,” haf owre to Aberdour, 
It’s fiftie fadom deip, 

And thair lies guid Sir Patrick Spence, 
Wi the Scots lords at his feit. 


LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ANNET 


Lorp THomas and Fair Annet 
Sate a’ day on a hill; 

Whan night was cum, and sun was sett, 
They had not talkt their fill. 


on 


Lord Thomas said a word in jest, 
Fair Annet took it ill: 

‘A, I will nevir wed a wife 
Against my ain friends’ will.’ 


‘Gif ye wull nevir wed a wife, 

A wife wull neir wed yee.’ 10 
Sae he his hame to tell his mither, 

And knelt upon his knee, 


‘O rede," O rede, mither,’ he says, 
‘A gude rede gie” to mee: 

O sall I tak the nut-browne bride, 15 
And let Faire Annet bee?’ 


1 yesterday 4 wet 8 ever 
evening 5 shoes ° combs 

2 fear 6 ere 19 over 

3 loth 7 above ll counsel 
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‘The nut-browne bride haes gowd and gear," 
Fair Annet she has gat nane; 

And the little beauty Fair Annet haes, 
O it wull soon be gane.’ 20 


And he has till his brother gane: 
‘Now, brother, rede ye mee; 

A, sall I marrie the nut-browne bride, 
And let Fair Annet bee?’ 


‘The nut-browne bride has oxen, brother, 25 
The nut-browne bride has kye"; 

I wad hae ye marrie the nut-browne bride, 
And cast Fair Annet bye.’ 


‘Her oxen may dye i the house, billie,& 
And her kye into the byre®; 30 
And I sall hae nothing to mysell 
Bot a fat fadge!? by the fyre.’ 


And he has till his sister gane: 
‘Now, sister, rede ye mee; 

O sall I marrie the nut-browne bride, 35 
And set Fair Annet free?’ 


‘T’sel8 rede ye tak Fair Annet, Thomas, 
And let the browne bride alane, 

Lest ye sould sigh, and say, Alace,! 
What is this we brought hame!’ 40 


‘No, I will tak my mither’s counsel, 
And marrie me owt o hand; 

And J will tak the nut-browne bride: 
Fair Annet may leive the land.’ 


Up then rose Fair Annet’s father, 45 
Twa hours or it were day, 

And he is gane into the bower 
Wherein Fair Annet lay. 


‘Rise up, rise up, Fair Annet,’ he says; 
‘Put on your silken sheene”?: 50 
Let us gae to St. Marie’s kirke, 
And see that rich weddeen.’ 


‘My maides, gae to my dressing-roome, 
And dress to me my hair; 
Whaireir® yee laid a plait before, 55 
See yee lay ten times mair. 


‘My maides, gae to my dressing-room, 
And dress to me my smock; 
The one half is 0 the holland fine, 
The other o needle-work.’ 60 


The horse fair Annet rade upon, 
He amblit like the wind; 

Wi siller?? he was shod before, 
Wi burning gowd behind. 


2 give 16 barn 19 alas 
18 property 17 corpulent 20 shoes 
4 cows person 21 wherever 
16 brother 18 T shall 22 silver 
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Four and twanty siller bells 65 
Wer a’ tyed till his mane, 
And yae! tift? o the norland wind, 
They tinkled ane by ane. 


Four and twanty gay gude knichts 

Rade by Fair Annet’s side, 70 
And four and twanty fair ladies, 

As gin she had bin a bride. 


And whan she cam to Marie’s kirk, 
She sat on Marie’s stean*: 

The cleading* that Fair Annet had on, 75 
It skinkled* in their een.® 


And whan she cam into the kirk, 
She shimmered like the sun; 
The belt that was about her waist, 
Was a’ wi pearles bedone. 80 


She sat her by the nut-browne bride, 
And her een they wer sae clear, 

Lord Thomas he clean forgat the bride, 
Whan Fair Annet drew near. 


He had a rose into his hand, 85 
He gae it kisses three, 

And reaching by the nut-browne bride, 
Laid it on Fair Annet’s knee. 


Up than spak the nut-browne bride, 

She spak wi meikle’ spite: 90 
‘And whair gat ye that rose-water, 

That does mak yee sae white?’ 


*O I did get the rose-water 
Whair ye wull neir get nane, 

For I did get that very rose-water 95 
Into my mither’s wame.®’ 


The bride she drew a long bodkin 
Frae out her gay head-gear, 
And strake Fair Annet unto the heart, 


That word spak nevir mair. 100 


Lord Thomas he saw Fair Annet wex pale, 
And marvelit what mote bee; 

But whan he saw her dear heart’s blude, 
A’ wood*-wroth wexéd hee. 


He drew his dagger, that was sae sharp, 105 
That was sae sharp and meet, 

And drave it into the nut-browne bride, 
That fell deid at his feit. 


‘Now stay for me, dear Annet,’ he sed, 
‘Now stay, my dear,’ he ery’d; 

Then strake the dagger untill his heart, 
And fell deid by her side. 


110 


1 every 5 sparkled 
2 puff 8 eyes 
3 stone 7 much, great 


4 clothing 8 womb 
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Lord Thomas was buried without kirk-wa, 
Fair Annet within the quiere; 
And o the tane" thair grew a birk, 

The other a bonny briere. 
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And ay they grew, and ay they threw,” 
As they wad faine be neare; 
And by this ye may ken right weil 


They were twa luvers deare. 120 


SWEET WILLIAM’S GHOST 


THERE came a ghost to Margret’s door, 
With many a grievous groan, 

And ay he tirled"* at the pin, 
But answer made she none. 


‘Is that my father Philip, 5 
Or is’t my brother John? 

Or is’t my true-love, Willy, 
From Scotland new come home?’ 


‘’*T is not thy father Philip, 

Nor yet thy brother John; 10 
But ’t is thy true-love, Willy, 

From Scotland new come home. 


‘O sweet Margret, O dear Margret, 
I pray thee speak to me; 

Give me my faith and troth, Margret, 15 
As I gave it to thee.’ 


‘Thy faith and troth thou’s never get, 
Nor yet will I thee lend, 
Till that thou come within my bower 
And kiss my cheek and chin.’ 20 


‘If I shoud come within thy bower, 
I am no earthly man; 

And shoud I kiss thy rosy lips, 
Thy days will not be lang. 


‘O sweet Margret, O dear Margret, 25 
I pray thee speak to me; 

Give me my faith and troth, Margret, 
As I gave it to thee.’ 


‘Thy faith and troth thou’s never get, 

Nor yet will I thee lend, 30 
Till you take me to yon kirk 

And wed me with a ring.’ 


‘My bones are buried in yon kirk-yard, 
Afar beyond the sea, 
And it is but my spirit, Margret, 35 
That’s now speaking to thee.’ 
9 mad 
10 choir 


1 the one 
2 pressed close together, intertwined 


B rattled 
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She stretched out her lilly-white hand, 
And, for to do her best, 

‘Hae, there’s your faith and troth, Willy, 
God send your soul good rest.’ 40 


Now she has kilted! her robes of green 
A piece below her knee, 

And a’ the live-lang winter night 
The dead corp followed she. 


‘Is there any room at your head, Willy? 45 
Or any room at your feet? 

Or any room at your side, Willy, 
Wherein that I may creep?’ 


‘There’s no room at my head, Margret, 
There’s no room at my feet; 50 
There’s no room at my side, Margret, 
My coffin’s made so meet.’ 


Then up and crew the red, red cock, 
And up then crew the gray: 
*T is time, ’t is time, my dear Margret 55 
That you were going away.’ 


No more the ghost to Margret said, 
But, with a grievous groan, 
Evanished in a cloud of mist, 
And left her all alone. 60 


‘O stay, my only true-love, stay,’ 
The constant Margret cry’d; 

Wan grew her cheeks, she closed her een, 
Stretched her soft limbs, and dy’d. 


THE WIFE OF USHER’S WELL 


THERE lived a wife at Usher’s Well, 
And a wealthy wife was she; 

She had three stout and stalwart sons, 
And sent them oer the sea. 


They hadna been a week from her, 5 
A week but barely ane, 

Whan word came to the carline*? wife 
That her three sons were gane. 


They hadna been a week from her, 

A week but barely three, 10 
Whan word came to the carlin wife 

That her sons she’d never see. 


‘T wish the wind may never cease, 
Nor fashes* in the flood, 

Till my three sons come hame to me, 15 
In earthly flesh and blood.’ 


Tt fell about the Martinmass, — 
When nights are lang and mirk,* 
The carlin wife’s three sons came hame, 
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It neither grew in syke® nor ditch, 
Nor yet in ony sheugh*; 

But at the gates o Paradise, 
That birk grew fair eneugh. 


. 


‘Blow up the fire, my maidens, 25 
Bring water from the well; 

For a’ my house shall feast this night, 
Since my three sons are well.’ 


And she has made to them a bed, 

She’s made it large and wide, 30 
And she’s taen her mantle her about, 

Sat down at the bed-side. 


. . . . . 


Up then crew the red, red cock, 
And up and crew the gray; 

The eldest to the youngest said, 35 
‘°T is time we were away.’ 


The cock he hadna crawd but once, 
And clappd his wings at a’, 

When the youngest to the eldest said, 
Brother, we must awa.’ 40 


‘The cock doth craw, the day doth daw,? 
The channerin!® worm doth chide; 
Gin we be mist out o our place, 
A sair™ pain we maun bide. 


‘Faer ye weel, my mother dear! 45 
Fareweel to barn and byre"! 

And fare ye weel, the bonny lass 
That kindles my mother’s fire! 


BONNY BARBARA ALLAN 


Iv was in and about the Martinmas time, 
When the green leaves were a falling, 

That Sir John Graeme, in the West Country, 
Fell in love with Barbara Allan. 


He sent his man down through the town, 5 
To the place where she was dwelling: 

‘O haste and come to my master dear, 
Gin ye be Barbara Allan.’ 


O hooly,!* hooly rose she up, 
To the place where he was lying, 10 
And when she drew the curtain by, 
‘Young man, I think you’re dying.’ 


‘O it’s I’m sick, and very, very sick, 
And ’tis a’ for Barbara Allan’: 
‘O the better for me ye’s never be, 15 


And their hats were o the birk.® 20 Tho your heart’s blood were a spilling. 
1 tucked up 4 dark 7 furrow 10 fretting 18 slowly, softly 
2 old 5 birch 8 away lt sore 

3 troubles ¢ ditch, trench ® dawn 122 cow-house 
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“O dinna! ye mind, young man,’ said she, 
‘When ye was in the tavern a drinking, 
That ye made the healths gae round and 

round, 
And slighted Barbara Allan?’ 20 


He turnd his face unto the wall, 
And death was with him dealing: 

‘Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all, 
And be kind to Barbara Allan.’ 


And slowly, slowly raise she up, 25 
And slowly, slowly left him, 

And sighing said, she could not stay, 
Since death of life had reft him. 


She had not gane a mile but twa, 

When she heard the dead-bell ringing, 30 
And every jow? that the dead-bell geid,‘ 

It cryd, Woe to Barbara Allan! 


‘O mother, mother, make my bed! 
O make it saft and narrow! 

Since my love died for me to-day, 35 
Tl die for him to-morrow.’ 


ROBIN HOOD AND GUY OF 
GISBORNE 


WHEN shawes® been sheene,* and shradds? 
full fayre, 
And leeves both large and longe, 
It is merry, walking in the fayre fforrest, 
To heare the small birds’ songe. 


The woodweele® sang, and wold not cease, 5 
Amongst the leaves a lyne?: 

And it is by two wight!? yeomen, 
By deare God, that I meane. 


‘Me thought they did mee beate and binde, 
And tooke my bowe mee froe; 10 
If I bee Robin alive in this lande, 
Tle be wrocken" on both them towe.”’ 
‘Sweavens® are swift, master,’ quoth 
John, 
‘As the wind that blowes ore a hill; 
Ffor if itt be never soe lowde this night, 15 
To-morrow it may be still.’ 


‘Buske™ yee, bowne® yee, my merry men 


a vs 
Ffor John shall goe with mee; 
For Tle goe seeke yond wight yeomen 
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The cast on their gowne of greene, 
A shooting gone are they, 

Untill they came to the merry greenwood, 
Where they had gladdest bee; 

There were they ware of a wight yeoman, 25 
His body leaned to a tree. 


A sword and a dagger he wore by his side, 
Had beene many a mans bane, 

And he was cladd in his capull-hyde,® 
Topp, and tayle, and mayne. 30 


‘Stand you still, master,’ quoth Litle John, 
‘Under this trusty tree, 

And I will goe to yong wight yeoman, 
To know his meaning trulye.’ 


‘A, John, by me thou setts noe store, 35 
And that’s a ffarley” thinge; 

How offt send I my men beffore, 
And tarry my-selfe behinde? 


‘Tt is noe cunning a knave to ken,18 
And a man but heare him speake; 40 
And itt were not for bursting of my bowe, 
John, I wold thy head breake.’ 


But often words they breeden bale,}9 
That parted Robin and John; 

John is gone to Barnesdale, 45 
The gates he knowes eche one. 


And when hee came to Barnesdale, 
Great heavinesse there hee hadd; 
He ffound two of his fellowes 
Were slaine both in a slade,?° 50 


And Scarlett a ffoote flyinge was, 
Over stockes and stone, 

For the sheriffe with seven score men 
Fast after him is gone. 


‘Yett one shoote Tle shoote,’ sayes Litle 
John, 55 
‘With Crist his might and mayne?!; 
Tle make yond fellow that flyes soe fast 
To be both glad and ffaine.’ 


John bent up a good veiwe” bow, 

And ffetteled? him to shoote; 60 
The bow was made of a tender boughe, 

And fell downe to his foote. 


‘Woe worth" thee, 
Litle John, 
‘That ere thou grew on a tree! 
Ffor this day thou art my bale, 65 


wicked wood,’ sayd 


In greenwood where the bee.’ 20 My boote® when thou shold bee!’ 

1 do not 6 beautiful 11 avenged 16 horse-hide 21 strength 

2 two 7 coppices, thickets 2 two lv strange 2 yew 

3 stroke 8 woodlark 13 dreams 18 know 23 made ready 
4 gave 9 linden 14 make ready 19 evil 24 be, come to 
5 groves 10 stout 10 prepare 20 valley % help 
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This shoote it was but looselye shott, 
The arrowe flew in vaine, 
And it mett one of the sheriffes men; 
Good William a Trent was slaine. 70 


It had beene better for William a Trent 
To hange upon a gallowe 

Then for to lye in the greenwoode, 
There slaine with an arrowe. 


And it is sayd, when men be mett, 75 
Six can doe more then three: 

And they have tane! Litle John, 
And bound him fiast to a tree. 


‘Thou shalt be drawen by dale and downe,’ 
quoth the sheriffe, 
‘And hangéd hye on a hill’: 80 
‘But thou may ffayle,’ quoth Litle John, 
‘Tf itt be Christs owne will.’ 


Let us leave talking of Litle John, 
For hee is bound fast to a tree, 

And talke of Guy and Robin Hood 85 
In the green woode where they bee. 


How these two yeomen together they mett, 
Under the leaves of lyne, 

To see what marchandise they made 
Even at that same time. 90 


‘Good morrow, good fellow,’ quoth Sir 
Guy; 
‘Good morrow, good ffellow,’ quoth hee; 
‘Methinkes by this bow thou beares in thy 
hand, 
A good archer thou seems to bee.’ 


‘) am wilfull? of my way,’ quoth Sir Guye, 95 
‘And of my morning tyde?’: 
‘Tle lead thee through the wood,’ quoth 
Robin, 
‘Good ffellow, le be thy guide.’ 


‘T seeke an outlaw,’ quoth Sir Guye, 
‘Men call him Robin Hood; 100 
I had rather meet with him upon a day 
Then forty pound of golde.’ 


‘If you tow mett, itt wold be seene whether’ 


were better 
Afore yee did part awaye; 
Let us some other pastime find, 105 
Good ffellow, I thee pray. 


‘Let us some other masteryest make, 
And wee will walke in the woods even; 
Wee may chance meet with Robin Hoode 
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They cutt them downe the summer shroggs? 
Which grew both under a bryar, 

And sett them three score rood in twinn,® 
To shoote the prickes? full neare. 


‘Leade on, good ffellow,’ sayd Sir Guye, 115 
‘Lead on, I doe bidd thee’: 

‘Nay, by my faith,’ quoth Robin Hood, 
‘The leader thou shalt bee.’ 


The first good shoot that Robin ledd, 

Did not shoote an inch the pricke ffroe; 120 
Guy was an archer good enoughe, 

But he cold neere shoote soe. 


The second shoote Sir Guy shott, 
He shott within the garlande!; 

But Robin Hoode shott it better then hee, 125 
For he clove the good pricke-wande."' 


‘Gods blessing on thy heart!’ sayes Guye, 
‘Goode fiellow, thy shooting 1s goode; 

For an thy hart be as good as thy hands, 
Thou were better then Robin Hood. 130 


‘Tell me thy name, good ffellow,’ quoth Guy, 
‘Under the leaves of lyne’: 

‘Nay, by my faith,’ quoth good Robin, 
‘Till thou have told me thine.’ 


‘T dwell by dale and downe,’ quoth Guye, 135 
‘And I have done many a curst turne; 

And he that calles me by my right name, 
Calles me Guye of good Gysborne.’ 


‘My dwelling is in the wood,’ sayes Robin; 
‘By thee I set right nought; 140 
My name is Robin Hood of Barnesdale, 
A ffellow thou has long sought.’ 


He that had neither beene a kithe nor kin 
Might have seene a full fayre sight, 

To see how together these yeomen went, 145 
With blades both browne and bright. 


To have seene how these yeomen together 
fought, 
Two howers of a summers day; 
Itt was neither Guy nor Robin Hood 
That ffettled them to flye away. 150 


Robin was reacheles® on a roote, 
And stumbled at that tyde, 

And Guy was quicke and nimble withall, 
And hitt him ore the left side. 


‘Ah, deere Lady!’ sayd Robin Hoode, 155 
‘Thou art both mother and may™! 
I thinke it was never man’s destinye 


Att some unsett® steven.®’ 110 To dye before his day.’ 

1 taken 4 trials of skill 7 wands 10 eirele around u heedless 
2 astray 5 not appointed, unexpected 8 apart the mark 18 maid , 
3 time 6 hour 9 marks, targets  target-rod 
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Robin thought on Our Lady deere, 


And soone leapt up againe, 160 
And thus he came with an awkwarde! 
stroke; 


Good Sir Guy hee has slayne. 


He tooke Sir Guy’s head by the hayre, 
And sticked itt on his bowes end: 

‘Thou hast beene traytor all thy liffe, 165 
Which thing must have an ende.’ 


Robin pulled forth an Irish kniffe, 
And nicked Sir Guy in the fface, 

That hee was never on a woman borne 
Cold tell who Sir Guye was. 170 


Saies, ‘Lye there, lye there, good Sir Guye, 
And with me be not wrothe; 
If thou have had the worse stroakes at my 
hand, 
Thou shalt have the better cloathe.’ 


ou 


Robin did off his gowne of greene, 17 
Sir Guye hee did it throwe; 

And hee put on that capull-hyde 
That cladd him topp to toe. 


‘The bowe, the arrowes, and litle horne, 
And with me now I’le beare; 180 
Ffor now I will goe to Barnesdale 
To see how my men doe ffare.’ 


Robin sett Guyes horne to his mouth, 
A lowd blast in it he did blow; 

That beheard the sheriffe of Nottingham, 185 
As he leaned under a lowe.? 


‘Hearken! hearken!’ sayd the sheriffe, 
‘T heard noe tydings but good; 

For yonder I heare Sir Guyes horne blowe, 
For he hath slaine Robin Hoode. 190 


‘For yonder I heare Sir Guyes horne blow, 
Itt blowes soe well in tyde, 

For yonder comes that wighty yeoman, 
Cladd in his capull-hyde. 


‘Come hither, thou good Sir Guy, 195 
Aske of mee what thou wilt have’: 

‘T’le none of thy gold,’ sayes Robin Hood, 
‘Nor Ile none of itt have. 


‘But now I have slaine the master,’ he sayd, 
‘Let me goe strike the knave; 200 
This is all the reward I aske, 
Nor noe other will I have.’ 


‘Thou art a madman,’ said the shiriffe, 
‘Thou sholdest have had a knight’s ffee; 

Seeing thy asking hath beene soe badd, 205 
Well granted it shall be.’ 


1 back-handed 2 hill 


3 voice 


4 loosed 
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But Litle John heard his master speake, 
Well he knew that was his stevens; 

‘Now shall I be loset,*’ quoth Litle John, 
‘With Christ’s might in heaven.’ 210 


But Robin hee hyed him towards Litle John, 
Hee thought hee wold loose him belive,® 
The sheriffe and all his companye 
Fast after him did drive. 


‘Stand abacke! stand abacke!’ sayd 
Robin; 215 
‘Why draw you mee soe neere? 
Itt was never the use in our countrye 
Ones shrift another shold heere.’ 


But Robin pulled forth an Irysh kniffe, 
And losed John hand and ffoote, 220 

And gave him Sir Guyes bow in his hand, 
And bade it be his boote. 


But John tooke Guyes bow in his hand — 
His arrowes were rawstye® by the roote —; 

The sherriffe saw Litle John draw a bow 225 
And ffettle him to shoote. 


Towards his house in Nottingam 
He fled full fast away, 

And soe did all his companye, 
Not one behind did stay. 


But he cold neither soe fast goe, 
Nor away soe fast runn, 

But Litle John, with an arrow broade, 
Did cleave his heart in twinn. 
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ROBIN HOOD’S DEATH AND 
BURIAL 


WHEN Robin Hood and Little John 
Down a down a down a down 
Went oer yon bank of broom, 
Said Robin Hood bold to Little John, 
‘We have shot for many a pound.’ 5 
Hey, etc. 


‘But I am not able to shoot one shot more, 
My broad arrows will not flee; 


‘But I have a cousin lives down below, 


Please God, she will bleed me.’ 10 


Now Robin he is to fair Kirkly gone, 
As fast as he can win’; 

But before he came there, as we do hear, 
He was taken very ill. 


And when he came to fair Kirkly-hall, 15 
He knockd all at the ring, 

But none was so ready as his cousin herself 
For to let bold Robin in. 


5 quickly 5 rusty 7 go 
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‘Will you please to sit down, cousin Robin,’ 
she said, 
‘And drink some beer with me?’ 20 
‘No, I will neither eat nor drink, 
Till I am blooded by thee.’ 


‘Well, I have a room, cousin Robin,’ she said, 
‘Which you did never see, 

And if you please to walk therein, 25 
You blooded by me shall be.’ 


She took him by the lyly-white hand, 
And let him to a private room, 

And there she blooded bold Robin Hood, 
While one drop of blood would run down. 30 


She blooded him in a vein of the arm, 
And locked him up in the room; 

Then did he bleed all the live-long day, 
Until the next day at noon. 


He then bethought him of a casement! 
there, 35 
Thinking for to get down; 
But was so weak he could not leap, 
He could not get him down. 


He then bethought him of his buglehorn, 
Which hung low down to his knee; 40 
He set his horn unto his mouth, 

' And blew out weak blasts three. 


Then Little John, when hearing him, 
As he sat under a tree, 

‘I fear my master is now near dead, 45 
He blows so wearily.’ 


Then Little John to fair Kirkly is gone, 
As fast as he can dree?; 
But when he came to Kirkly-hall, 
He broke locks two or three: 50 


Until he came bold Robin to see, 
Then he fell on his knee; 

‘A boon, a boon,’ cries Little John, 
‘Master, I beg of thee.’ 


‘What is that boon,’ said Robin Hood, _ 5: 
‘Little John, thou begs of me?’ 

‘It is to burn fair Kirkly-hall, 
And all their nunnery.’ 


or 


‘Now nay, now nay,’ quoth Robin Hood, 
‘That boon I’ll not grant thee; 60 
I never hurt woman in all my life, 
Nor men in woman’s company. 


‘T never hurt fair maid in all my time, 
Nor at mine end shall it be; 
But give me my bent bow in my hand, 65 


1 window 4 in spite of 7 rout, army 
2 endure 5 in return § high 
3 vow 6 prevent 9 archers 
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And a broad arrow I'll let flee 
And where this arrow is taken up, 
There shall my grave digged be. 


‘Lay me a green sod under my head, 
_ And another at my feet; 70 
And lay my bent bow by my side, 
Which was my music sweet; 
And make my grave of gravel and green, 
Which is most right and meet. 


‘Let me have length and breadth enough, 75 
With a green sod under my head; 

That they may say, when I am dead, 
Here lies bold Robin Hood.’ 


These words they readily granted him, 
Which did bold Robin please: 80 

And there they buried bold Robin Hood, 
Within the fair Kirkleys. 


THE HUNTING OF THE CHEVIOT 


Tue Perse owt off Northombarlonde, 
And avowe’ to God mayd he 

That he wold hunte in the mowntayns 
Off Chyviat within days thre, 

In the magger‘t of doughte Dogles, 5 
And all that ever with him be. 


The fattiste hartes in all Cheviat 
He sayd he wold kyll, and cary them 


away: 

‘Be my feth,’ sayd the dougheti Doglas 
agayn,?® 

‘T wyll let® that hontyng yf that I 

may.’ 10 


Then the Perse owt off Banborowe cam, 
With him a myghtee meany,? 
With fifteen hondrith archares bold off 
blood and bone; 
The wear chosen owt of shyars thre. 


This begane on a Monday at morn, 15 
In Cheviat the hillys so he’; 

The chylde may rue that ys un-born, 
It wos the mor pitte. 


The dryvars thorowe the woodes went, 

For to reas the dear; 20 
Bomen’ byckarte!® uppone the bent" 

With ther browd aros cleare. 


Then the 
went, 
On every syde shear"; 
Greahondes" thorowe the grevis' glent,'® 25 
For to kyll thear dear. 


wyld’ thorowe the woodes 


0 attacked 13 several 16 glided 
1 field, moor M4 greyhounds 
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This begane in Chyviat the hyls abone,! 
Yerly on a Monnyn-day; 

Be that it drewe to the oware? off none,’ 
A hondrith fat hartes ded ther lay. 30 


The blewe a mort‘ uppone the bent, 
The semblyde® on sydis shear; 

To the quyrry® then the Perse went, 
To se the bryttlynge’ off the deare. 


He sayd, ‘It was the Duglas promys 35 
This day to met me hear; 

But I wyste* he wolde faylle, veraments’; 
A great oth the Perse swear. 


At the laste a squyar off Northomberlonde 


Lokyde at his hand full ny; 40 
He was war a the doughetie Doglas com- 
mynge, 


With him «2 myghtte meany. 


Both with spear, bylle,!° and brande, 
Yt was a myghtti sight to se; 

Hardyar men, both off hart nor hande, 45 
Wear not in Cristiante. 


The wear twenti hondrith spear-men good, 
Withoute any feale!'; 

The wear borne along be the watter a Twyde, 
Yth” bowndes of Tividale. 50 


‘Leave of the brytlyng of the dear,’ he sayd, 
‘And to your boys lock ye tayk good 
hede; 
For never sithe ye wear on your mothars 
borne 
Had ye never so mickle nede.’ 


The dougheti Dogglas on a stede, 55 
He rode alle his men beforne; 

His armor glytteryde as dyd a glede*; 
A boldar barne!* was never born. 


‘Tell me whos men ye ar,’ he says, 
‘Or whos men that ye be: 60 
Who gave youe leave to hunte in this 
Chyviat chays,!” 
In the spyt of myn and of me.’ 


The first mane that ever him an answear 
mayd, 
Yt was the good lord Perse: 
‘We wyll not tell the whoys men we ar,’ 
he says, 65 
‘Nor whos men that we be; 
But we wyll hounte hear in this chays, 
In the spyt of thyne and of the. 
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‘The fattiste hartes in all Chyviat 
We have kyld, and cast!® to carry them 
away.’ 70 
‘Be my troth,’ sayd the doughete Dogglas 


agayn, 
‘Therfor the ton’? of us shall de2° this 
day.’ 


Then sayd the doughte Doglas 
Unto the lord Perse: 

‘To kyll alle thes giltles men, 75 
Alas, it wear great pitte! 


‘But, Perse, thowe art a lord of lande, 

Tama yerle® callyd within my contre; 
Let all our men uppone a parti stande, 

And do the battell off the and of me.’ 80 


‘Nowe Cristes cors* on his crowne,”®’ sayd 
the lord Perse, 
‘Who-so-ever ther-to says nay! 
Be my troth, doughtte Doglas,’ he says, 
“Thow shalt never se that day, 


‘Nethar in Ynglonde, Skottlonde, nar 
France, 85 
Nor for no man of a woman born, 
But, and fortune be my chance, 
I dar met him, on man for on.’ 


Then bespayke a squyar off Northombar- 
londe, 
Richard Wytharyngton was his nam; 90 
‘It shall never be told in Sothe-Ynglonde,’ 
he says, 
“To Kyng Herry the Fourth for sham. 


‘T wat®4 youe byn great lordes twaw,% 
I am a poor squyar of !ande; 
I wylle never se my captayne fyght on a 
fylde, 95 
And stande my selffe and loocke on, 
But whylle I may my weppone welde, 
I wylle not [fayle ] both hart and hande.’ 


That day, that day, that dredfull day! 
The first fit? here I fynde; 100 
And youe wyll here any mor a the hountynge 
a the Chyviat, 
Yet ys ther mor behynde. 


The Yngglyshe men 
yebent, 
Ther hartes were good yenoughe; 
The first off arros that the shote off, 
Seven skore spear-men the sloughe. 


hade ther bowys 


105 
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Yet byddys' the yerle Doglas uppon the bent, 
A captayne good yenoughe, 
And that was sene verament, 

For he wrought hom both woo and 

wouche.? 110 


The ani ak his ost in thre, 
Lyk a cheffe cheften off pryde; 

With suar® spears off myghtte tre, 
The cum in on every syde; 


Thrughe our Yngglyshe archery 
Gave many a wounde fulle wyde; 

Many a doughete the garde‘ to dy, 
Which ganyde® them no pryde. 


The Ynglyshe men let ther boys be, 
And pulde owt brandes that wer 
brighte; 120 
It was a hevy syght to se, 
Bryght swordes on basnites® lyght. 
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Thorowe ryche male and myneyeple,’ 
Many sterne® the strocke done’ streght; 
Many a freyke” that was fulle fre, 125 

Ther undar foot dyd lyght. 


At last the Duglas and the Perse met, 
Lyk to captayns of myght and of mayne; 
The swapte" together tylle the both swat,2 
With swordes that wear of fyn myl- 
lan.4 130 


Thes worthe freckys for to fyght, 
Ther-to the wear" fulle fayne, 
Tylle the bloode owte off thear basnetes 
sprente,’* 
As ever dyd heal or rayn. 


‘Yelde the, Perse,’ sayde the Doglas, 
‘And i feth I shalle the brynge 

Wher thowe shalte have a yerls wagis 
Of Jamy our Skottish kynge. 
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‘Thou shalte have thy ransom fre, 
I hight*? the hear this thinge; 

For the manfullyste man yet art thowe 
That ever I conqueryd in filde fighttynge.’ 
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‘Nay,’ sayd the lord Perse, 
‘I tolde it the beforne, 


That I wolde never yeldyde be 145 
To no man of a woman born.’ 

With that ther cam an arrowe hastely, 
Forthe off a myghtte wane!s; 

Hit hathe strekene the yerle Duglas 
In at the brest-bane. 150 
1 abides 6 helmets 10 man 
2 harm 7 kind of ll smote 
3 sure, trusty gauntlet 2 sweated 
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Thorowe lyvar and longes bathe 
The sharpe arrowe ys gane, 
That never after in all his lyffe-days 
He spayke mo wordes but ane: 
That was, Fyghte ye, my myrry men, 
whyllys ye may, 155 
For my lyff-days ben gan. 


The Perse leanyde on his brande, 
And sawe the Duglas de; 
He tooke the dede mane by the hande, 


And sayd, ‘Wo ys me for the! 160 


‘To have savyde thy lyffe, I wolde have 
partyde with 
My landes for years thre, 
For a better man, of hart nare!® of hande, 
Was nat in all the north contre.’ 


Off all that se a Skottishe knyght, 165 
Was callyd Ser Hewe the Monggom- 


byrry; 
He sawe the Duglas to the deth was dyght,?° 
He spendyd” a spear, a trusti tre. 


He rod uppone a corsiare® 
Throughe a hondrith archery: 

He never stynttyde,?* nar never blane,” 
Tylle he cam to the good lord Perse. 
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He set uppone the lorde Perse 
A dynte that was full soare; 
With a suar spear of a myghtte tre 175 
o~ thorow the body he the Perse 
er, 


A the tothar syde that a man myght se 
A large cloth-yard and mare: 
Towe bettar captayns wear nat in Cris- 
tiante 


Then that day slan wear ther. 180 


An archar off Northomberlonde 
Say” slean was the lord Perse; 

He bar a bende bowe in his hand, 
Was made off trusti tre. 

An arow, that a cloth-yarde was lang, 185 
To the harde stele halyde* he; 

A dynt that was both sad and soar 
He sat on Ser Hewe the Monggom- 

byrry. 


The dynt yt was both sad and sar 


That he of Monggomberry sete; 190 
The swane-fethars that his arrowe bar 
With his hart-blood the wear wete. 
15 spurted 20 brought 2% saw 
16 hail 2 grasped % pulled 
17 promise 2 courser 
18 number % stopped 
19 nor % ceased 
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Ther was never a freake wone! foot wolde 
fle, 
But still in stour? dyd stand, 
Heawyng on yche othar, whylle the myghte 
dre,’ 195 
With many a balfull brande. 


This battell begane in Chyviat 
An owar befor the none, 

And when even-songe bell was rang, 
The battell was nat half done. 


The tocke...on ethar hande 
Be the lyght off the mone; 

Many hade no strenght for to stande, 
In Chyviat the hillys abon. 


Of fifteen hondrith archars of Ynglonde 205 
Went away but seventi and thre; 

Of twenti hondrith spear-men of Skotlonde, 
But even five and fifti. 
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But all wear slayne Cheviat within; 
The hade no strengthe to stand on 
lays 210 
The chylde may rue that ys unborne, 
It was the mor pitte. 


Thear was slayne, withe the lord Perse, 
Sir Johan of Agerstone, 

Ser Rogar, the hinde® Hartly, 
Ser Wyllyam, the bolde Hearone. 


Ser Jorg, the worthe Loumle, 
A knyghte of great renowen, 
Ser Raff, the ryche Rugbe, 
With dyntes wear beaten dowene. 


215 
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For Wetharryngton my harte was wo, 
That ever he slayne shulde be; 

For when both his leggis wear hewyne in to,® 
Yet he knyled and fought on hys kny. 


Ther was slayne, with the dougheti Dug- 
las, 225 
Ser Hewe the Monggombyrry, 
Ser Davy Lwdale, that worthe was, 
His sistars son was he. 


Ser Charls a Murre in that place, 
That never a foot wolde fle; 

Ser Hewe Maxwelle, a lorde he was, 
With the Doglas dyd he dey. 


So on the morrowe the mayde them byears’ 
Off birch and hasell so gray; 
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Tivydale may carpe! off care, 
Northombarlond may mayk great mon, 

For towe such captayns as slayne wear thear 
On the March-parti" shall never be non. 240 


Word ys commen to Eddenburrowe, 


To Jamy the Skottische kynge, 
That dougheti Duglas, lyff-tenant!”? of the 
Marches, 
He lay slean Chyviot within. 


His handdes dyd he weal'® and wryng, 245 
He sayd, Alas, and woe ys me! 

Such an othar captayn Skotland within, 
He sayd, ye-feth™ shuld never be. 


Worde ys commyn to lovly Londone, 
Tull the fourth Harry our kynge, 250 
That lord Perse, leyff-tenante of the Marchis, 
He lay slayne Chyviat within. 


‘God have merci on his solle,’ sayde Kyng 
Harry, 
‘Good Lord, yf thy will it be! 
I have a hondrith captayns in Ynglonde,’ 
he sayd, 255 
‘As good as ever was he: 
But, Perse, and I brook’® my lyffe, 
Thy deth well quyte! shall be.’ 


As our noble kynge mayd his avowe, 
Lyke a noble prince of renowen, 
For the deth of the lord Perse 
He dyde the battell of Hombylldown; 


Wher syx and thritte Skottishe knyghtes 
On a day wear beaten down; 
Glendale  glytteryde on 
bryght, 
Over castille, towar, and town. 


This was the hontynge off the Cheviat, 
That tear!” begane this spurns; 
Old men that knowen the grownde well 


yenoughe 
Call it the battell of Otterburn. 


At Otterburn begane this spurne, 
Uppone a Monnynday; 

Ther was the doughte Doglas slean, 
The Perse never went away. 
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ther armor 
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Ther was never a tym on the Marche- 
partes 275 

Sen the Doglas and the Perse met, 
But yt ys mervele and the rede blude ronne 


Many wedous, with wepyng tears, 235 not, 
Cam to fache’ ther makys® away. As the reane® doys in the stret. 
1 one 5 courteous 9 mates 3 clench (?) 7 there (?) 
2 combat 6 two 10 tell M4 in faith 18 conflict (?) 
3 endure 7 biers 1 border-parts 1 enjoy, keep 19 rain 
4 upright 8 fetch 2 lieutenant 1% avenged 


BALLADS 


Jhesue Crist our balys' bete,? 
And to the blys us brynge! 280 
Thus was the hountynge of the Chivyat: 
God sent us alle good endyng! 


JOHNIE ARMSTRONG 


THERE dwelt a man in faire Westmerland 
Jonne Armestrong men did him call, 
He had nither lands nor rents coming in, 

Yet he kept eight score men in his hall. 


? 


He had horse and harness for them all, 5 
Goodly steeds were all milke-white; 

O the golden bands an about their necks, 
And their weapons, they were all alike. 


Newes then was brought unto the king 
That there was sicke* a wont as hee, 10 
That livéd lyke a bold out-law, 
And robbéd all the north country. 


The king he writt an a letter then, 
A letter which was large and long; 

He signéd it with his owne hand, 15 
And he promised to doe him no wrong. 


When this letter came Jonne untill, 
His heart it was as blythe as birds on the 
tree: 
‘Never was I sent for before any king, 
My father, my grandfather, nor none but 
mee. 20 


‘ And if wee goe the king before, 
I would we went most orderly; 

Every man of you shall have his scarlet cloak, 
Laced with silver laces three. 


‘Every won of you shall have his velvett 
coat, 25 
Laced with silver lace so white; 
O the golden bands an about your necks, 
Black hatts, white feathers, all alyke.’ 


By the morrow morninge at ten of the clock, 
Towards Edenburough gon was hee, 30 
And with him all his eight score men; 
Good lord, it was a goodly sight for to see! 


1 troubles 2 relieve 


3 such 


When Jonne came befower the king, 
He fell downe on his knee; 

‘O pardon, my soveraine leige,’ he said, 35 
‘O pardon my eight score men and mee!’ 


‘Thou shalt have no pardon, thou traytor 
strong, 
For thy eight score men nor thee; 
For to-morrow morning by ten of the clock, 
Both thou and them shall hang on the 
gallow-tree.’ 40 


But Jonne looked over his left shoulder, 
Good Lord, what a grevious look looked 
hee! 
Saying, Asking grace of a graceles face — 
Why there is none for you nor me. 


But Jonne had a bright sword by his side, 45 
And it was made of the mettle so free, 

That had not the king stept his foot aside, 
He had smitten his head from his faire 


bodde. 
Saying, Fight on, my merry men all, 
And see that none of you be taine’; 50 
For rather than men shall say we were 
hanged, 


Let them report how we were slaine. 


Then, God wott, faire Eddenburrough rose, 
And so besett poore Jonne rounde, 
That fowerscore and tenn of Jonnes best 
men 55 
Lay gasping all upon the ground. 


Then like a mad man Jonne laide about, 
And like a mad man then fought hee, 

Untill a falce Scot came Jonne behinde, 
And runn him through the faire boddee. 60 


Saying, Fight on, my merry men all, 
And see that none of you be taine; 

For I will stand by and bleed but awhile, 
And then will I come and fight againe. 


Newes then was brought to young Jonne 
Armestrong, 65 

As he stood by his nurses knee, 
Who vowed if ere he lived for to be a man, 
O the treacherous Scots revengd hee’d be. 


4 one 6 taken 
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Anonpmous 


CUCKOO SONG 


SuMER is icumen in: 

Lhude! sing cuccu?! 
Groweth sed, and bloweth? med,‘ 
And springth the wude nu.’ 

Sing cuccu! 


Awe’ bleteth after lomb; 
Lhouth’ after calve cu8; 

Bullue sterteth, bucke verteth. 
Murie® sing cuccu! 


Cuccu, cuccu, well singes thu, cuccu: 


Ne swike!® thu naver nu. 

Sing cuccu, nu, sing cuccu! 
Sing cuccu, sing cuccu, nu! 
ca. 1300. 


SPRINGTIME 


MIDDLE ENGLISH PERIOD 


LYRICS 


LENTEN" ys come with love to toune,” 
With blosmen and with briddes roune,' 


That al this blisse bryngeth; 
Dayes-eyes" in this dales, 
Notes suete® of nyhtegales,' 

Uch'? foul song singeth. 
The threstelcoc!® him threteth!® 00,?° 
Away is huere?! wynter wo, 

When woderove” springeth; 
This foules singeth ferly?* fele,? 


And wlyteth? on huere wynter wele,”6 


That al the wode ryngeth. 


The rose rayleth2’ hir rode,? 
The leves on the lyhte?® wode 

Waxen al with wille*; 

The mone mandeth* hire bleo,®* 
The lilie is lossom* to seo, 

The fenyl* and the fille*; 
Wowes® this wilde drakes; 
Miles” murgeth3* huere makes*; 

Ase strem that striketh*® stille, 
Mody meneth, so doth mo,’ 
Ichot# ycham* on of tho,* 

For love that likes‘? ille. 


The mone mandeth hire lyht, 

So doth the semly sonne bryht, 
When briddes singeth breme 48; 

Deawes donketh*® the dounes, 

Deores*® with huere derne® rounes, 
Domes” forte deme; 

Wormes woweth under cloude,® 

Wymmen waxeth wounder proude, 
So wel hit wol hem seme,® 

Yef*? me shal wonte®* wille of on: 

This wunne weole®? I wole for-gon, 
And wyht in wode be fleme.*° 
ca. 1300 


1 loudly 1 sweet 30 
2 cuckoo 16 nightingales 31 
3 blossometh 17 each 32 
4 meadow 18 male thrush 33 
5 now 19 chides 34 
6 ewe 20 aye, ever 35 
7 loweth 21 their 36 
8 cow 2 woodruff 37 
9 merrily 2% wondrously 38 
10 cease 24 many 39 
u Lent, spring % ery 40 
2 to town, into 2% weal aL 


the land 
whisper 
daisies 


me & 


27 
28 
29 


arrays, puts on 
redness 
light 


25 


30 


10 


15 


20 


25 


10 
A HYMN TO THE VIRGIN 
OF on that is so fayr and bright, 
Velut maris stella, 
Brighter than the day is light, 
Parens et puella: 
Ic* crie to the, thou se to me, 
Levedy,® preye thi sone for me, 
Tam pia, 
That ic mote come to the, 
5 Maria. 
Al this world was for-lore,% 
Eva peccatrice, 
Tyl our lord was y-bore 
10 De te genetrice. 
With ave it went away, 
Thuster* nyth® and comz the day 
Salutis; 
The welle springeth ut® of the 
Virtutis. 
15 
Levedi, flour of alle thing, 
Rosa sine spina, 
Thu bere Jhesu, hevene king, 
Gratia divina; 
20 Ofalle thu berst the pris,°7 
Levedi, quene of parays®® 
Electa. 
Mayde milde, moder es 
Effecta. 
a will 4 T am 59 this joyful boon 
aon 46 those 60 And be a banished 
complexion 47 pleases wight in the woods 
lovely 48 loudly 61 
fennel 49 make dank 6 Jady 
thyme 50 lovers 63 lost 
woo 51 secret 6 dark 
animals 52 decisions (in love) 6 night 


make merry 
mates 

flows 

The moody one 
makes moan 
more, others 

I know 


53 


55 


56 


67 
58 


for to 

deem, judge 

serpents woo under 
clod 

become 

if 

want, lack 


® out 


highest fame 
paradise 


_ 
‘ 


ANONYMOUS LYRICS 


Of kare conseil thou ert best, 
Felix fecundata, 

Of alle wery thou ert rest, 
Mater honorata. 

Bisek him wiz! milde mod,? 

That for ous alle sad® is‘ blod 
In cruce, 

That we moten comen til him 
In luce. 


Wel he wot he is thi sone, 
Ventre quem portasti; 
He wy! nout werne® the thi bone, 


30 


35 


Parvum quem lactasti; 40 

So hende’ and so god he his, 

He havet? brout ous to blis 
Superni, 

That havez® hi-dut® the foule put" 

Inferni. . 45 
ea. 1300 
ALYSOUN 

ByTuENE Mershe and Averil 
When spray biginneth to springe, 

The lutel foul hath hire wyl 
On hyre lud® to synge; 

Ich libbe* in love-longinge 5 
For semlokest* of alle thynge, 
He* may me blisse bringe, 
Icham" in hire baundoun.* 
An hendy hap ichabbe!* yhent,?° 
Ichot from hevene it is me sent, 10 
From alle wymmen mi love is lent#* 
Ant lyht® on Alysoun. 
On heu hire her® is fayr ynoh, 
Hire browe broune, hire eye blake, 

With lossum* chere he on me loh*; 15 
With middel* smal and wel y-make; 
Bote he me wolle to hire take 
Forte” buen® hire owen make,2* 

Longe to lyven ichulle® forsake, 

And feye# fallen adoun. 20 
An hendy hap, ete. 

Nihtes when I wende® and wake, 

Forthi® myn wonges* waxeth won; 

Levedi,* al for thine sake 
Longinge is ylent® me on 25 
1 with BIT * lovesome 
2 mind 4 live % laughed 
3 shed % the most beautiful * waist 
4 his 16 5 27 for to 
5 knows 17 Tam 28 be 
6 refuse 18 power 29 mate 
7 gracious 19 [ have 30 T shall 
8 is 20 caught, 41 ready to die 
§ has received turn 
10 concealed 2 departed % therefore 

M1 pit 2 lighted % cheeks 
12 language 3 hair % Jady 


w 
37 
38 
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In world nis non so wytermon’? 

That al hire bounte telle con; 

Hire swyre* is whittore then the swon, 
And feyrest may*’ in toune. 

An hendy hap, ete. 30 


Icham for wowyng" al forwake,# 
Wery so water in wore; 
Lest eny reve* me my make, 
Ichabbe y-yernéd yore. 
Betere is tholien whyle sore 35 
Then mournen evermore. 
Geynes* under gore,‘ 
Herkne to my roun. 
An hendy hap, ete. 
ea. 1300 


A PLEA FOR PITY 


Wir longyng I am lad, 
On molde® I waxe mad, 
A maide marreth me; 
I grede,* I grone, un-glad, 
For selden I am sad*° 5 
That semly forte se; 
Levedi, thou rewe me! 
To routhe thou havest me rad®; 
Be bote of that I bad,% 
My lyf is long on the. 10 


Levedy of alle londe, 
Les* me out of bonde, 
Broht icham in wo; 
Have resting on honde, 
And sent thou me thi sonde,® 15 
Sone, er thou me slo®; 
My reste is with the ro*: 
Thah men to me han onde,®8 
To love nuly® noht wonde,®° 
Ne lete® for non of tho. 20 


Levedi, with al my miht 

My love is on the liht, 
To menske® when I may; 

Thou rew and red me ryht, 

To dethe thou havest me diht,% 25 
I deye longe er my day; 
Thou leve® upon my lay. 

Treuthe ichave the plyht, 

To don that ich have hyht,% 


Whil mi lif leste may. 30 
come 46 most gracious 87 roe 
wise man one 58 jealousy 
neck 47 attire 69 will I not 
maid 48 earth 60 fear, hesitate 
wooing 49 ery out 6! cease 
worn with 50 satisfied 62 honor 
watching SL pity 6% instruct 
weir ® advised “ prepared 
deprive 53 asked 6 believe 
for a long time 54 loose 6 promised 
endure hurt 55 message 
for a while 6 slay 
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Lylie-whyt hue is, 

Hire rode! so rose on rys,? 
That reveth? me mi rest. 

Wymmon war! and wys, 

Of prude hue bereth the pris,’ 35 
Burde’ on of the best; 
This wommon woneth’ by west, 

Brihtest under bys: 

Hevene I tolde® al his 
That o nyht were hire gest. 40 
ca. 13800 


BLOW, NORTHERN WIND 


IcHot!? a burde" in boure bryht, 
That fully semly is on syht, 
Menskful? maiden of myht; 
Feir and fre to fonde; 
In al this wurhliche won! 
A burde of blod and of bon 
Never yete I nuste non 
Lussomore'’ in londe. 
Blou northerne wynd! 
Send thou me my suetyng! 10 
Blou northerne wynd! blou, blou, blou! 


With lokkes! lefliche!® and longe, 
With frount and face feir to fonge,?° 
With murthes monie mote heo monge,”! 
That brid so breme” in boure. 15 
With lossom” eye grete and gode, 
With browen blysfol under hode, 
He that reste him on the Rode,™ 
That leflych lyf honoure. 
Blou northerne wynd! ete. 


Hire lure* lumes?® liht, 20 
Ase a lanterne a nyht, ; 
Hire bleo?? blykyeth?* so bryht, 

So feyr heo is and fyn. 
A suetly swyre?? heo hath to holde, 
With armes shuldre ase mon wolde, 25 
And fingres feyre forte folde, 

God wolde hue were myn! 

Blou northerne wynd! ete. 


Heo is coral of godnesse, 

Heo is rubie of ryhtfulnesse, 

Heo is cristal of clannesse, 30 
And baner of bealte.3° 

Heo is lilie of largesse, 


1 complexion 9 should count 17 more 

2 spray 10 T know lovable 
3 deprives  jady 18 Jocks 

4 prudent 12 noble 19 lovely 

5 prize 1B prove 20 take 

6 lady M4 noble 21 mingle 

7 dwells 1 multitude 2 lively 

8 


purple 16 knew not 2% loving 


MIDDLE ENGLISH PERIOD 


Heo is parvenke*! of prouesse,” 
Heo is solsecle* of suetnesse, 
And lady of lealte. 35 
Blou northerne wynd! ete. 


For hire love I carke* and care, 
For hire love J droupne* and dare,3? 
For hire love my blisse is bare 
And al ich waxe won. 
For hire love in slep I slake,® 40 
For hire love al nyht ich wake, 
For hire love mournynge I make 
More then eny mon. 
Blou northerne wynd! 
Send thou me my suetyng! 
Blou northerne wynd! blou, blou, blou! 
ca. 1300 


Geoffrey Chaucer (13407-1400) 


BALADE 


Hyp, Absolon, thy gilte tresses clere; 

Ester, ley thou thy meknesse al a-doun; 
Hyd, Jonathas, al thy frendly manere; 
Penalopee, and Marcia Catoun, 

Mak of your wyfhod no comparisoun; 5 
Hyde ye your beautes, Isoude and Eleyne, 
My lady cometh, that al this may disteyne.%® 


Thy faire body, lat hit nat appere, 

Lavyne; and thou, Lucresse of Rome 
toun, 

And Polixene, that boghten love so dere, 10 

And Cleopatre, with al thy passioun, 

Hyde ye your trouthe of love and your re- 
noun; 

And thou, Tisbe, that hast of love swich 


peyne; 
My lady cometh, that al this may disteyne. 


Herro, Dido, Laudomia, alle y-fere,*° 15 

And Phyllis, hanging for thy Demophoun, 

And Canace, espyéd by thy chere, 

Ysiphile, betrayséd with Jasoun, 

Maketh of your trouthe neyther boost ne 

soun*; 

Nor Ypermistre or Adriane, ye tweyne; 20 

My lady cometh, that al this may disteyne. 
1385? 


24 Cross 32 excellence 38 T neglect to 
% face 33 sunflower sleep 

% beams %4 loyalty 39 bedim 

27 color, hue 35 worry 40 together 

28 shines 36 become 4. vaunt 

29 neck dejected 

30 beauty 37 act like one 


31 periwinkle half asleep 


ROBERT HENRYSON 


Robert Henrpson (1425?-1506?) 


ROBIN AND MAKYNE 


Rosin sat on gude green hill, 
Kepand? a flock of fe*: 

Mirry Makyne said hiro till 
‘Robin, thou rew’ on me: 

I haif thee luvit, loud and still, 
Thir yeiris twa or thre: 

My dule‘ in dern® bot gif thou dill, 
Doubtless but dreid’ I de.’ 


Robin answerit, ‘By the Rude’ 
Na thing of luve I knaw, 
But keipis my scheip undir yon wud: 
Lo, quhair® they raik!? on raw.4 
Quhat® has marrit® thee in thy mude," 
Makyne, to me thou shaw; 
Or quhat is luve, or to be lude®? 
Fain wad I leir that law.’ 


© At luvis lair” gif thou will leir 
Tak thair ane A B C; 

Be heynd,*’ courtass, and fair of feir.19 
Wyse, hardy, and free: 

So that no danger do thee deir*® 
Quhat dule in dern thou dre?; 

Preiss* thee with pain at all poweir 
Be patient and previe.*?’ 


Robin answerit hir agane, 
‘T wat nocht quhat is lufe; 
But I haif mervel in certaine 
Quhat makis thee this wanrufe*: 
The weddir is fair, and I am fain; 
My scheip gois haill* aboif*; 
And we wald pley us in this plane, 
They wald us baith reproif.’ 


‘Robin, tak tent?’ unto my tale, 
And wirk all as I reid, 

And thou sall haif my heart all hail, 
Eik?3 and my maiden-heid??: 

Sen God sendis bute for baill,# 
And for murnyng® remeid,** 

In dern with thee bot gif I daill* 
Dowtles I am bot deid.’ 


‘Makyne, to-morn this ilka® tyde 
And ye will meit me heir, 

Peraventure my scheip may gang besyde, 
Quhyle we haif liggit®* full neir: 


1 keeping row 2 endure 

2 sheep, cattle 2 what 2 pursue 

3 have pity 3 marred 2 secret 

4 dole 4 mind * unrest 

5 secret 1% loved % whole 

6 soothe 1% learn 2% above 

7 doubt, dread 17 lore 27 notice 

8 Cross 18 gracious 28 also 

9 where 19 demeanor 29 maidenhood 
0 range 2 daunt 30 remedy 


10 


20 


25 


30 


35 


40 
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But mawgre*’ haif I, and I byde 45 
Fra*’ they begin to steirs*; 
Quhat lyis on heart I will nocht hyd; 


Makyn, then mak gude cheir.’ 


‘Robin, thou reivis‘® me roiff! and rest; 
I luve bot thee allane.’ 

‘Makyne, adieu! the sone gois west, 
The day is neir-hand gane.’ 

‘Robin, in dule I am so drest 
That luve will be my bane.’ 

‘Ga luve, Makyne, quhair-evir thow list, 55 
For lemman® I luve nane.’ 


50 


‘Robin, I stand in sic a styll,* 
I sicht and that full sair.’ 
‘Makyne, I haif been here this quhyle; 
At hame God gif I wair.’ 
‘My huny, Robin, talk ane quhyll, 
Gif thow will do no mair.’ 
‘Makyn, sum uthir man begyle, 
For hamewart I will fair.’ 


60 


Robin on his wayis went 
As light as leif of tre; 
Makyne murnit in hir intent, 
And trowd* him nevir to se. 
Robin brayd* attour* the bent#7: 
Then Makyne cryit on hie, 
‘Now may thow sing, for I am schent#®! 
Quhat alis*® lufe at me?’ 


Makyne went hame withowttin fail, 
Full wery eftir cowth weip; 

Then Robin in a ful fair daill 
Assemblit all his scheip. 

Be that sum part of Makynis aill 
Out-throw his hairt cowd creip; 

He fallowit hir fast thair till assaill, 
And till her tuke gude keip. 


‘Abyd, abyd, thow fair Makyne, 
A word for ony thing: 

For all my luve, it sall be thyne, 
Withowttin departing. 

Al haill thy hairt for till haif myne 
Is all my cuvating; 

My scheip to-morn, quhyle hour is nyne, 
Will neid of no keping.’ 


65 


70 


75 


80 


85 


‘Robin, thow hes hard soung and say, 
In gestis® and storeis auld, 

The man that will nocht quhen he may 
Sall haif nocht quhen he wald. 


90 


3. bale 41 quiet 

82 mourning # lover, sweetheart 
*% remedy 4 fix, plight 

4% deal “ expected 

*% same . 4 strode 

% Jain 46 out-over 

37 displeasure 47 coarse grass 

88 from the time that 48 shamed 

39 move 49 ails 

40 deprivest 50 tales 
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I pray to Jesu every day, 
Mot eik thair cairis cauld 

That first preissis with thee to play 
Be firth, forrest, or fauld.’ 


‘Makyne, the nicht is soft and dry, 
The weddir is warme and fair, 
And the grene woid rycht neir us by 
To walk attour all quhair: 
Thair ma na janglour! us espy. 

That is to lufe contrair; 
Thairin, Makyne, baith ye and I, 
Unsene we ma repair.’ 


‘Robin, that warld is all away, 
And quyt brocht till ane end: 

And nevir agane thereto, perfay,? 
Sall it be as thow wend; 

For of my pane thow maid it play; 
And all in vane I spend: 

As thow hes done, sa sall I say, 
“Murne on, I think to mend.’’’ 


‘Makyne, the howp of all my heill, 
My hairt on thee is sett: 

And evirmair to thee be leillé 
Quhill I may leif but lett; 

Never to faill as utheris feill, 
Quhat grace that evir I gett.’ 

‘Robin, with thee I will nocht deill; 
Adieu! for thus we mett.’ 


Makyne went hame blyth anneuche® 
Attour the holttis’ hair®; 

Robin murnit, and Makyne leuche!; 
Scho sang, he sichit sair: 

And so left him baith wo and wreuch,” 
In dolour and in eair, 

Kepand his hird under a huche" 
Amangis the holttis hair. 
1485? 


William Dunbar (1465?-1520?) 


LO TAME Ds 


SWEET rois of vertew and of gentilness, 


Delytsum lily of everie lustynes, 


95 


100 


105 


110 


115 


125 


Richest in bontie! and in bewtie clear, 
And everie vertew that is wenit' dear, 


Except onlie that ye are mercyless. 


tattler 9 laughed 
in faith 10 peevish 
thought, hoped 1 cliff 
health, well-being 12 goodness 


aeonwe 


xa 


enough 14 garden-close 


8 hoar, gray 16 such 


woodlands 16 that I refer to 


5 


faithful 13 thought, esteemed 


MIDDLE ENGLISH PERIOD 


Into your garth" this day I did persew; 
There saw I flouris that fresche were of hew; 
Baith quhyte and reid most lusty were to 
seyne, 
And halesome herbis upon stalkis greene; 
Yet leaf nor flowr find could I nane of rew. 10 


Idoubt that Merche, with his cauld blastis 
keyne, 
Has slain this gentil herb, that I of mene; 
Quhois piteous death dois to my heart 
sic!® paine 
That I would make to plant his root 
againe. — 
So confortand!’ his levis unto me bene.!8 15 
1500? 


Anonpmous 


SONG OF WOMAN 


WomEN, women, love of women 

Make bare purs with some men. 

Some be nyse!® as a nunne” hene,?! 
Yit al thei be nat so; 

Some be lewde,?2 some ‘all be shreude,? 5 
Go schrewes wher thei goo. 


Sum be nyse, and some be fonde,”* 

And some be tame, I undirstonde, 

And some cane take brede of a manys honde; 
Yit all thei be nat so. 10 

Some be lewde, ete. 


Some cane part® Wiehonten hire, 

And some make bate® in eviri chire, Of 

And some cheke-mate withoute sire?s: 
Yit all they be nat so. 

Some be lewde, etc. 


Some be browne, and some be whit, 15 
And some be tender as accripe?*; 
And some of theym be chiry ripe; 
Yit all thei be nat so. 
Some be lewde, etc. 


Some of them be treue of love, 
Benethe the gerdelle, but nat above; 20 
And in a hode above cane chove®; 
Yit all thei do nat so. 
Some be lewde, ete. 


17 comforting % divide, give 


18 be, are 2% debate, trouble 
19 foolish 27 in every peat 
20 nun’s everywhere 
21 hen 28 sir, lord 

2 jonorant 29 a tripe 

2% wicked, accursed 30 shove 


4 foolish 


ANONYMOUS LYRICS 


Some cane whister,' and some cane crie; 

Some cane flater, and some cane lye; 

And some can sette the moke? awrie; 25 
Yit all thei do nat so. 

Some be lewde, ete. 


He that made this song full good, 
Came of the northe and of the sothern 
blode, 
And somewhat kyne to Robyn Hode; 
Yit all we be nat so. 30 
Some be lewde, etc. 
before 1500 


CAROL 


I stnc of a maiden 
That is makeles*; 
King of all kings 
To her son she ches. 


He came al so still 5 
There® his mother was, 

As dew in April 
That falleth on the grass. 


He came al so still 

To his mother’s bour, 10 
As dew in April 

That falleth on the flour. 


He came al so still 
There his mother lay, 

As dew in April 15 
That falleth on the spray. 


Mother and maiden 
Was never none but she; 

Well may such a lady 
Goddes mother be. 20 
ca. 1500 


THE NUTBROWNE MAIDE 


‘Be it right or wrong, these men among on 
women do complaine, 

Affermyng this, how that it is a labour spent 
in vaine 

To love them wele, for never a dele® they 
love a man agayne’; 

For lete a man do what he can ther favour 
to attayne, 

Yet yf a newe do them pursue, ther furst 
trew lover than 5 

Laboureth for nought, and from her thought 
he is a bannished man.’ 


5 where 


3 
peerless 
§ bit 


1 whisper 
4 chose 


2 mark (?) 


7 in return 
5 two 
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‘T say not nay but that all day it is bothe 
writ and sayde 

That woman's fayth is, as who saythe, all 
utterly decayed; 

But nevertheless, right good witnes in this 
case might be layde, 

That they love trewe and contynew, — re- 
corde the Nutbrowne Maide, 10 

Whiche from her love, whan, her to prove, 
he cam to make his mone, 

Wolde not departe, for in her herte she lovyd 
but hym allone.’ 


‘Than betwene us lete us discusse what was 
all the maner 

Betwene them too, we wy] also telle all the 
peyne infere ° 

That she was in. Now I begynne, see test 
ye me answere. 

Wherefore [all] ye that present be, I es 
you geve an eare. 

Tam a knyght, I cum be nyght, as secret as 


I can, 
Sayng, ‘‘ Alas! thus stondyth the case: I am 
a bannisshed man.””’ 


‘And I your wylle for to fulfylle, in this 
wy! not refuse, 

Trusting to shewe, in wordis fewe, that men 
have an ille use, 20 

To ther owne shame wymen to blame, and 
causeles them accuse. 

Therfore to you I answere now, alle wymen 
to excuse: 

“Myn own hert dere, with you what chiere? 
I prey you telle anoon; 

For in my mynde of all mankynde I love 
but you allon.’’’ 


‘It stondith so, a deed is do wherof moche 


harme shal growe. 25 
My desteny is for to dey a shamful dethe, 
I trowe, 


Or ellis to fle; the ton! must bee, none other 
wey I knowe 

But to withdrawe as an outlaw and take 
me to my bowe. 

Wherfore, adew, my owne hert trewe, none 
other red” I can"; 

For I muste to the grene wode goo, alone, 
a bannysshed man.’ 30 


‘O Lorde, what is this worldis blisse, that 
chaungeth as the mone? 

My somers day in lusty May is derked be- 
fore the none. 

I here you saye ‘“‘farwel’’; nay, nay, we de- 
parte not soo sone. 


1 one 13 know 


2 advice, course 


§ together 
10 custom 


Why say ye so? wheder wyl ye goo? alas! 
what have ye done? 

Alle my welfare to sorow and care shulde 
chaunge if ye were gon; 35 

For m my mynde of all mankynde I love 
but you alone.’ 


*T can beleve it shal you greve, and somwhat 
you distrayne’; 

But aftyrwarde your paynes harde within a 
day or tweyne 

Shal sone aslake, and ye shal take confort 
to you agayne. 

Why shuld ve nought? for to take thought, 


your labur were in vayne. 40 
And thus I do, and pray you, too, as hertely 
as I can; 


For I muste too the grene wode goo, alone, 
a bannysshed man.’ 


‘Now syth? that ye have shewed to me the 
secret of your mynde, 

I shalbe playne to you agayne, lyke as ye 
shal me fynde; 

Syth it is so that ye wyll goo, I wol not 
leve? behynde; : 45 

Shal ne’er be sayd the Nutbrowne Mayd was 
to her love unkind. 

Make you redy, for soo am I, all though it 
were anoon?: 

For in my mynde of all mankynde I love 
but you alone.’ 


‘Yet I you rede to take good hede, what men 
wy] thinke and sey; 

Of yonge and olde it shal be told that ye be 
gone away, 50 

Your wanton wylle for to fulfylle, in grene 
wood you to play, 

And that ye myght from your delyte noo 
lenger make delay. 

Rather than ye shuld thus for me be called 
an ylle woman, 

Yet wolde I to the grenewodde goo, alone, 
a banysshed man.’ 


‘Though it be songe of olde and yonge that 
I shuld be to blame, 55 

Theirs be the charge that speke so large in 
hurting of my name; 

For I wyl prove that feythful love it is de- 
voyd of shame, 

In your distresse and hevynesse to parte® 
wyth you the same; 

And sure all thoo® that doo not so, trewe 
lovers ar they noon; 

But in my mynde of all mankynde I love 


MIDDLE ENGLISH PERIOD 


‘I counsel yow, remembre how it is noo 
maydens lawe 

Nothing to dought,? but to renne out to wod 
with an outlawe; 

For ve must there in your hande bere a 
bowe redy and drawe, 

And as a theef thus must ye lyve ever in 
drede and awe, 

By whiche to yow gret harme myght grow; 
yet had I lever than’ 65 

That I had too the grenewod goo, alone, a 
banysshyd man.’ 


‘T thinke not nay, but as ye saye, it is noo 
maydens lore; 

But love may make me for your sake, as ye 
have said before, 

To com on fote, to hunte and shote to gete 
us mete and store; 

For soo that I your company may have, I 
aske noo more; 70 

From whiche to parte, it makith myn herte 
as colde as ony ston; 

For in my mynde of all mankynde I love but 
you alone.’ 


‘For an outlawe this is the lawe, that men 
hym take and binde, 

Wythout pytee hangéd to bee, and waver 
wyth the wynde. 

Yf I had neede, as God forbede, what res- 
cous? coude ye finde? 75 

For sothe I trowe, you and your bowe shuld 
drawe for fere behynde; 

And noo merveyle, for lytel avayle were in 
your councel than; 

Wherfore I too the woode wyl goo, alone, a 
banysshed man.’ 


‘Ful wel knowe ye that wymen bee ful febyl 
for to fyght; 

Noo womanhed is it indeede to bee bolde as 
a knight; Ni) 

Yet in suche fere yf that ye were, amonge 
enemys day and nyght, 

I wolde wythstonde, with bowe in hande, to 
greeve them as I myght, 

And you to save, as wymen have, from deth 
[ful] many one; 

For in my mynde of all mankynde I love but 
you alone.’ 


‘Yet take good hede, for ever I drede that 
ye coude not sustein 85 

The thorney wayes, the depe valeis, the 
snowe, the frost, the reyn, 

The colde, the hete; for, drye or wete, we 


but you alone.’ 60 must lodge on the playn, 
1 afflict 3 remain 5 share 7 doubt, fear 9 rescue 
2 since 4 immediately 6 those S then 
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And, us aboove, noon other rove! but a 
brake, bussh, or twayne; 

Whiche sone shulde greve you, I beleve, and 
ye wolde gladly than 

That I had too the grenewode goo, alone, 
a banysshyd man.’ 90 


‘Syth I have here been partynere with you 
of joy and blysse, 

I muste also parte of your woo endure, as 
reason is: 

Yet am I sure of oo? plesure, and shortly it 
is this, 

That where ye bee, me semeth, perdé, I 
coude not fare amysse. 

Wythout more speche, I you beseche that we 
were soon agone; 95 

For in my mynde of all mankynde I love but 
you alone.’ 


‘Yf ye goo thedyr, ye must consider, whan 
ye have lust* to dyne, 

Ther shel no mete be fore to gete, nor drinke, 
bere, ale, ne wine, 

Ne shetis clene to lye betwene, made of thred 
and twyne, 

Noon other house but levys and bowes, to 
kever your hed and myn. 100 

Loo! myn herte swete, this ylle dyet shuld 
make you pale and wan; 

Wherfore I to the wood wyl goo, alone, a 
banysshid man.’ 


‘Amonge the wylde dere suche an archier as 
men say that ye bee 

Ne may not fayle of good vitayle, where is 
so grete plenté; 

And watir cleere of the ryvere shal be ful 
swete to me, 105 

Wyth whiche in helet I shal right wele en- 
dure, as ye shal see; 

And, er we goo, a bed or too I can provide 
anoon; 

For in my mynde of all mankynde I love but 
you alone.’ 


‘Loo! yet before ye must doo more, yf ye 
wyl goo with me, — 

As cutte your here up by your ere, your 
kirtel by the knee, 110 

Wyth bowe in hande, for to withstonde your 
enmys, yf nede be, 

And this same nyght before daylight to 
woodward wy] I flee; 

And if ye wy] all this fulfy lle, doo it shortely 
as ye can; 

Ellis’ wil I to the grenewode goo, alone, a 
banysshyd man.’ 


3 desire 
4 health 


1 roof 
2 one 
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‘I shal, as now, do more for you than long- 
eth to womanhede, 115 

To short my here, a bowe to bere to shote in 
tyme of nede. 

O my swete moder, before all other, for you 
have I most drede; 

But now adiew! I must ensue, wher fortune 
duth me leede: 

All this make ye; now lete us flee, the day 
cums fast upon; 

For in my mynde of all mankynde I love but 
you alone.’ 120 


‘Nay, nay, not soo, ye shal not goo! and I 
shal telle you why: 

Your appetyte is to be lyght of love, I wele 
asple; 

For right as ye have sayd to me, in lykewise 
hardely 

Ye wolde answere, whosoever it were, in 
way of company. 

It is sayd of olde, “sone hote, sone colde,” 
and so is a woman; 125 

Wherfore I too the woode wyl goo, alone, 
a banysshid man.’ 


“Yef*® ye take hede, yet is noo nede, suche 
wordis to say bee me, 
For oft ye preyd, and longe assayed, or I 
you lovid, perdé! 
And though that I of auncestry a baron’s 
doughter bee, 
Yet have you proved how I you loved, a 


squyer of lowe degree, 130 
And ever shal, what so befalle, to dey ther- 
fore anoon; 


For in my mynde of all mankynde I love but 
you alone.’ 


‘A baron’s childe to be begyled, it’ were a 
cursséd dede, 

To be felaw with an outlawe, almyghty God 
forbede! 

Yet bettyr were the power’ squyer alone to 
forest yede’, 135 

Than ye shal saye, another day, that be my 
wyked dede 

Ye were betrayed; wherfore, good maide, 
the best red that I can, 

Is that I too the greenewode goo, alone, a 
banysshed man. 


‘Whatsoever befalle, I never shal of this 
thing you upbraid; 

But yf ye goo and leve me so, than have 
ye me betraied. 140 

Remembre you wele how that ye dele, for yf 
ye, as ye sayde, 


5 else 7 poor 
6 if 8 should go 
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Be so unkynde to leve behynd your love, 
the Notbrowne Maide, 

Trust me truly that I shal dey sone after ye 
be gone; 

For in my mynde of all ipraa eg T love but 
you alone.’ 


‘Yef that ye went, ye shulde repent, for in 
the forest now 145 

I have purveid! me of a maide, whom I love 
more than you, — 

Another fayrer than ever ye were, I dare it 
wel avowe; 

And of you bothe, eche shulde be wrothe with 
other, as I trowe. 

It were myn ease to lyve in pease; 
I, yf I can; 

Wherfore I to the wode wyl goo, alone, a 
banysshid man.’ 150 


so wyl 


‘Though in the wood I undirstode ye had a 
paramour, 

All this may nought remeve my thought, but 
that I wil be your; 

And she shal fynde me soft and kynde, and 
curteis every our, 

Glad to fulfylle all’ that she wylle com- 
maunde me, to my power; 

For had ye, loo! an hundred moo, yet wolde 
I be that one; 155 

For in my mynde of all mankynde I love but 
you alone.’ 


‘Myn oune dere love, I see the prove that 
ye be kynde and trewe; 

Of mayde and wyf, in all my lyf, the best 
that ever I knewe! 

Be mery and glad, be no more sad, the case 
is chaungéd newe; 

For it were ruthe? that for your trouth you 
shuld have cause to rewe. 160 

Be not dismayed, whatsoever I sayd, to you 
whan I began, 


1 provided 2 pity 3 forbid 
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I wyl not too the grenewod goo, I am noo 
banysshyd man.’ 


‘Theis tidingis be more glad to me than to 
be made a quene, 

Yf I were sure they shuld endure; but it is 
often seen, 

When men wyl breke promyse, they speke 
the wordis on the splene. 165 

Ye shape some wyle, me to begyle, and stele 
fro me, I wene. 

Then were the case wurs than it was, and I 
more woo-begone; 

For in my mynde of all mankynde I love but 
you alone.’ 


‘Ye shall not nede further to drede, I wyl 
not disparage 

You, God defende,? sith you descende of so 
grete a lynage. 170 

Nou understonde, to Westmerlande, whiche 
is my herytage, 

I wyle you bringe, and wyth a rynge, be! 
wey of maryage, 

I wyl you take, and lady make, as shortly 
as I can; 

Thus have ye wone an erles son, and not a 
banysshyd man.’ 


Here may ye see that wymen be in love meke, 
kinde, and stable, 175 

Late never man repreve them than, or calle 
them variable, 

But rather prey God that we may to them 
be confortable,’ 

Whiche somtyme provyth suche as he loveth, 
yf they be charitable. 

For sith men wolde that wymen sholde be 
meke to them echeon,* 

Moche more ought they to God obey, and 
serve but hym alone. 180 
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PARALLEL READINGS 
RENAISSANCE 


Drama 


Mr. 8. — Gammer Gurton’s Needle 
Udall — Ralph Royster Doyster 
3. Sackville and Norton — Gorboduc 


ae 


Prose 


1. More — Utopia 


ELIZABETHAN AGE 


Drama 


Lyly — Campaspe 

Kyd — Spanish Tragedy 

Marlowe — Dr. Faustus 

Greene — Friar Bacon and Friar Bungay 

Peele — Old Wives Tale 

Shakespeare — A History, a Comedy, a 
Tragedy 

Jonson — Poetaster 

Beaumont and Fletcher — Philaster 

Webster — White Devil 

Middleton — Changeling 
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Prose Fiction 


Lyly — Euphues 

Greene — Pandosto 

Lodge — Rosalynde 

Nashe — Unfortunate Traveler 
Sidney — Arcadia 


pot 


or 


PURITAN AGE 


Prose 


p= 


Taylor — Holy Living and Holy Dying 
2. Walton — Compleat Angler 
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ELIZABETHAN AND PURITAN PERIODS 


DRAMATIC NARRATIVE AND LYRIC 


During the sixteenth century English life experienced a tremendous expansion. After the 
long and exhausting Wars of the Roses and the religious struggles of the Reformation, the return 
of peace and the triumph of Protestantism under Elizabeth stimulated patriotism and opened 
the way for important cultural influences from without. The Elizabethan age was characterized 
by a thirst for knowledge of the Greek and Latin Classics, an appetite for adventure and dis- 
covery, a love of beauty, and a longing for unlimited self-expression. The desire to make 
Classical culture prevail is called Humanism; the general broadening of interest, the Renaissance. 

These aspects of life and thought are mirrored with fidelity in literature. The drama, the 
chief glory of Elizabethan literature, reflects both in form and in subject-matter the tendencies 
of the age. The new joy of living finds expression in a host of lyric poems scattered through the 
anthologies, plays, and prose romances that have survived, the remains doubtless of a larger 
number. Though preserving traces of the older native tradition, English lyric poetry of the 
Renaissance owes much to the love poetry of France and Italy, which had already taken up and 
elaborated the Classical conventions. Narrative verse, notably Spenser’s Faerie Queene, also 
shows a blending of native elements with material derived from French, Italian, or directly from 
Classical sources. The English Renaissance was essentially a poetic age. In fact, much of the 
prose of Lyly, Sidney, and others is fundamentally poetic. Prose deals with more varied themes 
than formerly, and the style becomes less awkward as the English language increases in polish 
and flexibility. Elizabethan prose represents the highest development of the older tradition and 
is enriched by foreign devices in style, such as Euphuism, and in form, such as pastoralism. 

Even during the Renaissance the strongly moral tone of the English character at times re- 
acted against the unrestrained love of beauty in all its forms which marked the period, and 
although the rich and varied humanity of English life did not wholly disappear after the death 
of Elizabeth, the dominant note became more and more the serious and severe dignity of the 
Puritan, until the return of Charles II in 1660 inaugurated a new era. After 1600 the drama 
decays, and in 1642 the theaters are closed by act of Parliament. Lyric poetry falls more and 
more definitely into two groups — religious, composed under the influence of the spirited con- 
troversies between the Anglicans and the Puritans; and profane, carrying on, often with artificial 
elaboration, the themes of the preceding generation. Narrative poetry consists generally of long 
and usually uninspired romances or epics — insignificant predecessors of Milton’s Paradise Lost. 
Prose abandons the worldly subjects popular during the reign of Elizabeth, and deals generally 
with various aspects of the Christian religion. In the hands of such writers as Sir Thomas Browne 
the form is more significant than the content, the style attaining a magnificence scarcely to be 
equalled elsewhere in English prose. Out of the prose of the Puritan age develop, especially in 
the side-current of journalism, the beginnings of modern prose, which were to take definite form 
during the Restoration. 
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RENAISSANCE 
POETRY 


Sir Thomas Wipatt (15037-1542) 
SONNETS 


THE LOVER FOR SHAMEFASTNESS 
HIDETH HIS DESIRE WITHIN HIS 
FAITHFUL HEART 


Tue longé love, that in my thought I harbor, 
And in my heart doth keep his residence, 
Into my face presseth with bold pretence, 
And there campeth, displaying his banner. 
She that me learns to love, and to suffer, 5 
And wills that my trust, and lust’s negligence 


Be reined by reason, shame, and reverence, 


With his hardiness takes displeasure. 
Wherewith love to the heart’s forest he 
fleeth, 

Leaving his enterprise with painand cry, 10 
And there him hideth and not appeareth. 
What may I do, when my master feareth, 
But in the field with him to live and die? 
For good is the life, ending faithfully. 

1557 


THE LOVER UNHAPPY BIDDETH 
HAPPY LOVERS REJOICE IN MAY, 
WHILE HE WAILETH THAT MONTH 
TO HIM MOST UNLUCKY 


Ye that in love find luck and sweet abun- 
dance, 

And live in lust of joyful jollity, 
Arise, for shame, do way your sluggardy: 
Arise, I say, do May some observance. 
Let me in bed lie, dreaming of mischance; 5 
Let me remember my mishaps unhappy, 
That me betide in May most commonly; 
As one whom love list little to advance. 
Stephan said true, that my nativity 
Mischancéd was with the ruler of May. 10 
He guessed, I prove, of that the verity. 
In May my wealth, and eke my wits, I say, 
Have stood so oft in such perplexity: 
Joy, let me dream of your felicity. 

1557 


THE LOVER COMPARETH HIS STATE 
TO A SHIP IN PERILOUS. STORM 
TOSSED ON THE SEA 


My galley chargéd with forgetfulness, 
Through sharpé seas, in winter nights doth 
pass, 


*Tween rock and rock; and eke my foe, alas, 
That is my lord, steereth with cruelness, 
And every hour, a thought in readiness, 5 
As though that death were light in such a 
case. 
An endless wind doth tear the sail apace 
Of foreéd sighs, and trusty fearfulness. 
A rain of tears, a cloud of dark disdain 
Have done the wearied cords great hinder- 
ance. 10 
Wreathéd with error, and with ignorance. 
The stars be hid that led me to this pain, 
Drownéd is reason that should me comfort, 
And I remain, despairing of the port. 
1557 


THE LOVER LAMENTS THE DEATH 
OF HIS LOVE 


Tue pillar perisht is whereto I leant, 

The strongest stay of mine unquiet mind; 

The like of it no man again can find, 

From east to west still seeking though he 

went. 

To mine unhap, for hap away hath rent 5 

Of all my joy the very bark and rind, 

And I, alas, by chance am thus assigned 

Daily to mourn, till death do it relent. 

But since that thus it is by destiny, 

What can I more but have a woful heart, 10 

My pen in plaint, my voice in careful ery, 

My mind in woe, my body full of smart, 

And I myself, myself always to hate, 

Till dreadful death do ease my doleful state? 
1557 


A RENOUNCING OF LOVE 


FAREWELL, Love, and all thy laws for ever, 

Thy baited hooks shall tangle me no more; 

Senee and Plato call me from thy lore 

To perfect wealth, my wit for to endeavor. 

In blind error when I did perséver, 5 

Thy sharp repulse, that pricketh aye so sore, 

Taught me in trifles that I set no store, 

sut seape forth thence, since liberty is lever. 

Therefore, farewell, go trouble younger 

hearts, 

And in me claim no more authority. 10 

With idle youth go use thy property, 

And thereon spend thy many brittle darts; 

For, hitherto though I have lost my time, 

Me list no longer rotten boughs to climb. 
1557 
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THE LOVER DESPAIRING TO ATTAIN 
UNTO HIS LADY’S GRACE RELIN- 
QUISHETH THE PURSUIT 


Wuoso list to hunt, I know where is an hind! 
But as for me, alas, I may no more, 
The vain travail hath wearied me so sore; 
Tam of them that furthest come behind. 
Yet may I by no means my wearied mind 5 
Draw from the deer; but, as she fleeth afore, 
Fainting I follow. I leave off therefore, 
Since in a net I seek to hold the wind. 
Who list her hunt, I put him out of doubt, 
As well as I, may spend his time in vain. 10 
And, graven with diamonds in letters plain, 
There is written her fair neck round about: 
‘Nolv me tangere; for Ceesar’s I am, 
And wilde for to hold, though I seem tame.’ 
1557 


THE DESERTED LOVER CONSOLETH 
HIMSELF WITH REMEMBRANCE 
THAT ALL WOMEN ARE BY NA- 
TURE FICKLE 


Drvers doth use, as I have heard and know, 

When that to change their ladies do begin, 

To mourn, and wail, and never for to lynn, 

Hoping thereby to ‘pease their painful woe. 

And some there be that when it chanceth so 5 

That women change, and hate where love 
hath been, 

They call them false, and think with words 
to win 

The hearts of them which other where doth 
grow. 

But as for me, though that by chance indeed 

Change hath outworn the favour that I 
had, 10 

I will not wail, lament, nor yet be sad, 

Nor call her false that falsely did me feed; 

But let it pass, and think it is of kind 

That often change doth please a woman’s 
mind. 

DATE UNCERTAIN 


THE LOVER TAUGHT, MISTRUSTETH 
ALLUREMENTS 


It may be good, like it who list; 
But I do doubt, who can me blame? 
For oft assured, yet have I mist, 
And now again I fear the same. 
The words that from your mouth last 

came, 5 

Of sudden change, make me aghast: 
For dread to fall I stand not fast. 


ELIZABETHAN AND 


PURITAN PERIODS 


Alas, I tread an endless maze, 
That seek t’accord two contraries, 
And hope thus still, and nothing has, 10 
Imprisonéd in liberties, 
As one unheard, and still that cries, 
Always thirsty, and nought doth taste: 
For dread to fall I stand not fast. 


Assured, I doubt I be not sure, 15 
Should I then trust unto such surety, 
That oft have put the proof in ure 
And never yet have found it trusty? 
Nay, sir, in faith, it were great folly. 
And yet my life thus do I waste: 20 
For dread to fall I stand not fast. 

1557 


‘THE LOVER SENDETH HIS COM- 


PLAINTS AND TEARS TO SUE FOR 
GRACE 


Pass forth, my wonted cries, 
Those cruel ears to pierce, 
Which in most hateful wise 
Do still my plaints reverse. 
Do you, my tears, also 5 
So wet her barren heart, 
That pity there may grow, 
And cruelty depart. 


For though hard rocks among 
She seems to have been bred, 10 
And of the tiger long 
Been nourishéd and fed; 
Yet shall that nature change, 
If pity once win place, 
Whom as unknown and strange 15 
She now away doth chace. 


And as the water soft, 
Without forcing or strength, 
Where that it falleth oft, 
Hard stones doth pierce at length; 20 
So in her stony heart 
My plaints at last shall grave, 
And, rigor set apart, 
Win grant of that I crave. 


Wherefore, my plaints, present 25 
Still so to her my suit, 
As ye, through her assent, 
May bring to me some fruit. 
And as she shall me prove, 
So bid her me regard, 30 
And render love for love, 
Which is a just reward. 

1557 


SIR THOMAS WYATT 


THE LOVER COMPLAINETH THE 
UNKINDNESS OF HIS LOVE 


My lute, awake, perform the last 
Labour that thou and I shall waste, 
And end that I have now begun; 
And when this song is sung and past, 
My lute, be still, for I have done. 5 


As to be heard where ear is none, 
As lead to grave in marble stone, 
My song may pierce her heart as soon. 
Should we then sigh, or sing, or moan? 
No, no, my lute, for I have done. 10 


The rocks do not so cruelly 
Repulse the waves continually, 
As she my suit and affection; 
So that I am past remedy, 
Whereby my lute and I have done. 15 


Proud of the spoil that thou hast got 
Of simple hearts through Lovés shot, 
By whom unkind thou hast them won, 
Think not he hath his bow forgot, 
Although my lute and I have done. 20 


Vengeance shall fall on thy disdain, 
That makest but game on earnest pain; 
Think not alone under the sun 
Unquit to cause thy lovers playn, 
Although my lute and I have done. 25 


May chance thee lie withered and old, 
In winter nights that are so cold, 
Playning in vain unto the moon; 
Thy wishes then dare not be told. 
Care then who list, for I have done. 30 


And then may chance thee to repent 
The time that thou hast lost and spent 
To cause thy lovers sigh and swoon; 
Then shalt thou know beauty but lent, 
And wish and want, as I have done. 35 


Now cease, my lute, this is the last 
Labour that thou and I shall waste, 
And ended is that we begun: 
Now is the song both sung and past, 
My lute, be still, for I have done. 40 
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THE LOVER’S LUTE CANNOT BE 
BLAMED, THOUGH IT SING OF HIS 
LADY’S UNKINDNESS 


BuaMe not my lute, for he must sound 
Of this or that as liketh me; 
For lack of wit the lute is bound 
To give such tunes as pleaseth me; 
Though my songs be somewhat strange, 5 
And speak such words as touch thy change, 
Blame not my lute. 
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My lute, alas, doth not offend, 
Though that perforce he must agree 
To sound such tunes as I intend 10 
To sing to them that heareth me; 
Then though my songs be somewhat plain, 
And toucheth some that use to feign, 
Blame not my lute. 


My lute and strings may not deny, 15 
But as I strike they must obey; 

Break not them then so wrongfully, 
But break thyself some other way; 


_ And though the songs which I indite 


Do quit thy change with rightful spite, 20 
Blame not my lute. 
Spite asketh spite, and changing change, 
And falséd faith must needs be known; 
And faults so great, the cause so strange; 
Of right it must abroad be blown; 25 
Then since that by thine own desert 
My songs do tell how true thou art, 
Blame not my lute. 


Blame but thyself that hast misdone, 
And well deservéd to have blame; 30 
Change thou thy way, so evil begone, 
And then my lute shall sound that same;, 
But if till then my fingers play, 
By thy desert their wonted way, 
Blame not my lute. 35 


Farewell! unknown; for though thou break 

My strings in spite with great disdain, 
Yet have I found out, for thy sake, 

Strings for to string my lute again: 
And if perchance this silly rhyme 40 
Do make thee blush, at any time, 

Blame not my lute. 

1524-1527? 


THE LOVER BESEECHETH HIS MIS- 
TRESS NOT TO FORGET HIS STEAD- 
FAST FAITH AND TRUE INTENT 


Foraer not yet the tried intent 

Of such a truth as I have meant; 

My great travail so gladly spent, 

Forget not yet! 

Forget not yet when first began a) 
The weary life ye know, since when 

The suit, the service none tell can; 

Forget not yet! 

Forget not yet the great assays, 

The cruel wrong, the scornful ways, 10 
The painful patience in delays, 

Forget not yet! 

Forget not yet, forget not this! — 

How long ago hath been, and is, 

The mind that never meant amiss; 15 
Forget not yet! 
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Forget not then thine own approved, 
The which so long hath thee so loved, 
Whose steadfast faith yet never moved: 
Forget not this! 

1524-1527? 


20 


HE COMPLAINETH TO HIS HEART 
THAT HAVING ONCE RECOVERED 
HIS FREEDOM HE HAD AGAIN 
BECOME THRALL TO LOVE 


Au, my heart, what aileth thee 

To set so light my liberty, 

Making me bond when I was free? 
Ah, my heart, what aileth thee? 


When thou were rid from all distress, 5 
Void of all pain and pensiveness, 
To choose again a new mistress, 

Ah, my heart, what aileth thee? 


When thou were well, thou could not hold; 
To turn again, that were too bold; 10 
Thus to renew my sorrows old, 

Ah, my heart, what aileth thee? 


Thou know’st full well that but of late 
I was turned out of Lovés gate; 
And now to guide me to this mate, 
Ah, my heart, what aileth thee? 
I hoped full well all had been done; 
But now my hope is ta’en and won; 
To my torment to yield so soon, 
Ah, my heart, what aileth thee? 
Date uncertain 


15 


20 


OF HIS LOVE CALLED ANNA 


Wuat word is that, that changeth not, 
Though it be turned and made in twain? 
It is mine Anna, God it wot, 
The only causer of my pain, 
My love that meedeth with disdain. 5 
Yet is it loved, what will you more? 
Tt is my salve, and eke my sore. 
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Henry Howard, Earl of Surrep 
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DESCRIPTION OF THE RESTLESS 
STATE OF A LOVER, WITH SUIT TO 
HIS LADY, TO RUE ON HIS DYING 
HEART 


Tue sun hath twice brought forth his tender 
green, 

And clad the earth in lively lustiness; 

Once have the winds the trees despoiléd 
clean, 


PURITAN PERIODS 


And new again begins their cruelness; 

Since I have hid under my breast the harm 5 

That never shall recover healthfulness. 

The winter’s hurt recovers with the warm, 

The parchéd green restored is with the shade. 

What warmth, alas, may serve for to disarm 

The frozen heart that mine in flame hath 
made? 10 

What cold again is able to restore 

My fresh green years, that wither thus and 
fade? 

Alas, I see, nothing hath hurt so sore, 

But time in time reduceth a return; 

In time my harm increaseth more and 
more, 15 

And seems to have my cure always in scorn. 

Strange kinds of death, in life that I do try, 

At hand to melt, far off in flame to burn; 

And like as time list to my cure apply, 

So doth each place my comfort clean re- 


fuse. 26 
All thing alive that seeth the heavens with 
eye 


With cloak of night may cover and excuse 

Itself from travail of the day’s unrest, 

Save I, alas, against all others’ use, 

That then stir up the torments of my 
breast, 25 

And curse each star as causer of my fate. 

And when the sun hath eke the dark op- 
prest, 

And brought the day, it doth nothing abate 

The travails of mine endless smart and pain; 

For then, as one that hath the light in 
hate, 30 

I wish for night, more covertly to plain, 

And me withdraw from every haunted place, 

Lest by my cheer my chance appear too 
plain. 

And in my mind I measure, pace by pace, 

To seek the place where I myself had lost, 35 

That day that I was tangled in the lace, 

In seeming slack, that knitteth ever most. 

But never yet the travail of my thought 

Of better state could catch a cause to boast; 

For if I found, sometime that I have 
sought, 40 

Those stars by whom I trusted of the port, 

My sails do fall, and I advance right nought, 

As anchored fast, my spirits do all resort 

To stand agazed, and sink in more and more 

The deadly harm which she doth take in 
sport. 45 

Lo, if I seek, how do I find my sore! 

And if I flee I carry with me still 

The venomed shaft, which doth his force 
restore 

By haste of flight, and I may plain my fill 


Unto myself, unless this careful song 50 


HENRY HOWARD, EARL OF SURREY 


Print in your heart some parcel of my teen; 

For I, alas, in silence all too long 

Of mine old hurt yet feel the wound but green. 

Rue on my life, or else your cruel wrong 

Shall well appear, and by my death be seen! 55 
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PRISONED IN WINDSOR, HE RECOUNT- 
ETH HIS PLEASURE THERE PASSED 


So cruel prison how could betide, alas, 
As proud Windsor? where I, in lust and 
joy, 
With a king’s son, my childish years did pass, 
In greater feast than Priam’s sons of Troy: 


Where each sweet place returns a taste full 


sour, 5 
The large green courts where we were wont 
to hove, ; 


With eyes cast up into the Maiden’s Tower, 
And easy sighs such as folk draw in love: 


The stately seats, the ladies bright of hue, 
The dances short, long tales of great de- 
light, 10 
With words and looks that tigers could but 


Tue, 
Where each of us did plead the other’s 
right: 


The palm-play, where, despoiléd for the 
game, 

With dazéd eyes oft we by gieams of love, 

Have missed the ball and got sight of our 


dame, 15 
To bait her eyes, which kept the leads 
above: 
The gravel ground, with sleeves tied on the 
helm, 
On foaming horse, with swords and 


friendly hearts; 
With cheer, as though one should another 
whelm, 
Where we have fought, and chased oft 


with darts: 20 
With silver drops the mead yet spread for 
ruth, 


In active games of nimbleness and strength, 
Where we did strain, trainéd with swarms of 


youth, : 

Our tender limbs that yet shot up in 
length: 

The secret groves which oft we made re- 

sound 25 


Of pleasant plaint, and of our ladies’ 
praise, 
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Recording oft what grace each one had 
found, 
What hope of speed, what dread of long 
delays: 


The wild forest, the clothéd holts with green, 
With reins availed and swift ybreathéd 


horse, 30 

With cry of hounds, and merry blasts 
between, 

Where we did chase the fearful hart of 
force: 


The wide vales, eke, that harboured us each 
night, 
Wherewith, alas, reviveth in my breast, 
The sweet accord such sleeps as yet de- 
light, 35 
The pleasant dreams, the quiet bed of rest: 


The secret thoughts imparted with such 
trust, 
The wanton talk, the divers change of 
play, 
The friendship sworn, each promise kept so 


just 
Wherewith we passed the winter nights 


away. 40 
And with this thought, the blood forsakes the 
face; 


The tears berain my cheeks of deadly hue, 
The which, as soon as sobbing sighs, alas, 
Upsuppéd have, thus I my plaint renew: 


O place of bliss, renewer of my woes, 45 
Give me accompt, where is my noble fere, 
Whom in thy walls, thou dost each night in- 
close 
To other lief, but unto me most dear: 


Echo, alas, that doth my sorrow rue, 
Returns thereto a hollow sound of plaint. 5c 

Thus I alone, where all my freedom grew, 
In prison pine with bondage and restraint, 


And with remembrance of the greater grief, 
To banish the less, I find my chief relief. 
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COMPLAINT OF THE ABSENCE OF HER 
LOVER BEING UPON THE SEA 


O Happy dames, that may embrace 
The fruit of your delight, 
Help to bewail the woeful case, 
And eke the heavy plight, 
Of me, that wonted to rejoice 5 
The fortune of my pleasant choice: 
Good ladies, help to fill my mourning voice. 
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In ship, freight with rememberance 

Of thoughts and pleasures past, 

He sails that hath in governance 

My life, while it will last; 

With scalding sighs, for lack of gale, 

Furthering his hope, that is his sail, 

Toward me, the sweet port of his avail. 


10 


Alas, how oft in dreams I see 15 
Those eyes that were my food, 

Which sometime so delighted me 

That yet they do me good; 

Wherewith I wake with his return, 

Whose absent flame did make me burn: 20 


But when I find the lack, Lord, how I mourn! 


When other lovers in arms across, 
Rejoice their chief delight, 
Drownéd in tears to mourn my loss, 
I stand the bitter night 
In my window, where I may see 
Before the winds how the clouds flee: 
Lo, what a mariner love hath made me! 


And in green waves when the salt flood 
Doth rise by rage of wind, 
A thousand fancies in that mood 
Assail my restless mind. 
Alas, now drencheth my sweet foe, 
That with the spoil of my heart did go, 
And left me; but, alas, why did he so? 


30 


35 


And when the seas wax calm again, 
To chase from me annoy, 
My doubtful hope doth cause me plain; 
So dread cuts off my joy. 
Thus is my wealth mingled with woe, 
And of each thought a doubt doth grow; 
Now he comes! will he come? alas, no, no! 

: 1557 
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THE LOVER EXCUSETH HIMSELF OF 
SUSPECTED CHANGE 


THoucH I regarded not 
The promise made by me 
Or passéd not to spot 
My faith and honesty, 
Yet were my fancy strange, 5 
And wilful will to wite, 
If I sought now to change 
A falcon for a kite. 


All men might well dispraise 
My wit and enterprise, 
If I esteemed a pease 
Above a pearl in price, 
Or judged the owl in sight 
The sparhawk to excel, 
Which flieth but in the night, 
As all men know right well. 


10 


15 


AND 
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Or if I sought to sail 
Into the brittle port, 
Where anchor hold doth fail, 
To such as do resort, 
And leave the haven sure, 
Where blows no blustering wind, 
Nor fickleness in ure, 
So far-forth as I find. 


No, think me not so light, 
Nor of so churlish kind, 
Though it lay in my might 
My bondage to unbind, 
That I would leave the hind 
To hunt the gander’s foe, 
No, no, I have no mind 
To make exchanges so. 


Nor yet to change at all; 
For think, it may not be 
That I should seek to fall 
From my felicity, 

Desirous for to win 

And loth for to forego, 

Or new change to begin — 
How may all this be so? 


The fire it cannot freeze, 
For it is not his kind, 
Nor true love cannot lese 
The constance of the mind; 
Yet as soon shall the fire 
Want heat to blaze and burn, 
As I in such desire 
Have once a thought to turn. 
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THE MEANS TO ATTAIN HAPPY 


LIFE 


Martial, the things that do attain 
The happy life, be these, I find: 
The riches left, not got with pain, 
The fruitful ground, the quiet mind; 


The egall friend, no grudge, no strife, 
No charge of rule, nor governance, 
Without disease the healthful life, 
The household of continuance; 


The mean diet, no delicate fare, 
True wisdom joined with simpleness, 
The night dischargéd of all care, 
Where wine the wit may not oppress; 


The faithful wife, without debate, 
Such sleeps as may beguile the night: 
Contented with thine own estate, 
Ne wish for death, ne fear his might. 
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HENRY HOWARD, 


OF THE DEATH OF SIR TCHOMAS] 
WLYATT] 


W. resters here, that quick could never 
rest; 

Whose heavenly gifts encreaséd by disdain, 

And virtue sank the deeper in his breast; 

Such profit he by envy could obtain. 


A head, where wisdom mysteries did frame, 5 

Whose hammers beat still in that lively 
brain, 

As on a stithe, where that some work of fame 

Was daily wrought, to turn to Britain’s gain. 


A yisage stern and mild, where both did 
grow, 

Vice to contemn, in virtue to rejoice; 10 

Amid great storms, whom grace assuréd so, 

To live upright and smile at fortune’s choice. 


A hand that taught what might be said in 
rime, 

That reft Chaucer the glory of his wit, 

A mark, the which (unperfected, for time) 15 

Some may approach, but never none shall 
hit. 


A tongue that served in foreign realms his 


king, 
Whose courteous taik to virtue did enflame 
Each noble heart, a worthy guide to bring 
Our English youth by travail unto fame. 20 


An eye, whose judgment none affect could 


Friends to allure, and foes to reconcile, 
Whose piercing look did represent a mind 
With virtue fraught, reposéd, void of guile. 


A heart, where dread was never so imprest, 25 

To hide the thought that might the truth ad- 
vance, 

In neither fortune lost nor yet represt, 

To swell in wealth or yield unto mischance. 


A valiant corse, where force and beauty met, 

Happy, alas, too happy, but for foes, 30 

Livéd, and ran the race that Nature set, 

Of age shape, where she the mold did 
ose. 


But to the heavens that simple soul is fled, 
Which left, with such as covet Christ to 


know, 
Witness of faith that never shall be dead, 35 
Sent for our health, but not receivéd so. 
Thus, for our guilt, this jewel have we lost; 
The earth his bones, the heavens possess his 
ghost. 
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HOW NO AGE IS CONTENT WITH HIS 
OWN ESTATE, AND HOW THE AGE OF 
CHILDREN ISTHE HAPPIEST, IF THEY 
HAD SKILL TO UNDERSTAND IT 


Laip in my quiet bed, in study as I were, 

I saw within my troubled head a heap of 
thoughts appear; 

And every thought did show so lively in mine 


eyes, 

That now I sighed, and then I smiled, as 
cause of thought doth rise. 

Tsaw the little boy in thought, how oft thathe 5 

Did wish of God to scape the rod, a tall young 
man to be; 

The young man eke that feels his bones with 
pains opprest, 

How he would be a rich old man, to live and 
lie at rest; 

The rich old man that sees his end draw on so 


sore, 
How he would be a boy again, to live so much 


the more. 10 
Whereat full oft I smiled, to see how all these 
three, 


From boy to man, from man to boy, would 
chop and change degree. 

And musing thus I think, the case is very 
strange, 

That man from wealth, to live in woe, doth 
ever seek to change. 

Thus thoughtful as I lay, I saw my withered 
skin, 15 

How it doth shew my dented chews, the flesh 
was worn so thin. 

And eke my toothless chaps, the gates of my 
right way, 

That opes and shuts as I do speak, do thus 
unto me say: 

‘Thy white and hoarish hairs, the messen- 
gers of age, 

That shew, like lines of true belief, that this 
life doth assuage, 20 

Bid thee lay hand, and feel them hanging on 
thy chin, 

The which do write two ages past, the third 
now coming in. 

Hang up therefore the bit of thy young wan- 
ton time, 

And thou that therein beaten art, the bap- 
piest life define.’ 

Whereat I sighed and said: ‘Farewell, my 

wonted joy, 25 

Truss up thy pack, and trudge from me to 
every little boy, 

And tell them thus from me, their time most 
happy is, 

If, to their time, they reason had, to know 
the truth of this.’ 1557 
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SONNETS 


DESCRIPTION OF SPRING, WHEREIN 
EACH THING RENEWS, SAVE ONLY 
THE LOVER 


Tue soote season, that bud and bloom forth 
brings, 
With green hath clad the hill and eke the 
vale; 
The nightingale with feathers new she sings; 
The turtle to her make hath told her tale: 
Summer is come, for every spray now 
springs; 5 
The hart hath hung his old head on the pale; 
The buck in brake his winter coat he flings; 
The fishes flete with new repairéd scale; 
The adder all her slough away she slings; 
The swift swallow pursueth the flies smale; 10 
The busy bee her honey now she mings; 
Winter is worn, that was the flowers’ bale. 
And thus I see among these pleasant things 
Each care decays, and yet my sorrow springs! 
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DESCRIPTION AND PRAISE OF HIS 
LOVE GERALDINE 


From Tuscan came my lady’s worthy race; 
Fair Florence was sometime her ancient seat; 
The ee isle, whose pleasant shore doth 
ace 
Wild Camber’s cliffs, did give her lively heat; 
Fostered she was with milk of Irish breast, 5 
Her sire an earl, her dame of princes’ blood; 
From tender years, in Britain she doth rest, 
With king’s child, where she tasteth costly 
food; 
Hunsdon did first present her to mine eyen; 
Bright is her hue, and Geraldine she hight; 10 
Hampton me taught to wish her first for 
mine; 
And ade alas, doth chase me from her 
sight: 
Her beauty of kind, her virtues from above, 
Happy is he that can obtain her love! 
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VOW TO LOVE FAITHFULLY HOWSO- 
EVER HE BE REWARDED 


Ser me whereas the sun doth parch the green, 
Or where his beams do not dissolve the ice; 
In temperate heat, where he is felt and seen; 
In presence prest of people, mad or wise: 
Set me in high, or yet in low degree; 5 
In longest night, or in the shortest day; 

In clearest sky, or where clouds thickest be; 


ll 
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In lusty youth, or when my hairs are gray: 
Set me in heaven, in earth, or else in hell; 
In hill, or dale, or in the foaming flood; 10 
Thrall, or at large, alive whereso I dwell; 
Sick or in health, in evil fame or good: 
Hers will I be, and only with this thought 
Content myself, although my chance be 
naught. 
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VIRGIL’S AENEID, BK. II 
PRINCE AXNEAS LOSES CREUSA 


WueEn I had said these words, my shoul- 
ders broad, 

And laiéd neck with garments gan I spread, 
And thereon cast a yellow hon’s skin; 
And thereupon my burden J receive. 
Young Iulus claspéd in my right hand, 5 
Followeth me fast with unequal pace; 
And at my back my wife. Thus did we pass 
By places shadowéd most with the night. 
And me, whom late the dart which enemies 


threw, 
Nor press of Argive routs could make 
amazed, 10 
Each whispering wind hath power now to 
fray, 


And every sound to move my doubtful mind: 
So much I dread my burden, and my fere. 
And now we gan draw near unto the gate, 
Right well escaped the danger, as me 
thought, 15 
When that at hand a sound of feet we heard. 
My father then, gazing throughout the dark, 
Criéd on me, ‘Flee, son! they are at hand.’ 
With that bright shields, and shene armours 
T saw. 
But then I know not what unfriendly God 20 
My troubled wit from me bereft for fear: 
For while I ran by the most secret streets, 
Eschewing still the common haunted track, 
From me caitiff, alas! bereavéd was 
Creusa then, my spouse, I wot not how; 25 
Whether by fate, or missing of the way, 
Or that she was by weariness retained: 
But never sith these eyes might her behold; 
Nor did I yet perceive that she was lost, 
Ne never backward turnéd I my mind, 30 
Till we came to the hill, whereas there stood 
The old temple dedicate to Ceres. 
And when that we were there assembled 
all, 
She was only away, deceiving us 
Her spouse, her son, and all her company. 35 
What God or man did I not then accuse, 
Near woode for ire? or what more cruel 
chance 
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Did hap to me, in all Troy’s overthrow? 
Ascanius to my feres I then betook, 
With Anchises, and eke the Troyan Gods. 40 
And left them hid within a valley deep. 
And to the town I gan me hie again, 
Clad in bright arms, and bent for to renew 
Adventures past, to search throughout the 
- town, 
And yield my head to perils once again. 45 
And first the walls and dark entry I sought 
Of the same gate whereat I issued out; 
Holding backward the steps where we had 
come 
In the dark night, looking all round about: 
In every place the ugsome sightsI saw; 50 
The silence self of night aghast my sprite. 
From hence again I passed unto our house, 
If she by chance had been returnéd nome. 
The Greeks were there, and had it all beset: 
The wasting fire, blown up by drift of 
wind, 55 
Above the roofs the blazing flame sprang up; 
The sound whereof with fury pierced the 
skies. 
To Priam’s palace, and the castle then 
I made; and there at Juno’s sanctuair, 
In the void porches, Phenix, Ulysses eké¢ 60 
Stern guardians stood, watching of the spoil. 
The riches here were set, reft from the brent 
Temples of Troy: the tables of the Gods, 
The vessels eke that were of massy gold, 
And vestures spoiled, were gathered all in 


heap: 65 
The children orderly, and mothers pale for 
fright, 


Long rangéd on a row stood round about. 
So bold was I to show my voice that 


night 

With clepes and cries to fill the streets 
throughout, 

With Creuse’ name in sorrow, with vain 
tears; 70 


And often sithes the same for to repeat. 

The town restless with fury as I sought, 

Th’ unlucky figure of Creusa’s ghost, 

Of stature more than wont, stood ‘fore mine 
eyen. 

Abashéd then I woxe: therewith my hair 75 

"Gan start right up: my voice stack in my 
throat: 

When with such words she gan my heart 
remove: 

‘What helps, to yield unto such furious rage, 

Sweet spouse?’ quod she, ‘Without. will of 
the Gods 

‘This chancéd not: ne lawful was for thee 80 

To lead away Creusa hence with thee: 

The King of the high heaven suffereth it not. 

A long exile thou art assigned to bear, 
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Long to furrow large space of stormy seas: 

So shalt thou reach at last Hesperian 
land, 85 

Where Lidian Tiber with his gentle stream 

Mildly doth flow along the fruitful fields. 

There mirthful wealth, there kingdom is 
for thee; 

There a king’s child prepared to be thy make. 

For thy beloved Creusa stint. thy tears: 90 

For now shall I not see the proud abodes 

Of Myrmidons, nor yet of Dolopes: 

Ne I, a Troyan lady, and the wife 

Unto the son of Venus, the Goddess, 

Shall go a slave to serve the Greekish 
dames. 

Me here the God’s great mother holds. 

And now farewell: and keep in father’s 
breast 

The tender love of thy young son and mine. 

Thus having said, she left me all in tears, 

And minding much to speak; but she was 
gone, 100 

And subtly fled into the weightless air. 

Thrice raught I with mine arms t’accoll her 
neck: 

Thrice did my hands vain hold th’ image es- 


cape, 
Like nimble winds, and like the flying dream. 
So night spent out, return I to my feres; 105 
And there wondering I find together 
swarmed 
A new number of mates, mothers, and men, 
A rout exiled, a wretched multitude, 
From each-where flock together, prest to 
pass 
With heart and goods, to whatsoever land 110 
By sliding seas, me listed them to lead. 
And now rose Lucifer above the ridge 
Of lusty Ide, and brought the dawning light. 
The Greeks held th’ entries of the gates be- 


set: 
Of help there was no hope. Then gave I 
place, 115 
Took up my sire, and hasted to the hill. 
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THE INDUCTION 
to A Mirror for Magistrates 


Tae wrathful Winter, ’proaching on apace, 

With blustering blasts had all ybared the 
treen, 

And old Saturnus, with his frosty face, 

With chilling cold had pierced the tender 
green; 
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The mantles rent, wherein enwrappéd been 5 

The gladsome groves that now lay over- 
thrown, 

The tapets torn, and every bloom down 
blown. 


The soil, that erst so seemly was to seen, 

Was all despoiléd of her beauty’s hue; 

And soote fresh flowers, wherewith the sum- 
mer’s queen 10 

Had clad the earth, now Boreas’ blasts down 
blew; 

And small fowls flocking, in their song did 
rue 

The winter’s wrath, wherewith each thing 
defaced 

In woeful wise bewailed the summer past. 


Hawthorn had lost his motley livery, 15 
The naked twigs were shivering all for cold, 
And dropping down the tears abundantly; 
Each thing, methought, with weeping eye 
me told 

The cruel season, bidding me withhold 
Myself within; for I was gotten out 
Into the fields, whereas I walked about. 


20 


When lo, the night with misty mantles 
spread, 

Gan dark the day, and dim the azure skies; 
And Venus in her message Hermes sped 

To bloody Mars, to will him not to rise, 25 
While she herself approached in speedy wise; 
And Virgo hiding her disdainful breast, 
With Thetis now had laid her down to rest. 


Whiles Scorpio dreading Sagittarius’ dart, 

Whose bow prest bent in fight, the string 
had slipped, 30 

Down slid into the ocean flood apart, 

The Bear, that in the Irish seas had dipped 

His grisly feet, with speed from thence he 
whipped: 

For Thetis, hasting from the Virgin’s bed, 

Pursued the Bear, that ere she came was 
fled. 35 


And Phaeton now, near reaching to his race 

With glist’ring beams, gold streaming where 
they bent, 

Was prest to enter in his resting place: 

Erythius, that in the cart first went, 

Had even now attained his journey’s 
stent: 40 

And, fast declining, hid away his head, 

While Titan couched him in his purple bed. 


And pale Cynthea, with her borrowed light, 

Beginning to supply her brother’s place, 

Was past the noonstead six degrees in 
sight 45 
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When sparkling stars amid the heaven’s 
face, . i 
With twinkling light shone on the earth 


apace, 

That, while they brought about the nightés 
chare, 

The dark had dimmed the day ere I was ware. 


And I to see the 


sorrowing 
flowers, 
The lively green, the lusty leas forlorn, 
The sturdy trees so shattered with the 
showers, 
The fields so fade, that flourished so beforn, 
It taught me well, all earthly things be born 
To die the death, for naught long time may 
last; 55 
The summer’s beauty yields to winter’s 
blast. 


summer 
50 


Then looking upward to the heaven’s leams, 

With nightes stars thick powdered every- 
where, 

Which erst so glistened with the golden 
streams 

That cheerful Phoebus spread down from his 
sphere, 60 

Beholding dark oppressing day so near: 

The sudden sight reducéd to my mind, 

The sundry changes that in earth we find. 


That musing on this worldly wealth in 


thought, 
Which comes, and goes, more faster than 
we see 65 
The flickering flame that with the fire is 
wrought, 


My busy mind presented unto me 

Such fall of peers as in this realm had be; 

That oft I wished some would their woes de- 
scrive, 

To warn the rest whom fortune left alive. 70 


And straight forth stalking with redoubled 
pace, 

For that I saw the night drew on so fast, 

In black all clad, there fell before my face 

A piteous wight, whom woe had all fore- 


waste; 
Forth from her eyen the crystal tears out 
brast; 75 


And sighing sore, her hands she wrung and 
fold, 
Tare all her hair, that ruth was to behold. 


Her body small, forewithered, and forespent, 
As is the stalk that summer’s drought op- 


pressed; 
Her welkéd face with woeful tears be- 
sprent; - 80 
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Her color pale; and, as it seemed her best. 
In woe and plaint reposéd was her rest; 

And, as the stone that drops of water wears, 
So dented were her cheeks with fall of tears. 


Her ares swollen with flowing iiieais 


Wherewith, her looks thrown up full bite: 
ously, 

Her forceless hands together oft she smote, 

With doleful shrieks, that echoed in the sky; 

Whose plaint such sighs did straight ace 
company, 

That, in my doom, was never man did see 90 

A wight but half so woe-begone as she. 


I stood aghast, beholding all her plight, 

’Tween dread and dolor, so distrained in 
heart, 

That, pe my hairs upstarted with the 
sight ‘ 

The tears outstreamed for sorrow of her 
smart: 95 

But, when I saw no end that could apart 

The deadly dewle which she so sore did 


make, 
With doleful voice then thus to her I spake: 


‘Unwrap thy woes, whatever wight thou be, 

And stint in time to spill thyself with 
plaint: 100 

Tell what thou art, and whence, for well I 
see 

Thou canst not dure, with sorrow thus at- 
taint’: 

And, with that word of sorrow, all forefaint 

She lookéd up, and, prostrate as she lay, 

With piteous sound, lo, thus she gan tosay: 105 


‘Alas, I wretch, whom thus thou seest dis- 
trained 

With wasting woes, that never shall aslake, 

Sorrow I am, in endless torments pained 

Among the Furies in the infernal lake, 

Where Pluto, god of hell, so grisly black, 110 

Doth hold his throne, and Lethe’s deadly 
taste 

Doth reave remembrance of each thing fore- 
past: 


‘Whence come I am, the dreary destiny 

And luckless lot for to bemoan of those 

Whom fortune, in this maze of misery, 115 

Of wretched chance, most woeful mirrors 
chose; 

ot, when thou seest how lightly they did 
ose 

Their pomp, their power, and that they 
thought most sure, 

Thou mayst soon deem no earthly joy may 
dure.’ 
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Whose rueful voice no sooner had out 


brayed 120 
Those woeful words wherewith she sor- 
rowed so 
But ‘Out, alas!’ she shright, and never 
stay ed, 


Fell pce and all to-dashed herself for woe: 

The cold pale dread my limbs gan overgo, 

And I so sorrowed at her sorrows eft, 125 

That, ae with grief and fear, my wits were 
reft. 


I stretched myself, and straight my heart 
revives, 

That dread and dolor erst did so appale; 

Like him that with the fervent fever strives, 

Tae sickness seeks his castle health to 


cale; 130 
W ith "Gathered spirits so forced I fear to 
avale: © 
And, rearing her, with anguish all fore- 
done, 


My spirits returned, and then I thus begun: 


‘O Sorrow, alas, sith Sorrow is thy name, 

And that to thee this drear doth well per- 
tain, 135 

In vain it were to seek to cease the same: 

But, as a man himself with sorrow slain, 

So I, alas, do comfort thee in pain, 

That here in sorrow art foresunk so deep, 

That at thy sight I can but sigh and 
weep.’ 140 


I had no sooner spoken of a stike, 

But that the storm so rumbled in her breast, 

As Aiélus could never roar the like; 

And showers down rained from her eyen so 
fast, 

That all bedrent the place, till at the last, 145 

Well easéd they the dolor of her mind, 

As rage of rain doth swage the stormy wind: 


For forth she pacéd in her fearful tale: 

‘Come, come,’ quoth she, ‘and see what I 
shall show, 

Come, hear the plaining and the bitter 
bale 150 

Of worthy men by Fortune overthrow: 

Come thou, and see them ruing all in row, 

They were but shades that erst in mind thou 
rolled: 

Come, come with me, thine eyes shall them 
behold.’ 


What could these words but make me more 
aghast, 155 

To hear her tell whereon I mused whilere? 

So was I mazed therewith, till, at the last, 

Musing upon her words, and what they 
were, 
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All suddenly well lessoned was my fear; 

For to my mind returnéd, how she telled 160 

Both what she was, and where her won she 
held. 


Whereby I knew that she a goddess was, 
And, therewithal, resorted to my mind 
My thought, that late presented me the 
glass 

Of brittle state, of cares that here we find, 165 
Of thousand woes to silly men assigned: 
And how she now bid me come and behold, 
To see with eye that erst in thought I rolled. 


Flat down I fell, and with all reverence 
Adoréd her, perceiving now that she, 170 
A goddess, sent by godly providence, 

In earthly shape thus showed herself to me, 
To wail and rue this world’s uncertainty: 
And, while I honored thus her godhead’s 


might 
With plaining voice these words to me she 
shright: 175 


‘T shall thee guide first to the grisly lake, 

And thence unto the blissful place of rest, 

Where thou shalt see, and hear, the plaint 
they make 

That whilom here bare swing among the 
best: 

This shalt thou see: but great is the 
unrest 180 

That thou must bide, before thou canst attain 

Unto the dreadful place where these remain.’ 


And, with these words, as I upraiséd stood, 

And gan to follow her that straight forth 
paced, 

Ere I was ware, into a desert wood 185 

We now were come, where, hand in hand em- 
braced, 

She led the way, and through the thick so 
traced, 

As, but I had been guided by her might, 

It was no way for any mortal wight. 


But Jo, while thus amid the desert dark 190 
We passed on with steps and pace unmeet, 
A rumbling roar, confused with howl and 
bark 
Of dogs, shook all the ground under our feet, 
And struck the din within our ears so deep, 
As, half distraught, unto the ground I 
fell, 195 
Besought return, and not to visit hell. 


But she, forthwith, uplifting me apace, 

Removed my dread, and, with a steadfast. 
mind, 

Bade me come on; 
place, 


for here was now the 


HLIZABETHAN AND PURITAN PERIODS 


The place where we our travail end should 
find: 200 
Wherewith I rose, and to the place assigned 
Astoined I stalk, when straight we ap- 
proached near 
The eee place, that you will dread to 
ear. 


An hideous hole all vast, withouten shape, 
Of endless depth, o’erwhelmed with ragged 
stone, 205 
With ugly mouth, and grisly jaws doth gape, 
And to our sight confounds itself in one: 
Here entered we, and yeding forth, anon 
An horrible loathly lake we might discern, 
As black as pitch, that clepéd is Avern: 210 


A deadly gulf, where naught but rubbish 


grows, 

With foul black swelth in thickened lumps 
that lies, 

Which up in th’ air such stinking vapors 
throws, 


That over there may fly no fowl but dies 

Choked with the pestilent savors that 
arise: 215 

Hither we come; whence forth we still did 


pace, 
Jn dreadful fear amid the dreadful place: 


And, first, within the porch and jaws of hell, 
Sat deep Remorse of Conscience, all be- 
sprent 
With tears; and to herself oft would she 
tell 220 
Her wretchedness, and cursing never stent 
To sob and sigh; but ever thus lament, 
With thoughtful care, as she that, all in vain, 
Would wear, and waste continually in pain. 


Her eyes unsteadfast, rolling here and 
there, 225 

Whirled on each place, as place that ven- 
geance brought, 

So was her mind continually in fear, 

Tossed and tormented with the tedious 


thought 

Of those detested crimes which she had 
wrought; 

With dreadful cheer, and looks thrown to the 


sky 230 
Wishing for death, and yet she could not die. 


Next saw we Dread, all trembling how he 
shook, 

With foot uncertain, proffered here and 
there: 

Benumbed of speech, and, with a ghastly look 

Searched every place, all pale and dead for 
fear, 235 
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His cap borne up with staring of his hair, 
*Stoined and amazed at his own shade for 


And fearing greater dangers than was need. 


And next, within the entry of this lake, 

Sat fell Revenge, gnashing her teeth for 
ire, 240 

Devising means how she may vengeance 
take, 

Never in rest, till she have her desire: 

But frets within so farforth with the fire 

Of wreaking flames, that now determines 
she 

To die by death, or venged by death to 
be. 245 


When fell Revenge, with bloody foul pre- 
tence 

Had showed herself, as next in order set, 

With trembling limbs we softly parted 
thence, 

Till in our eyes another sight we met: 

When from my heart a sigh forthwith I 
fet, 250 

Ruing, alas! upon the woeful plight 

Of Misery, that next appeared in sight. 


His face was lean, and somedeal pined away, 
And eke his hands consuméd to the bone, 
But what his body was, I cannot say, 255 
For on his carcass raiment had he none, 
Save clouts and patches, piecéd one by 


one; 

With staff in hand, and scrip on shoulders 
cast, 

His chief defence against the winter’s blast. 


His food, for most, was wild fruits of the 


tree, 260 
Unless sometimes some crumbs fell to his 
share, 


Which in his wallet long, God wot, kept he, 
As on the which full daint’ly would he fare: 
His drink, the running stream; his cup, the 


bare 
Of his palm closed; his bed, the hard cold 
ground: 265 
To this poor life was Misery ybound. 


Whose wretched state when we had well be- 
held, 

With tender ruth on him, and on his fears, 

In thoughtful cares forth then our pace we 
held; 

And, by and by, another shape appears, 270 

Of greedy Care, still brushing up the breres, 

His knuckles knobbed, his flesh deep dented 


in, 
With tawéd hands, and hard ytannéd skin. 
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The morrow gray no sooner hath begun 

To spread his light, even peeping in our 
eyes, 275 

When he is up, and to his work yrun: 

But let the night’s black misty mantles rise, 

And with foul dark never so much disguise 

The fair bright day, yet ceaseth he no while, 

But hath his candles to prolong his toil. 280 


By him lay heavy Sleep, the cousin of Death, 
Flat on the ground, and still as any stone, 

A very corpse, save yielding forth a breath: 
Small keep took he, whom Fortune frownéd 


on, 
Or whom she lifted up into the throne 285 
Of high renown; but, as a living death, 

So, dead alive, of life he drew the breath. 


The body’s rest, the quiet of the heart, 
The travail’s ease, the still night’s fear was 


e, 
And of our life in earth the better part; 290 
Reaver of sight, and yet in whom we see 
Things oft that tide, and oft that never be; 
Without respect, esteeming equally 
King Croesus’ pomp, and Irus’ poverty. 


And next, in order sad, Old Age we found: 295 

His beard all hoar, his eyes hollow and 
blind, 

With drooping cheer still poring on the 
ground, 

As on the place where Nature him assigned 

To rest, when that the Sisters had untwined 

His vital thread, and ended with their 
knife 300 

The fleeting course of fast declining life. 


There heard we him with broke and hollow 
plaint 

Rue with himself his end approaching fast, 

And all for naught his wretched mind tor- 


ment 
With sweet remembrance of his pleasures 
past, 308 


And fresh delights of lusty youth forewaste: 

Recounting which, how would he sob and 
shriek, 

And to be young again of Jove beseek! 


But and the cruel fates so fixéd be, 

That time forepast cannot return again, 310 
This one request of Jove yet prayéd he: 
That, in such withered plight, and wretched 


pain, 

As eld, accompanied with his loathsome 
train, 

Had brought on him, all were it woe and 
grief, 


He might a while yet linger forth his life, 315 
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And not so soon descend into the pit, 

Where Death, when he the mortal corpse 
hath slain, 

With reckless hand in grave doth cover it, 

Thereafter never to enjoy again 


The gladsome light, but in the ground 

ain, 320 

In depth of darkness waste and wear to 
naught, 


As he hdd never into the world been brought. 


But who had seen him sobbing, how he stood 
Unto himself, and how he would bemoan 
His youth forepast, as though it wrought him 
200 325 
To talk of youth, all were his youth foregone, 
He would have mused, and marveled much, 
whereon 
This wretched Age should life desire so fain, 
And knows full well life doth but length his 


pain. 
Crookbacked he was, tooth-shaken, and 
blear-eyed, 330 


Went on three feet, and sometime crept on 
four, 

With old lame bones that rattled by his side, 

His scalp all pilled, and he with eld for- 


lore: 

His withered fist still knocking at Death’s 
door, 

Fumbling, and driveling, as he draws his 
breath: 335 


For brief, the shape and messenger of Death. 


And fast by him pale Malady was placed, 
Sore sick in bed, her color all foregone, 
Bereft of stomach, savor, and of taste, 
Ne could she brook no meat, but broths 
alone: 340 
Her breath corrupt, her keepers every one 
Abhorring her, her sickness past recure, 
Detesting physic, and all physic’s cure. 


But, oh, the doleful sight that then we see! 

We turned our look, and, on the other side, 345 

A grisly shape of Famine might we see, 

With greedy looks, and gaping mouth that 
cried 

And roared for meat, as she should there 
have died; 

Her body thin and bare as any bone, 

Whereto was left naught but the case 
alone. 350 


And that, alas, was gnawn on every where, 

All full of holes, that I ne might refrain 

From tears, to see how she her arms could 
tear, 

And with her teeth gnash on the bones in 
vain, 
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When, all for naught, she fain would so sus- 


tain 355 
Her starven corpse, that rather seemed a 
shade, 


Than any substance of a creature made. 


Great was her force, whom stone wall could 
not stay, 

Her tearing nails snatching at all she saw; 

With gaping jaws, that by no means 
ymay 360 

Be satisfied from hunger of her maw, 

But eats herself as she that hath no law: 

Gnawing, alas, her carcass all in vain, 

Where you may count each sinew, bone, and 
vein. 


On her while we thus firmly fixed our eyes, 365 
That bled for ruth of such a dreary sight, 
Lo, suddenly she shrieked in so huge wise, 
As made hell-gates to shiver with the might: 
Wherewith, a dart we saw, how it did light 
Right on her breast, and, therewithal, pale 
Death 370 
Enthrilling it, to reave her of her breath. 


And by and by, a dumb dead corpse we saw, 
Heavy, and cold, the shape of Death aright, 
That daunts all earthly creatures to his law; 
Against whose force in vain it is to fight: 375 - 
Ne peers, ne princes, nor no mortal wight, 

No towns, ne realms, cities, ne strongest 

tower, 
But all, perforce, must yield unto his power. 


His dart, anon, out of the corpse he took, 

And in his hand (a dreadful sight to see) 380 

With great triumph eftsoons the same he 
shook, 

That most of all my fears affrayéd me: 

His body dight with naught but bones, 
pardé. 

The naked shape of man there saw I plain, 

Allsave the flesh, the sinew, and the vein. 385 


Lastly, stood War, in glittering arms yelad, 

With visage grim, stern looks, and blackly 
hued; 

Tn his right hand a naked sword he had, 

That to the hilts was all with blood imbrued; 

And in his left (that kings and kingdoms 
rued) 390 

Famine and fire he held, and therewithal 

He razéd towns, and threw down towers and 
all. 


Cities he sacked, and realms that whilom 
flowered 

In honor, glory, and rule, above the best, 

He overwhelmed, and all their fame de- 
-voured, 395 
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Consumed, destroyed, wasted and never 


ceased, 
Till he their wealth, their name, and all op- 
ressed : 
His oes forehewed with wounds, and by his 
side 
There hung his targe, with gashes deep and 


wide. 
In mids of which, depainted there, we 
found 400° 


Deadly Debate, all full of snaky hair, 

That with a bloody fillet was ybound, 

Out breathing naught but discord every- 
where: 

And round about were portrayed, here and 
there, 

The hugy hosts, Darius and his power, 405 

His kings, princes, his peers, and all his flower, 


Whom great Macedo vanquished there in 
sight, 

With deep slaughter, despoiling all his pride, 

Pierced through his realms, and daunted all 
his might: 

Duke Hannibal beheld I there beside, 410 

In Canna’s field, victor how he did ride, 

And woeful Romans that in vain withstood, 

And consul Paulus covered all in blood. 


Yet saw I more the fight at Thrasimene, 
And Treby field, and eke when Hannibal 415 
And worthy Scipio last in arms were seen 
Before Carthago gate, to cry for all 
The world’s empire, to whom it should befall: 
There saw I Pompey and Cwesar clad in arms, 
Their hosts allied and all their civil 
harms: 420 


With conquerors’ hands, forebathed in their 
own blood, 

And Cesar weeping over Pompey’s head; 

Yet saw I Sulla and Marius where they 
stood, 

Their great cruelty, and the deep bloodshed 


Of friends: Cyrus I saw and his host 

dead, 425 

And how the queen with great despite hath 
. flung 


His head in blood of them she overcome. 


Xerxes, the Persian king, yet saw I there, 
With his huge host, that drank the rivers dry, 
Dismounted hills, and made the vales up- 
rear, 430 
His host and all yet saw I slain, pardé: 
Thebes I saw, all razed how it did lie 
In heaps of stones, and Tyrus put to spoil, 
With walls and towers flat evened with the 
soil, 
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But Troy, alas, methought, above them all, 435 
It made mine eyes in very tears consume: 
When I beheld the woeful word befall, 
That by the wrathful will of gods was come; 
And Jove’s unmoved sentence and foredoom 
On Priam king, and on his town so bent, 440 
I could not lin, but I must there lament. 


And that the more, sith destiny was so stern 
As, force perforce, there might no force avail, 
But she must fall: and, by her fall, we learn, 
That cities, towers, wealth, world, and all 

shall quail: 445 
No manhood, might, nor nothing might pre- 


vail; 

All were there pressed full many a prince, 
and peer 

And many a ‘knight that sold his death full 
dear. 


Not worthy Hector, worthiest of them all, 
Her hope, her joy, his force is now for 
naught: 450 
O Troy, Troy, Troy, there is no boot but bale, 
The hugy horse within thy walls is brought; 
Thy turrets fall, thy knights, that whilom 
fought 
In arms amid the field, are slain in bed, 
Thy gods defiled, and all thy honor dead. 455 


The flames up spring, and cruelly they creep 
From wall to roof, till all to cinders waste: 

Some fire tne houses where the wretches sleep, 
Some rush in here, some run in there as fast; 


In every where or sword or fire they 
taste: 460 
The walls are torn, the towers whirled to the 


ground; 
There is no mischief but may there be found. 


Cassandra yet there saw I how they haled 
From Pallas’ house, with spercled tress un- 


done, 
Her wrists fast bound, and with Greeks’ 
rout empaled: 465 


And Priam eke, in vain how he did run 

To arms, whom Pyrrhus with despite hath 
done 

To cruel death, and bathed him in the baign 

Of his son’s blood, before the altar slain. 


But how’ean I describe the doleful sight, 470 

That in the shield so livelike fair did shine? 

Sith in this world, I think was never wight 

Could have set forth the half, not half so 
fine: 

I can no more, but tell how there is seen 


Fair Ilium fall in burning red gledes 
down, 475 

And, from the soil, great Troy, Neptunus’ 
town. 
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Herefrom when scarce I could mine eyes 
withdraw, 

That filled with tears as doth the springing 
well, 

We passéd on so far forth till we saw 

Rude Acheron, a loathsome lake to tell, 480 

That boils and bubs up swelth as black as 
hell; 

Where grisly Charon, at their fixéd tide, 

Still ferries ghosts unto the farther side. 


The agéd God no sooner Sorrow spied, 

But, hasting straight unto the bank 
apace, 485 

With hollow call unto the rout he cried, 

To swerve apart, and give the goddess 
place: 

Straight it was done, when to the shore we 
pace, 

Where, hand in hand as we then linked 
fast, 

Within the boat we are together placed. 490 

And forth we launch full fraughted to the 
brink: 

When, with the unwonted weight, the rusty 
keel 

Began to crack as if the same should sink: 

We hoise up mast and sail, that in a while 

We fetched the shore, where scarcely we had 
while 495 

For to arrive, but that we heard anon 

A three-sound bark confounded all in one. 


We had not long forth passed, but that we 
saw 

Black Cerberus, the hideous hound of hell, 

With bristles reared, and with a_ three- 
mouthed jaw 

Foredinning the air with his horrible yell, 

Out of the deep dark cave where he did 
dwell. 

The goddess straight he knew, and by and 

by 


He peased and couched, while that we passéd 
by. 


Thence come we to the horror and the 
hell, 505 

The large great kingdoms, and the dreadful 
reign 

Of Pluto in his throne where he did dwell, 

The wide waste places, and the hugy plain, 

The wailings, shrieks, and sundry sorts of 


ain, 
The os the sobs, the deep and deadly 
groan; 510 
Earth, air, and all, resounding plaint and 
moan. 
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Here puled the babes, and here the maids 
unwed 

With folded hands their sorry chance be- 
wailed; 

Here wept the guiltless slain, and lovers dead, 

That slew themselves when nothing else 
availed; 515 

A thousand sorts of sorrows here, that wailed 

With sighs, and tears, sobs, shrieks, and all 

_ yfear, 
That, oh, alas, it was a hell to hear. 


We staid us straight, and with a rueful fear, 

Beheld this heavy sight; while from mine 
eyes 520 

The vapored tears down stilléd here and 
there, 

And Sorrow eke, in far more woeful wise, 

Took on with plaint, upheaving to the skies 

Her wretched hands, that, with her ery, the 


rout 
Gan all in heaps to swarm us round 
about. 525 


‘Lo here,’ quoth Sorrow, ‘princes of renown, 
That whilom sat on top of Fortune’s 


wheel, 

Now laid full low; like wretches whirléd 
down, 

Even with one frown, that stayed but with a 
smile: 

And now behold the thing that thou, ere- 
while, 530 


Saw only in thought; and, what thou now 
shalt hear, 
Recount the same to kesar, king, and peer.’ 


Then first came Henry, Duke of Bucking- 


ham, 

His cloak of black all pilled and quite for- 
worn, 

Wringing his hands, and Fortune oft doth 
blame, 535 

Which of a duke hath made him now her 
scorn: 

With ghastly looks, as one in manner lorn, 

Oft spread his arms, stretched hands he joins 
as fast 

With rueful cheer, and vapored eyes upcast. 


His cloak he rent, his manly breast he 
beat, 540 

His hair all torn about the place it lay; 

My heart so molt to see his grief so great 

As feelingly, me thought, it dropped away: 

His eyes they whirled about withouten 
stay, 

With stormy sighs the place did so com- 
plain 545 

As if his heart at each had burst in twain. 
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Thrice he began to tell his doleful tale. 


And thrice the sighs did swallow up his voice, 


At each of which he shriekéd so withal, 


As though the heavens rivéd with the 


noise; 


OF A CONTENTED MIND 


WHEN all is done and said, 
In the end thus shall you find, 

He most of all doth bathe in bliss 
That hath a quiet mind, 

And, clear from worldly cares, 
To deem can be content 

The sweetest time in all his life 
In thinking to be spent. 


The body subject is 
To fickle Fortune’s power, 
And to a million of mishaps 
Is casual every hour; 
And death in time doth change 
It to a clod of clay, 
Whenas the mind, which is divine, 
Runs never to decay. 


Companion none is like 
Unto the mind alone; 

For many have been harmed by speech; 
Through thinking few or none: 

Fear oftentimes restraineth words, 
But makes not thought to cease, 

And he speaks best that hath the skill 
When for to hold his peace. 


Our wealth leaves us at death; 
Our kinsmen at the grave; 
But virtues of the mind unto 
The heavens with us we have. 
Wherefore, for virtue’s sake, 
I can be well content 
The sweetest time of all my life 
To deem in thinking spent. 
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Anonymous 


A PRAISE OF HIS LADY 


Give place, you ladies, and begone, 
Boast not yourselves at all; 

For here at hand approacheth one 
Whose face will stain you all. 


550 


10 


15 


bo 
on 


30 


Till at the last recovering his voice, 
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Supping the tears that all his breast be- 


rained, 


On cruel Fortune weeping thus he plained. 
1563 


LYRICS 
Thomas, Lord Waux (1510-1556) 


The virtue of her lively looks 
Excels the precious stone; 

I wish to have none other books® 
To read or look upon. 


In each of her two crystal eyes 
Smileth a naked boy; 

It would you all in heart suffice 
To see that lamp of joy. 


I think nature hath lost the mould, 
Where she her shape did take; 
Or else I doubt if nature could 
So fair a creature make. 


She may be well compared 
Unto the Phenix kind, 

Whose like was never seen or heard, 
That any man can find. 


In life she is Diana chaste, 
In truth Penelope, 

In word and eke in deed steadfast 
What will you more we say? 


If all the world were sought so far, 
Who could find such a wight? 

Her beauty twinketh like a star 
Within the frosty night. 


Her rosial colour comes and goes 
With such a comely grace, 

More redier too than doth the rose, 
Within her lively face. 


At Baechus’ feast none shall her meet 
Ne at no wanton play, 

Nor gazing in an open street, 
Nor gadding as a stray. 


d 


The modest mirth that she doth use 
Is mixt with shamefastness; 

All vice she doth wholly refuse, 
And hateth idleness. 


O Lord, it is a world to see 
How virtue can repair, 

And deck in her such honesty, 
Whom nature made so fair! 


Truly she doth as far exceed 
Our women now-a-days 

As doth the gilli-flower a weed, 
And more a thousand ways. 


10 


15 


25 


30 


40 
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How might I do to get a graff 
Of this unspotted tree? 
For all the rest are plain but chaff, 
Which seem good corn to be. 


50 


This gift alone I shall her give, 
When Death doth what he can: 

Her honest fame shall ever live 
Within the mouth of man. 
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THAT PETRARCH CANNOT BE PASSED 
BUT NOTWITHSTANDING THAT 
LAURA IS FAR SURPASSED 


Wirn Petrarch to compare there may no 
wight, | 

Nor yet attain unto so high a style, 

But yet I wot full well where is a file, 

To frame a learnéd man to praise aright. 

Of stature mean, of seemly form 
shape, 

Each line of just proportion to her height; 

Her colour fresh and mingled with such 
sleight, 

As though the rose sat in the lily’s lap; 

In wit and tongue to show. what may be 
said; 

To every deed she joins a perfect grace. 

Tf Laura lived she would her clean deface; 

For I dare say and lay my life to wed 

That Momus could not, if he down de- 
scended, 

Once justly say, Lo, this may be amended. 

SG 


and 


10 


THE PROMISE OF A CONSTANT LOVER 


As laurel leaves that cease not to be 


green, 

From parching sun, nor yet from winter’s 
threat, 

As hardened oak that feareth no sword so 
keen, 

As flint for tool in twain that will not fret, 

As fast as rock or pillar surely set, 5 


So fast am I to you and aye have been, 
Assuredly, whom I cannot forget, 
For joy, for pain, for torment, nor for 


teen, 

For loss, for gain, for frowning, nor for 
threat, 

But ever one, yea both in calm and 
blast, 10 


Your faithful friend, and will be to my 
last. 
1557 


PURITAN PERIODS 
THAT EACH THING IS HURT OF ITSELF 


Way fearest thou thy outward foe, 
When thou thyself thy harm dost feed? 
Of grief or hurt, of pain or woe, 

Within each thing is sown a seed. 


So fine was never yet the cloth, 5 
No smith so hard his iron did beat, 

But the one consuméd was with moth, 

The other with canker all to-fret. 


The knotty oak and wainscot old, 
Within doth eat the silly worm; 
Even so a mind in envy rolled 
Always within itself doth burn. 


Thus everything that nature wrought, 
Within itself his hurt doth bear; 
No outward harm need to be sought, 
Where enemies be within so near. 


10 
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AN OLD LOVER TO A YOUNG 
GENTLEWOMAN 


YE are too young to bring me in, 
And I too old to gape for flies; 
I have too long a lover been, 
If such young babes should blear mine eyes. 
But trill the ball before my face, 5 
IT am content to make you play; 
T will not see, I hide my face, 
And turn my back and run away. 


But if you follow on so fast 
And cross the ways where I should go, 
Ye may wax weary at the last 
And then at length yourself o’erthrow: 
IT mean, where you and all your flock 
Devise to pen men in the pound, 
I know a key can pick your lock 
And make you run yourselves on ground. 


16 


15 


Some birds can eat the strawy corn 
And flee the lime the fowlers set, 
And some are feared of every thorn 
And so thereby they scape the net; 
But some do light and never look 
And see not who doth stand in wait, 
As fish that swallow up the hook 
And is beguiléd through the bait. 


But men can look before they leap 
And be at price for every ware, 
And pennyworths cast to buy good cheap, 
And in each thing have eye and care; 
But he that bluntly runs on head 
And seeth not what the race shall be 
Is like to bring a fool to bed, 

And thus ye get no more of me. 


20 


25 
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RICHARD EDWARDS 


ALE SONG 


I canNOT eat but little meat, 
My stomach is not good; 
But, sure, I think that I can drink 
With him that wears a hood. 
Though I go bare, take ye no care, 
I am nothing a-cold, 
I stuff my skin so full within 
Of jolly good ale and old. 


CHorus — 
Back and side, go bare, go bare; 
Both foot and hand, go cold: 10 
But, belly, God send thee good ale 
enough, 
Whether it be new or old. 


I love no roast, but a nut-brown toast 
And a crab laid in the fire; 
A little bread shall do me stead, 15 
Much bread I not desire. 
No frost nor snow, no wind, I trow, 
Can hurt me if I would, 
I am so wrapt and throughly lapt 
Of jolly good ale and old. 20 


And Tib my wife, that as her life 
Loveth well good ale to seek, 

Full oft drinks she till ye may see 
The tears run down her cheek; 

Then doth she trow] to me the bowl, 25 
Even as a malt-worm should, 

And saith, ‘Sweetheart, I took my part 
Of this Jolly good ale and old.’ 


Now let them drink till they nod and wink, 
Even as good fellows should do; 30 

They shall not miss to have the bliss 
Good ale doth bring men to. 

And all poor souls that have scoured bowls, 
Or have them lustily trowled, 

God save the lives of them and their Wives, 35 
Whether they be young or old. 
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Richard Edwardes (15237-1566) 


AMANTIUM IRA AMORIS REDINTE- 
GRATIO EST 


In going to my naked bed as one that would 
have slept, 

I heard a wife sing to her child, that long 
before had wept; 

She sighéd sore and sang full sweet, to bring 
the babe to rest, 

That would not cease but eriéd still, in suck- 
ing at her breast. 


205 


She was full weary of her watch, and ene 
with her child, 

She rockéd it, and rated it, till that on her it 
smiled. 

Then did she say, Now have I found this 
proverb true to prove, 

The dears out of faithful friends renewing is 
of love. 


Then took I paper, pen, and ink, this proy- 
erb for to write, 

In register for to remain of such a worthy 
wight: 10 

As a proceeded thus in song unto her little 

rat, 

Much matter uttered she of weight, in place 
whereas she sat: 

And provéd plain there was no beast, nor 
creature bearing life, 

Could well be known to live in love without 
discord and strife: 

Then kisséd she her little babe, and sware by 


God above, 15 
The falling out of faithful friends renewing is 
of love. 


She said that neither king nor prince nor lord 
could live aright, 

Until their puissance they did prove, their 
manhood and their might. 

When manhood shall be matchéd so that 
fear can take no place, 

Then weary works make warriors each ons 
to embrace, 

And left their force that failéd them, aes 
did consume the rout, 

That might before have lived their time, 
[their strength] and nature out: 

Then did she sing as one that thought no 
man could her reprove, 

The falling out of faithful friends renewing is 
of love. 


She said she saw no fish nor fowl, nor beast 
within her haunt, 25 

That met a stranger in their kind, but could 
give it a taunt: 

Since flesh might not endure, but rest must 
wrath succeed, 

And force the fight to fall to play in pasture 
where they feed, 

So noble nature can well end the work she 
hath begun, 

And bridle well that w ill not cease her trag- 
edy in some: 30 

Thus in song she oft rehearsed, as did her 
well behove, 

The falling out of faithful friends renewing is 
of love. 
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I marvel much, pardy (quoth she) for to be- 
hold the rout, 

To see man, woman, boy and beast, to toss 
the world about: 

Some kneel, some crouch, some beck, some 
check, and some can smoothly smile, 35 

And some embrace others in arm, and there 
think many a wile, 

Some stand aloof at cap and knee, some 
humble and some stout, 

Yet are they never friends indeed until they 
once fall out: 

Thus ended she her song and said, before she 
did remove, 

The falling out of faithful friends renewing is 
of love. 40 

1576 


George Gascoigne (1535?-1577) 


THE LULLABY OF A LOVER 


Sine lullaby, as women do, 
Wherewith they bring their babes to rest, 
And lullaby can I sing too, 
As womanly as can the best. 
With lullaby they still the child, 5 
And if I be not much beguiled, 
Full many wanton babes have I, 
Which must be stilled with lullaby. 


First, lullaby my youthful years, 
It is now time to go to bed, 
For crookéd age and hoary hairs, 
Have won the haven within my head: 
With lullaby then youth be still, 
With lullaby content thy will, 
Since courage quails and comes behind, 
Go sleep, and so beguile thy mind. 


10 


15 


Next lullaby my gazing eyes, 
Which wonted were to glance apace; 
For every glass may now suffice, 

To shew the furrows in my face: 
With lullaby then wink awhile, 
With lullaby your looks beguile: 
Let no fair face, nor beauty bright, 
Entice you eft with vain delight. 


20 


And lullaby my wanton will, 25 
Let Reason’s rule now reign thy thought, 
Since all too late I find by skill, 

How dear I have thy fancies bought. 
With lullaby now take thine ease, 

With lullaby thy doubts appease: 

For trust to this, if thou be still, 

My body shall obey thy will. 


30 


PURITAN PERIODS 


Thus lullaby my youth, mine eyes, 
My will, my ware, and all that was, 
I can no more delays devise, 

But welcome pain, let pleasure pass: 
With lullaby now take your leave, 
With lullaby your dreams deceive, 
And when you rise with waking eye, 
Remember then this lullaby. 


45 


A STRANGE PASSION OF A 
LOVER 


Amip my bale I bathe in bliss, 
I swim in heaven, I sink in hell: 
I find amends for every miss, 
And yet my moan no tongue can tell. 
I live and love, what would you more? 5 
As never lover lived before. 


I laugh sometimes with little lust, 
So jest I oft and feel no joy; 
Mine eye is builded all on trust, 
And yet mistrust breeds mine annoy. 
I live and lack, I lack and have; 
I have and miss the thing I crave. 


10 


These things seem strange, yet are they 
true. 
Believe me, sweet, my state is such, 
One pleasure which I would eschew, 15 
Both slakes my grief and breeds my 
grutch. 
So doth one pain which I would shun, 
Renew my joys where grief begun. 


Then like the lark that passed the night 
In heavy sleep with cares opprest, 20 
Yet when she spies the pleasant light, 

She sends sweet notes from out her breast; 
So sing I now because I think 
How joys approach, when. sorrows shrink. 


And as fair Philomene again 25 
Can watch and sing when others sleep, 
And taketh pleasure i in her pain, 

To wray the woe that makes her weep; 
So sing I now for to bewray 
The loathsome life I lead alway. 


o 


30 


The which to thee, dear wench, I write, 
That know’st my mirth, but not my 
moan: 
I pray God grant thee deep delight, 
To live in joys when I am gone. 
I cannot live; it will not be: 
I die to think to part from thee. 


35 
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EDWARD DE VERE, EARL OF OXFORD 


Edward de Were, Earl of Gxford 
(1550-1604) 


IF WOMEN COULD BE FAIR 


Ir women could be fair, and yet not fond, 
Or that their love were firm, not fickle, still, 
I would not marvel that they make men bond 
By service long to purchase their good will; 
But when I see how frail those creatures 

are, 5 
I muse that men forget themselves so far. 


To mark the choice they make, and how 
they change, 
How oft from Phoebus they do flee to Pan, 
Unsettled still, like haggards wild, they 
range, — 
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These gentle birds that fly from man to 


man; 10 
Who would not scorn and shake them from 
the fist, 
And We on fly, fair fools, which way they 
ist? 
Yet, for disport, we fawn and flatter 
both, 
To pass the time when nothing else can 
please; 
And train them to our lure with subtle 
oath, 15 


Till, weary of their wiles, ourselves we ease: 
And then we say, when we their fancy 


try, 
To play with fools, oh, what a fool was I! 
1576 


PROSE 


William Caxton (ca. 1422-1491) 


PREFACE TO LE MORTE D’ARTHUR 


After that I had accomplished and finished 
divers histories, as well of contemplation as 
of other historial and worldly acts of great 
conquerors and princes, and also certain 
books of ensamples and doctrine, many noble 


David king of Jerusalem, and the third Judas 
Macecabus. Of these three the Bible re- 
hearseth all their noble histories and acts. 
And since the said Incarnation have been 
5 three noble Christian men, stalled and ad- 
mitted through the universal world into the 
number of the nine best and worthy. Of 
whom was first the noble Arthur, whose 
noble acts I purpose to write in this present 


and divers gentlemen of this realm of Eng- 10 book here following. The second was Charle- 


land came and demanded me many and oft- 
times, wherefore that I have not do made 
and imprint the noble history of the Saint 
Greal, and of the most renowned Christian 


main, or Charles the Great, of whom the 
history is had in many places, both in French 
and in English. And the third and last was 
Godfrey of Boloine, of whose acts and life I 


king, first and chief of the three best Chris- 15 made a book unto the excellent prince and 


tian, and worthy, king Arthur, which ought 
most to be remembered amongst us English- 
men tofore all other Christian kings; for it 
is notoriously known through the universal 


king of noble memory, king Edward the 
Fourth. The said noble gentlemen instantly 
required me to imprint the history of the 
said noble king and conqueror king Arthur, 


world, that there be nine worthy and the 20and of his knights, with the history of the 


best that ever were, that is to wit, three 
Paynims three Jews, and three Christian 
men. As for the Paynims, they were tofore 
the Incarnation of Christ, which were named, 


Saint Greal, and of the death and ending of 
the said Arthur; affirming that I ought 
rather to imprint his acts and noble feats, 
than of Godfrey of Boloine, or any of the 


the first Hector of Troy, of whom the history 25 other eight, considering that he was a man 


is comen both in ballad and in prose, the 
second Alexander the Great, and the third, 
Julius Cesar, Emperor of Rome, of whom the 
histories be well known and had. And as for 


born within this realm, and king and em- 
peror of the same: and that there be in 
French divers and many noble volumes of his 
acts, and also of his knights. To whom I an- 


the three Jews, which also were tofore the 30swered that divers men hold opinion that 


Incarnation of our Lord, of whom the first 
was duke Joshua which brought the children 
of Israel into the land of behest, the second 


there was no such Arthur, and that all such 
books as been made of him, be feigned and 
fables, because that some chronicles make of 
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him no mention, nor remember him nothing, 
nor of his knights. Whereto they answered, 
and one in special said, that in him that 
should say or think that there was never such 
a king called Arthur, might well be aretted 
great folly and blindness. For he said that 
there were many evidences of the contrary. 
First ye may see his sepulchre in the mon- 
astery of Glastonbury. And also in Policron- 


PURITAN PERIODS 


nine worthy, and first and chief of the Chris- 
tian men. And many noble volumes be made 
of him and of his noble knights in French, 
which I have seen and read beyond the sea, 


5 which be not had in our maternal tongue. 


But in Welsh be many and also in French, 
and some in English but no where nigh all. 
Wherefore, such as have late been drawn out 
briefly into English I have after the simple 


icon, in the fifth book the sixth chapter, and 10 conning that God hath sent to me, under the 


in the seventh book the twenty-third chapter, 
where his body was buried, and after found, 
and translated into the said monastery. Ye 
shall see also in the history of Bochas, in his 


favour and correction of all noble lords and 
gentlemen, enprised to imprint a book of the 
noble histories of the said king Arthur, and 
of certain of his knights, after a copy unto me 


book De Casu Principum part of his noble 15 delivered, which copy Sir Thomas Malorye 


acts, and also of his fall. Also Galfridus in 
his British book recounteth his life: and in 
divers places of England many remem- 
brances be yet of him, and shall remain 
perpetually, and also of his knights. 
in the abbey of Westminster, at Saint Ed- 
ward’s shrine, remaineth the print of his 
seal in red wax closed in beryl, in which is 
written Patricius Arthurus, Britannie, Gallie, 
Germanie, Dacie, Imperator. 
castle of Dover ye may see Gawaine’s scull 
and Cradok’s mantle: at Winchester the 
Round Table: in other places Launcelot’s 
sword and many other things. Then all 


did take out of certain books of French, and 
reduced it into English. And I, according 
to my copy, have done set it in print, to the 
intent that noble men may see and learn 


First 20 the noble acts of chivalry, the gentle and 


virtuous deeds that some knights used in 
those days, by which they came to honour, 
and how they that were vicious were pun- 
ished and oft put to shame and rebuke; 


Item in the 25 humbly beseeching all noble lords and ladies, 


with all other estates of what estate or degree 
they been of, that shall see and read in this 
said book and work, that they take the good 
and honest acts in their remembrance, and 


these things considered, there can no man 30 to follow the same. Wherein they shall find 


reasonably gainsay but that there was a king 
of this land named Arthur. For in all places, 
Christian and heathen, he is reputed and 
taken for one of the nine worthy, and the 


many joyous and pleasant histories, and 
noble and renowned acts of humanity, 
gentleness, and chivalry. For herein may 
be seen noble chivalry, courtesy, humanity, 


first of the three Christian men. And also, 35 friendliness, hardiness, love, friendship, cow- 


he is more spoken of beyond the sea, more 
books made of his noble acts, than there be in 
England, as well in Dutch, Italian, Spanish, 
and Greekish, as in French. And yet of 


ardice, murder, hate, virtue, and sin. Do 
after the good and leave the evil, and it shall 
bring you to good fame and renommee. And 
for to pass the time this book shall be pleas- 


record remain in witness of him in Wales, 40 ant to read in, but for to give faith and be- 


in the town of Camelot, the great stones and 
the marvelous works of iron lying under the 
ground, and royal vaults, which divers now 
living have seen. Wherefore it is a marvel 


lief that all is true that is contained herein, 
ye be at your liberty: but all is written for 
our doctrine, and for to beware that we fall 
not to vice nor sin, but to exercise and follow 


why he is no more renowned in his own 45 virtue, by the which we may come and at- 


country, save only it accordeth to the Word 
of God, which saith that no man is accepted 
for a prophet in his own country. Then all 
these things afore said alleged, I could not 


tain to good fame and renown in this life, 
and after this short and transitory life to 
come unto everlasting bliss in heaven; the 
which He grant us that reigneth in heaven, 


well deny but that there was such a noble 50 the blessed Trinity. Amen. 


king named Arthur, and reputed one of the 
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WILLIAM CAXTON 


PREFACE TO THE 2NEID 


After divers works made, translated, and 
achieved, having no work in hand, I sitting 
in my study, where lay many divers pam- 
phlets and books, happened that to my hand 
came a little book in French, which late was 
translated out of Latin by some noble clerk 
of France; which book is named Eneydos, 
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reduce nor bring it to be understonden. And 
certainly our language now used varyeth far 
from that which was used and spoken when 
IT was born. For we Hnglish men ben born 
5 under the domination of the moon, which is 
never steadfast but ever wavering, waxing 
one season and waneth and decreaseth an- 
other season. And that common English 
that is spoken in one shire varyeth from 


made in Latin by that noble poet and great 10 another, in so much that in my days hap- 


elerk Virgil. Which book I saw over and 
read therein how, after the general destruc- 
tion of the great Troy, Eneas departed, bear- 
ing his old father Anchises upon his shoul- 


pened that certain merchants were in a ship 
in Thames for to have sailed over the sea 
into Zealand, and, for lack of wind, they 
tarried at Forland, and went to land for to 


ders, his little son Yolus on his hand, his15 refresh them. And one of them named 


wife with much other people following; and 
how he shipped and departed; with all the 
history of his adventures that he had ere he 
came to the achievement of his conquest of 


Sheffield, a mercer, came into an house and 
asked for meat and specially he asked after 
eggs, and the good wife answered that she 
could speke no French. And the merchant 


Italy, as all along shall be showed in this 20 was angry, for he also could speak no French, 


present book. In which book I had great 
pleasure because of the fair and honest terms 
and words in French; which I never saw to- 
fore like, ne none so pleasant ne so well 


but would have had eggs; and she under- 
stood him not. And then at last another 
said that he would have eyren. Then the 
good wife said that she understood him well. 


ordered. Which book, as me seemed, should 25 Lo, what should a man in these days now 


be much requisite to noble men to see, as 
well for the eloquence as the histories; how 
well that, many hundred years past, was the 
said book of Eneydos with other works made 


write, egges, or eyren? Certainly it is hard 
to please every man, because of diversity 
and change of language; for in these days 
every man that is in any reputation in his 


and learned daily in schools, specially in 30 country will utter his communication and 


Italy and other places; which history the 
said Virgil made in meter. And when I had 
advised me in this said book, I delibered and 
concluded to translate it into English, and 


matters in such manners and terms that few 
men shall understand them. And some 
honest and great clerks have been with me 
and desired me to write the most curious 


forthwith took a pen and ink and wrote a35 terms that I could find. And thus, between 


leaf or twain, which I oversaw again to 
correct it; and when I saw the fair and 
strange terms therein, I doubted that it 
should not please some gentlemen which 


plain rude, and curious, I stand abashed. 
But in my judgment the common terms that 
be daily used ben lighter to be understand 
than the old and ancient English. And, for- 


late blamed me, saying that in my transla-40asmuch as this present book is not for a 


tions I had over-curious terms, which could 
not be understood of common people, and 
desired me to use old and homely terms in my 
translations. And fain would I satisfy every 


rude uplondished man to labour therein ne 
read it, but only for a clerk and a noble 
gentleman that feeleth and understandeth 
in feats of arms, in love, and in noble 


man; and, so to do, took an old book and 45 chivalry; therefore in a mean between both 


read therein; and certainly the English was 
so rude and broad that I could not well un- 
derstand it; and also my lord abbot of West- 
minster did do show to me late certain evi- 


I have reduced and translated this said book 
into our English, not over rude ne curious, 
but in such terms as shall be understanden, 
by God’s grace according to my copy. And 


dences written in old English for to reduce 50 if any man will entermete in reading of it and 


it into our English now used, and certainly 
it was written in such wise that it was more 
like to Dutch than English; I could not 


findeth such terms that he cannot under- 
stand, let him go read and learn Virgil or 
the Epistles of Ovid, and there he shall see 
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and understand lightly all, if he have a good 
reader and informer. For this book is not 
for every rude and uncunning man to see, 
but to clerks and very gentlemen, that under- 
stand gentleness and science. Then I pray 
all them that shall read in this little treatise, 
to hold me for excused for the translating 
of it, for I acknowledge myself ignorant of 
cunning to enprise on me so high and noble 
a work. 
late created poet-laureate in the university 
of Oxford, to oversee and correct this said 
book and to address and expown, where as 
shall be found fault, to them that shall re- 
quire it, for him I know for sufficient to ex- 
pown and English every difficulty that is 
therein, for he hath late translated the 
Epistles of Tully and the book of Diodorus 
Siculus and divers other works out of Latin 
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Roger Ascham (1515-1568) 
TOXOPHILUS 


TO ALL 
GENTLEMEN AND YEOMEN OF ENGLAND 


Bias the wise man came to Croesus the 
rich King, on a time when he was making 
new ships, purposing to have subdued by 


But I pray Master John Skelton, 10 water the out-isles lying betwixt Greece and 


Asia Minor. ‘What news now in Greece?’ 
saith the King to Bias. ‘None other news 
but these,’ saith Bias: ‘that the isles of 
Greece have prepared a wonderful company 


150f horsemen to overrun Lydia _ withal.’ 


‘There is nothing under heaven,’ saith the 
King, ‘that I would so soon wish, as that 
they durst be so bold to meet us on land 
with horse.’ ‘And think you,’ saith Bias, 


into English, not in rude and old language, 20 ‘that there is anything which they would 


but in polished and ornate terms, craftily, as 
he that hath read Virgil, Ovid, Tully, and 
all the other noble poets and orators to me 
unknown; and also he hath read the LX 


sooner wish, than that you should be so 
fond to meet them on the water with ships? ’ 
And so Creesus, hearing not the true news, 
but perceiving the wise man’s mind and 


muses and understands their musical sciences 25 counsel, both gave then over making of his 


and to whom of them each science is ap- 
propred. I suppose he hath drunken of 
Helicon’s well. Then I pray him and such 
other to correct, add or minish, where as he 


ships, and left also behind him a wonderful 
example for all commonwealths to follow: 
that is, evermore to regard and set most by 
that thing whereunto nature hath made 


or they shall find fault, for I have but fol-30them most apt, and use hath made them 


lowed my copy in French as nigh as me is 
possible. And if any word be said therein 
well, I am glad; and if otherwise, I submit 
my said book to their correction. Which 


book I present unto the high-born my to- 3 


coming natural and sovereign lord, Arthur, 
by the grace of God Prince of Wales, Duke 
of Cornwall, and Earl of Chester, first be- 
gotten son and heir unto our most dread 


most fit. 

By this matter I mean the shooting in the 
long bow, for Englishmen; which thing with 
all my heart I do wish, and if I were of 


5 authority, I would counsel all the gentlemen 


and yeomen of England, not to change it with 
any other thing, how good soever it seems to 
be; but that still, according to the old wont 
of England, youth should use it for the most 


natural and sovereign lord and most Chris- 40 honest pastime in peace, that men might 


tian king, Henry VII, by the grace of God 
King of England and of France and lord of 
Treland, beseeching his noble grace to receive 
it in thank of me, his most humble subject 
and servant. 
mighty God for his prosperous increasing in 
virtue, wisdom, and humanity, that he may 
be equal with the most renowned of all his 
noble progenitors, and so to live in this pres- 


handle it as a most sure weapon in war. 
Other strong weapons, which both experience 
doth prove to be good, and the wisdom of the 
King’s Majesty and his council provides to 


And I shall pray unto al-45 be had, are not ordained to take away shoot- 


ing; but that both, not compared together 
whether should be better than the other, but 
so joined together that the one should be 
always an aid and help for the other, might 


ent life that after this transitory life he and 50so strengthen the realm on all sides, that no 


we all may come to everlasting life in heaven. 
Amen! 
1490 


kind of enemy, in any kind of weapon, 
might pass and go beyond us. 
For this purpose I, partly provoked by 
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the counsel of some gentlemen, partly moved 
by the love which | have always borne to- 
ward shooting, have written this little trea- 
tise; wherein, if I have not satisfied any man, 
I trust he will the rather be content with my 
doing, because I am (I suppose) the first, 
which hath said anything in this matter, 
(and few beginnings be perfect, saith wise 
men) and also because, if I have said amiss, 
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none can do better: in the English tongue, 
contrary, every thing in a manner so meanly 
both for the matter and handling, that no 
man can do worse. For therein the least 
5 learned, for the most part, have been always 
most ready to write. And they which had 
least hope in Latin, have been most bold in 
English: when surely every man that is 
most ready to talk, is not most able to write. 


I am content that any man amend it: or, 10 He that will write well in any tongue, must 


if I have said too little, any man that will, to 
add what him pleaseth to it. 

My mind is, in profiting and pleasing every 
man, to hurt or displease no man, intending 


none other purpose, but that youth might be 15 him. 


stirred to labour, honest pastime, and virtue, 
and as much as lieth in me, plucked from 
idleness, unthrifty games, and vice: which 
thing I have laboured only in this book, 


follow this counsel of Aristotle, to speak as 
the common people do, to think as wise men 
do: and so should every man understand 
him, and the judgment of wise men allow 
Many English writers have not done 
so, but using strange words, as Latin, French, 
and Italian, do make all things dark and 
hard. Once I communed with a man which 
reasoned the English tongue to be enriched 


showing how fit shooting is for all kinds of 20 and increased thereby, saying ‘Who will not 


men; how honest a pastime for the mind; 
how wholesome an exercise for the body; 
not vile for great men to use, not costly for 
poor men to sustain, not lurking in holes and 


praise that feast where a man shall drink at 
a dinner both wine, ale, and beer?’ ‘Truly 
(quoth I) they be all good, every one taken 
by himseif alone, but if you put malmsey and 


corners for ill men at their pleasure to misuse 25 sack, red wine and white, ale and beer, and 


it, but abiding in the open sight and face of 
the world, for good men, if it fault, by their 
wisdom to correct it. 

And here I would desire all gentlemen and 


all in one pot, you shall make a drink neither 
easy to be known, nor yet wholesome for the 
body.’ Cicero, in following Isocrates, Plato, 
and. Demosthenes, increased the Latin tongue 


yeomen to use this pastime in such a mean, 30 after another sort. This way, because divers 


that the outrageousness of great gaming 
should not hurt the honesty of shooting, 
which, of his own nature, 1s always joined 
with honesty; yet for men’s faults often- 


men that write do not know, they can neither 
follow it, because of their ignorance, nor 
yet will praise it for very arrogancy, two 
faults, seldom the one out of the other’s 


times blamed unworthily, as all good things 35 company. 


have been, and evermore shall be. 

If any man would blame me, either for 
taking such a matter in hand, or else for 
writing it in the English tongue, this answer 


English writers by diversity of time have 
taken divers matters in hand. In our 
fathers’ time nothing was read but books of 
feigned chivalry, wherein a man by reading 


I may make him, that when the best of the 40 should be led to none other end, but only to 


realm think it honest for them to use, I, one 
of the meanest sort, ought not to suppose it 
vile for me to write; and though to have 
written it in another tongue, had been both 


manslaughter and bawdry. If any man 
suppose they were good enough to pass the 
time withal, he is deceived. For surely vain 
words do work no small thing in vain, igno- 


more profitable for my study, and also more 45 rant, and young minds, especially if they be 


honest for my name, yet I can think my 
labour well bestowed, if with a little hinder- 
ance of my profit and name, may come any 
furtherance to the pleasure or commodity 


given anything thereunto of their own 
nature. These books (as I have heard say) 
were made the most part in abbeys and 
monasteries, —a very likely and fit fruit 


of the gentlemen and yeomen of England, 50 of such an idle and blind kind of living. tu 


for whose sake I took this matter in hand. 
- And as for the Latin or Greek tongue, every 
thing is so excellently done in them, that 


our time now, when every man is given to 
know, much rather than to live well, very 
many do write, but after such a fashion as 
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very many do shoot. Some shooters take in 
hand stronger bows than they be able to 
maintain. This thing maketh them some- 
time to outshoot the mark, sometime to 
shoot far wide, and perchance hurt some 
that look on. Other that never learned to 
shoot, nor yet knoweth good shaft nor bow, 
will be as busy as the best, but such one 
commonly plucketh down a side, and crafty 
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bowyers, thinking hereby that many that 
love shooting shall be taught to refuse such 
naughty wares as they would utter. Honest 
fletchers and bowyers do not so, and they 


5that be unhonest, ought rather to amend 


themselves for doing ill, than being angry 
with me for saying well. <A fletcher hath 
even as good a quarrel to be angry with an 
archer that refuseth an ill shaft, as a blade- 


archers which be against him, will be both 10smith hath to a fletcher that forsaketh to 


glad of him, and also ever ready to lay and 
bet with him: it were better for such one to 
sit down than shoot. Other there be, which 
have very good bow and shafts, and good 


buy of him a naughty knife: for as an archer 
must be content that a fletcher know a good 
shaft in every point for the perfecter making 
of it; so an honest fletcher will also be con- 


knowledge in shooting, but they have been 15 tent that a shooter know a good shaft in 


brought up in such evil favoured shooting, 
that they can neither shoot fair nor yet near. 
If any man will apply these things together, 
he shall not see the one far differ from the 
other. 
writing this little treatise, have followed some 
young shooters, which both will begin to 
shoot, for a little money, and also will use to 
shoot once or twice about the mark for 


every point, for the perfecter using of it; 
because the one knoweth like a fletcher how 
to make it, the other knoweth like an archer 
how to use it. And seeing the knowledge is 


And I also, amongst all other, in 20 one in them both, yet the end divers, surely 


that fletcher is an enemy to archers and 
artillery which cannot be content that an 
archer know a shaft as well for his use in 
shooting, as he himself should know a shaft 


nought, afore they begin a-good. And there- 25 for his advantage in selling. And the rather, 


fore did I take this little matter in hand, to 
assay myself, and hereafter, by the grace of 
God, if the judgment of wise men, that look 
on, think that I can do any good, I may per- 


because shafts be not made so much to be 
sold, but chiefly to be used. And seeing that 
use and occupying is the end why a shaft is 
made, the making, as it were, a mean for 


chance cast my shaft among other, for better 30 occupying, surely the knowledge in every 


game. Yet in writing this book, some man 
will marvel perchance, why that I, being an 
unperfect shooter, should take in hand to 
write of making a perfect archer: the same 
man, peradventure, will 
whetstone, which is blunt, can make the 
edge of a knife sharp. I would the same man 
should consider also, that in going about any 
matter, there be four things to be considered, 


point of a good shaft, is more to be required 
in a shooter than a fletcher. 

Yet, as I said before, no honest fletcher 
will be angry with me, seeing I do not teach 


marvel how a35how to make a shaft, which belongeth only 


to a good fletcher, but to know and handle a 
shaft, which belongeth to an archer. And 
this little book, I trust, shall please and 
profit both parties; for good bows and shafts 


doing, saying, thinking, and perfectness: 40 shall be better known to the commodity of 


first, there is no man that doth so well, but 
he can say better, or else some men, which be 
now stark nought, should be too good: again, 
no man can utter with his tongue so well as 


all shooters, and good shooting may, per- 
chance, be the more occupied to the profit of 
all bowyers and fletchers. And this I pray 
God that all fletchers, getting their living 


he is able to imagine with his mind, and yet 45 truly, and all archers using shooting honestly, 


perfectness itself is far above all thinking: 
then, seeing that saying is one step nearer 
perfectness than doing, let every man leave 
marvelling why my word shall rather express, 


and all manner of men that favour artillery, 
may live continually in health and merriness, 
obeying their prince as they should, and 
loving God as they ought: to whom, for all 


than my deed shall perform, perfect shoot- 50 things, be all honour and glory forever. 


ing. 
I trust no man will be offended with this 
little book, except it be some fletchers and 


Amen. 
1545 


JOHN FOXE 


John Moxe (1516-1587) 


ACTS AND MONUMENTS 
(BOOK OF MARTYRS) 
DEATH OF CRANMER 


Cranmer at length cometh from the prison 
of Boeardo unto St. Mary’s church (the chief 
church in the university), because it was a 
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the solemn custom of the schools), intending 
to speak, first, of the mercy of God: sec- 
ondly, of his justice to be showed: and last 
of all, how the prince’s secrets are not to be 


5opened, And proceeding a little from the 


beginning, he took occasion by and by to 
turn his tale to Cranmer, and with many hot 
words reproved him, that once he, being 
indued with the favour and feeling of whole- 


foul and rainy day, in this order: the mayor 10some and catholic doctrine, fell into the 


went before; next him the aldermen in their 
place and degree; after them was Cranmer 
brought between two friars, who, mumbling 
to and fro certain psalms in the streets, 


contrary opinion of pernicious error; which 
he had not only defended by writings, and 
all his power, but also allured other men to 
do the like, with great liberality of gifts, as 


answered one another until they came to the 15 it were appointing rewards for error; and 


chureh door, and there they began the song 
of Simeon, ‘ Nune dimittis,’ and entering into 
the church, the psalm-saying friars brought 
him to his standing, and there left him. 


after he had allured them, by all means did 
cherish them. : 

Here the standers-by were all astonied, 
marvelled, were amazed, did look one upon 


There was a stage set over against the pulpit, 20 another, whose expectation he had so notably 


of a mean height from the ground, where 
Cranmer had his standing, waiting until 
Cole made him ready to his sermon. 

The lamentable case and sight of that 


deceived. Some began to admonish him of 
his recantation, and to accuse him of false- 
hood. Briefly, it was a world to see the 
doctors beguiled of so great a hope. I think 


man gave a sorrowful spectacle to all chris- 25 there was never cruelty more notably or 


tian eyes that beheld him. He that late was 
archbishop, metropolitan, and primate of 
England, and the king’s privy councillor, 
being now in a bare and ragged gown, and 


better in time deluded and deceived; for 
it is not to be doubted but they looked for a 
glorious victory and a perpetual triumph by 
this man’s retraction; who, as soon as they 


ill favouredly clothed, with an old square cap, 30 heard these things, began to let down their 


exposed to the contempt of all men, did 
admonish men not only of his own calamity, 
but also of their state and fortune. For who 
would not pity his case, and bewail his for- 


ears, to rage, fret, and fume; and so much 
the more, because they could not revenge 
their grief —for they could now no longer 
threaten or hurt him. For the most miser- 


tune, and might not fear his own chance, to 35 able man in the world can die but once; 


see such a prelate, so grave a councillor, and 
of so long continued honour, after so many 
dignities, in his old years to be deprived of his 
estate, adjudged to die, and in so painful a 


and whereas of necessity he must needs die 
that day, though the papists had been never 
so well pleased, now, being never so much 
offended with him, yet could he not be twice 


death to end his life, and now presently from 40 killed of them. And so, when they could do 
J “ i . 


such fresh ornaments, to descend to such vile 
and ragged apparel? 

In this habit, when he stood a good space 
upon the stage, turning to a pillar near ad- 


nothing else unto him, yet, lest they should 
say nothing, they ceased not to object unto 
him his falsehood and dissimulation. 

Unto which accusation he answered, ‘Ah! 


joining thereunto, he lifted up his hands to 45 my masters,’ quoth he, ‘do not you take it so. 


heaven, and prayed unto God once or twice, 
till at the length Dr. Cole coming into the 
pulpit, and beginning his sermon, entered 
first into mention of Tobias and Zachary. 


Always since I lived hitherto, I have been a 
hater of falsehood, and a lover of simplicity, 
and never before this time have I dissembled’: 
and in saying this, all the tears that remained 


Whom after he had praised in the beginning 50 in his body appeared in his eyes. And when 


of his sermon for their perseverance in the 
true worshiping of God, he then divided his 
whole sermon into three parts (according to 


he began to speak more of the sacrament and 
of the papacy, some of them began to cry 
out, yelp, and baw], and specially Cole cried 
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out upon him, ‘Stop the heretic’s mouth, Ely was a priest lately made, and student 


and take him away.’ in divinity, being then one of the fellows of 
And then Cranmer being pulled downfrom  Brazennose. 
the stage, was led to the fire, accompanied Then was an iron chain tied about Cran- 


with those friars, vexing, troubling, and 5 mer, whom when they perceived to be more 
threatening him most cruelly, ‘What mad- steadfast than that he could be moved from 
ness,’ say they, ‘hath brought thee again his sentence, they commanded the fire to be 
into this error, by which thou wilt draw — set unto him. 
innumerable souls with thee into hell?’ And when the wood was kindled, and the 
To whom he answered nothing, but directed 10 fire began to burn near him, stretching out his 
all his talk to the people, saving that to one arm, he put his right hand into the flame, 
troubling him in the way, he spake, and which he held so steadfast and immovable 
exhorted him to get him home to his study, (saving that once with the same hand he 
and apply his book diligently; saying, if he wiped his face), that all men might see his 
did diligently call upon God, by reading more 15 hand burned before his body was touched. 
he should get knowledge. His body did so abide the burning of the 
But the other Spanish barker, raging flame with such constancy and steadfastness, 
and foaming, was almost out of his wits, that standing always in one place without 
always having this in his mouth, ‘Non moving his body, he seemed to move no more 
fecisti?’ ‘Didst thou it not?’ 20 than the stake to which he was bound; his 
But when he came to the place where the eyes were lifted up into heaven, and often- 
holy bishops and martyrs of God, Hugh _ times he repeated ‘his unworthy right hand,’ 
Latimer and Nicholas Ridley, were burnt so long as his voice would suffer him; and 
before him for the confession of the truth, using often the words of Stephen, ‘Lord 
kneeling down, he prayed to God; and not 25 Jesus, receive my spirit,’ in the greatness of 
long tarrying in his prayers, putting off his the flame he gave up the ghost. 
garments to his shirt, he prepared himself to 
death. His shirt was made long, down to 
his feet. His feet were bare; likewise his 
head, when both his caps were off, was so30 About the 23d day of the said month of 
bare, that one hair could not be seen upon it. September, next after the other above men- 
His beard was long and thick, covering his tioned, suffered at Norwich, Cicely Ormes, 
face with marvellous gravity. Such acoun- wife of Edmund Ormes, worsted-weaver, 
tenance of gravity moved the hearts both dwelling in St. Laurence’s parish in Norwich. 
of his friends and of his enemies. 35 She, being of the age of thirty-two years or 
Then the Spanish friars, John and Richard, more, was taken at the death of Simon Miller 
of whom mention was made before, began to and Elizabeth Cooper above mentioned, in a 
exhort him, and play their parts with him place called Lollards’-pit without Bishop’s- 
afresh, but with vain and lost labour. Cran- gate, at the said Norwich, for that she said 
mer with steadfast purpose abiding in the 40 she would pledge them of the same cup that 
profession of his doctrine, gave his hand to they drank on. For so saying, one master 
certain old men, and others that stood by, Corbet of Sprouston by Norwich, took her 
bidding them farewell. and sent her to the chancellor. When she 
And when he had thought to have done so came before him, he asked her what she said 
likewise to Ely, the said Ely drew back his 45 unto the sacrament of Christ’s body; and 
hand, and refused, saying, it was not lawful — she said, she did believe that it was the sacra- 
to salute heretics, and specially such a one ment of the body of Christ. ‘Yea,’ said the 
as falsely returned unto the opinions that he chancellor, ‘but what is that that the priest 
had foresworn. And if he had known before, holdeth over his head?’ She answered him 
that he would have done so, he would never 50 and said, ‘It is bread: and if you make it any 
have used his company so familiarly: and better, it is worse.’ At which words the 
chid those sergeants and citizens which had chancellor sent her to the bishop’s prison, to 
not refused to give him their hands. This the keeper called Fellow, with many threat- 


CICELY ORMES OF NORWICH 
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ening and hot words, as a man being in a 
great chafe. 

The 23d day of July she was called before 
the chancellor again, who sat in judgment 
with master Bridges and others. 
chancellor offered her, if she would go to 
the church and keep her tongue, she should 
be at liberty, and believe as she would. But 
she told him she would not consent to his 


wicked desire therein, do with her what he 10 


would; for if she should, she said, God would 
surely plague her. Then, the chancellor told 
her, he had showed more favour to her, than 
ever he did to any, and that he was loth to 
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Treeant: but I recant utterly from the bottom 
of my heart the doings of the pope of Rome, 
and all his popish priests and shavelings. I 
utterly refuse and never will have to do with 
them again, by God’s grace. And, good people! 


The 51 would you should not think of me that I 


believe to be saved in that I offer myself here 
unto the death for the Lord’s cause, but I 
believe to be saved by the death and passion 
of Christ; and this my death is and shall be a 
witness of my faith unto you all here present. 
Good people! as many of you as believe as I 
believe, pray for me.’ 


Then she came to the stake, and laid her 
hand on it, and said, ‘Welcome the cross of 
Christ.’ Which being done, she, looking on 


eondemn her, considering that she was anis5her hand, and seeing it blacked with the 


ignorant, unlearned, and foolish woman. 
But she, not weighing his words, told him, if 
he did, he should not be so desirous of her 
sinful flesh, as she would (God’s grace) be 


stake, wiped it upon her smock; for she was 
burnt at the same stake that Simon Miller 
and Elizabeth Cooper was burnt at. Then, 
after she had touched it with her hand, she 


content to give it in so good a quarrel. Then 20 came and kissed it, and said, ‘Welcome the 


rose he and read the bloody sentence of con- 
demnation against her; and so delivered her 
to the secular power of the sheriffs of the city, 
master Thomas Sutherton, and master 


sweet cross of Christ’; and so gave herself to 
be bound thereto. After the tormentors had 
kindled the fire to her, she said, ‘My soul 
doth magnify the Lord, and my spirit re- 


Leonard Sutherton, brethren, who immedi- 25 joiceth in God my Saviour.’ And in so say- 


ately carried her to the Guildhall in Norwich, 
where she remained until her death. 

This Cicely Ormes was a very simple 
woman, but yet zealous in the Lord’s cause, 


ing, she set her hands together right against 
her breast, casting her eyes and head upward; 
and so stood, heaving up her hands by little 
and little, till the very sinews of her arms did 


being born in East Dereham, and was there 30 break asunder, and then they fell. But she 


the daughter of one Thomas Haund, tailor. 
She was taken the 5th day of J uly/and did 
for a twelvemonth before she was taken, re- 
cant; but never after was she quiet in con- 
science, until she was utterly driven from all 
their popery. Between the time that she re- 
canted, and that she was taken, she had 
gotten a letter made to give to the chancellor, 
to let know that she repented her recantation 


yielded her life unto the Lord as quietly as if 
she had been in a slumber, or as one feeling no 
pain; so wonderfully did the Lord work with 
her: his name therefore be praised for ever- 


35 more. Amen! 


DEATH OF MARY 


Now, then, after these so great afflictions 


from the bottom of her heart, and would 40 falling upon this realm, from the first be- 


never do the like again while she lived: but 
before she exhibited her bill, she was taken 
and sent to prison, as is before said. She was 
burnt the 23d day of September, between 


ginning of queen Mary’s reign, wherein so 
many men, women, and children were burnt, 
many imprisoned, and in prison starved, 
divers exiled, some spoiled of goods and 


seven and eight of the clock in the morning, 45 possessions, a great number driven from 


the said two sheriffs being there, and of 


people to the number of two hundred. When 
she came to the stake, she kneeled down, and 
made her prayers to God: that being done, 
she rose up and said, 


‘Good people! I believe in God the Father, 
God the Son, and God the Holy Ghost, three 
persons and one God. This do I not, nor will 


house and home, so many weeping eyes, so 
many sobbing hearts, so many children made 
fatherless, so many fathers bereft of their 
wives and children, so many vexed in con- 


50 science, and divers against conscience con- 


strained to recant; and, in conclusion, never 
a good man almost in all the realm but 
suffered something during all the time of this 
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bloody persecution: after all this (I say) 
now we are come at length (the Lord be 
praised!) to the 17th day of November, 
which day as it brought to the persecuted 
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express to them. Albeit, afterward, she 
opened the matter more plainly to master 
Rise and mistress Clarencius (if it be true 
that they told me, which heard it of master 


members of Christ rest from their careful 5 Rise himself); who then, being most familiar 


mourning, so it easeth me somewhat likewise 
of my laborious writing, by the death I mean 
of queen Mary; who, being long:sick’before, 
upon the said 17th day of November, in the 


with her, and most bold about her, told her, 
that they feared she took thought for king 
Philip’s department from her. ‘Not that 
only,’ said she, ‘but when I am dead and 


year above said, about three or four o’clock 10 opened, you shall find Calais lying in my 


in the morning, yielded life to nature, and 
her kingdom to queen Elizabeth her sister. 
As touching the manner of whose death, 
some say that she died of a tympany, some 


heart.’ And here an end of queen Mary, and 
of her persecution. 

Of queen Mary this truly may be affirmed, 
and left in story for a perpetual memorial or 


(by her much sighing before her death) sup- 15 epitaph for all kings and queens that shall 


posed she died of thoughtand sorrow. Where- 
upon her council, seeing her sighing, and 
desirous to know the cause, to the end they 
might minister the more ready consolation 


succeed her, to be noted — that before her, 
never was read in story of any king or queen 
of England, since the time of king Lucius, 
under whom, in time of peace, by hanging, 


unto her, feared, as they said, that she took 20 beheading, burning, and prisoning, so much 


that thought for the king’s majesty her hus- 
band, which was gone from her. To whom 
she answering again, ‘Indeed,’ said she, 
‘that may be one cause, but that is not the 


christian blood, so many Englishmen’s lives, 
were spilled within this realm, as under the 
said queen Mary for the space of four years 
was to be seen, and I beseech the Lord never 


greatest wound that pierceth my oppressed 25 may be seen hereafter. 


mind’: but what that was, she would not 
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Edmund Spenser (1552?-1599) 


THE FAERIE QUEENE, BOOK I 


CANTO I 


The patrone of true Holinesse 
Foule Errour doth defeate: 
Hypocrisie, him ‘to entrappe. 
oth to his home entreate. 
A GENTLE knight was pricking on the plaine, 
Ycladd in mightie armes and silver shielde, 
Wherein old dints of deepe woundes did re- 
maine, 
The cruell markes of many a bloody fielde; 
Yet armes till that time did he never wield: 5 
His angry steede did chide his foming bitt, 
As much disdayning to the curbe to yield: 
Full jolly knight he seemd, and faire did sitt, 
As one for knightly giusts and fierce en- 
counters fitt. 


But on his brest a bloodie crosse he bore, 16 

The deare remembrance of his dying Lord, 

For whose sweete sake that glorious badge he 
wore, 

And dead as living ever him adored: 

Upon his shield the like was also scored, 

For soveraine hope, which in his helpe he 
had: 15 

Right faithfull true he was in deede and word, 

But of his cheere did seeme too solemne sad; 

Yet nothing did he dread, but ever was ydrad. 


Upon a great adventure he was bond, 

That greatest Gloriana to him gave, 20 
That greatest glorious queene of Faery Lond, 
To winne him worshippe, and her grace to 


have, 
Which of all earthly thinges he most did crave; 
And ever as he rode his hart did earne 
To prove his puissance in battell brave 
Upon his foe, and his new force to learne; 


25 


, Upon his foe, a dragon horrible and stearne. 


{ 
& 


A lovely ladie rode him faire beside, 
Upon a lowly asse more white then snow, 


Yet she much whiter, but the same did 
hide 30 
Under a vele, that wimpled was full low, 
And over all a blacke stole shee did throw: 
As one that inly mournd, so was she sad, 
And heavie sate upon her palfrey slow: 
Seeméd in heart some hidden care she had; 35 
And ae her in a line a milkewhite lambe she 
ad. 


So pure and innocent, as that same lambe, 
She was in life and every vertuous lore, 
And by descent from royall lynage came 
Of ancient kinges and queenes, that had of 


yore 40 
Their scepters stretcht from east to westerne 
shore, 


And all the world in their subjection held, 
Till that infernall feend with foule uprore 
Forwasted all their land, and them expeld: 
Whom to avenge, she had this knight from 
far compeld. 45 


Behind her farre away a dwarfe did lag, 

That lasie seemd, in being ever last, 

Or weariéd with bearing of her bag 

Of needments at his backe. Thus as they past, 

The day with cloudes was suddeine over- 
cast, 50 

And angry Jove an hideous storme of raine 

Did poure into his lemans lap so fast, 

That everie wight to shrowd it did constrain, 

And this faire couple eke to shroud them- 
selves were fain. 


Enforst to seeke some covert nigh at hand, 55 
A shadie grove not farr away they spide, 
That promist ayde the tempest to withstand: 
Whose loftie trees, yelad with sommers pride, 
Did spred so broad, that heavens light did 
hide, 
Not perceable with power of any starr; 60 
And all within were pathes and alleies wide, 
With footing worne, and leading inward farr; 
Faire harbour that them seemes, so in they 
entred ar. 


217 
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And foorth they passe, with pleasure for- 
ward led, 

Joying to heare the birdes sweete harmony, 65 

ee ret shrouded from the tempest 

red, 

Seemd in their song to scorne the cruell sky. 

Much can they praise the trees so straight 
and hy, 

The sayling pine, the cedar proud and tall, 

The vine-propp elme, the poplar never dry, 70 

The builder oake, sole king of forrests all, 

The aspine good for staves, the cypresse 
funerall, 


The laurell, meed of mightie conquerours 
And poets sage, the firre that weepeth still, 
The willow worne of forlorne paramours, 75 
The eugh obedient to the benders will, 
The birch for shaftes, the sallow for the mill, 
The mirrhe sweete bleeding in the bitter 
wound, 
The warlike beech, the ash for nothing ill, 
The fruitfull olive, and the platane round, 80 
The carver holme, the maple seeldom in- 
ward sound. 


Led with delight, they thus beguile the way, 
Untill the blustring storme is overblowne; 
When, weening to returne whence they did 


str ay, 
They cannot finde that path, which first was 
showne, 85 


But wander too and fro in waies unknowne, 

Furthest from end then, when they neerest 
weene, 

That makes them doubt, their wits be not 
their owne: 

So many pathes, so many turnings seene, 

That which of them to take, in diverse doubt 
they been. 90 


At last resolving forward still to fare, 

Till that some end they finde, or in or out, 

That path they take, that beaten seemd most 
bare, 

And like to lead the labyrinth about; 

Which when by tract they hunted had 
throughout, 95 

At length it brought them to a hollowe cave, 

Amid the thickest woods. The champion 
stout 

Eftsoones dismounted from his courser brave, 

And to the dwarfe a while his necdlesse 
spere he gave. 


‘Be well aware,’ quoth then that ladie 


milde, 100 
‘Least suddaine mischiefe ye too rash pro- 
voke: 
The danger hid, the place unknowne and 
wilde, 
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Breedes dreadfull doubts: oft fire is without 


smoke, 

And perill without show: therefore your 
stroke, 

Sir knight, with-hold, till further tryall 
made.’ 105 


‘Ah, ladie,’ sayd he, ‘shame were to revoke 

The forward footing for an hidden shade: 

Vertue gives her selfe light, through darke- 
nesse for to wade.’ 


‘Yea, but,’ quoth she, ‘the perill of this place 
I better wot then you; though nowe too 
late 110 
Towish you backe returne with foule disgrace, 
Yet wisedome warnes, whilest foot is in the 
gate, 
To stay the steppe, ere forcéd to retrate. 
This is the wandring wood, this Errours den, 
A monster vile, whom God and man does 


hate: 105 
Therefore I read beware.’ ‘Fly, fly!’ quoth 
then 


The fearefull dwarfe: 
living men.’ 


‘this is no place for 


| But full of fire and greedy hardiment, 

The youthfull knight could not for ought be 
staide, 

But forth unto the darksom hole he w ent, 120 

And lookéd in: his glistring armor made 

A litle glooming light, much like a shade, 

By which he saw the ugly monster plaine, 

Halfe like a serpent horribly displaide, 

But th’ other halfe did womans shape is 
taine, 

Most lothsom, filthie, foule, and full of vite 


iS disdaine. 


And as she lay upon the durtie ground, 
Her huge long taile her den all overspred, 
Yet was in knots and many boughtes up- 


wound, 
Pointed with mortall sting. Of her there 
bred 130 


A thousand yong ones, which she dayly fed, 

Sucking upon her poisnous dugs, eachone 

Of sundrie shapes, yet all ill favoréd: 

Soone as that uncouth light upon them shone, 

Into her mouth they crept, and suddain all 
were gone. 135 


| Their dam upstart, out of her den effraide, 


And rushéd forth, hurling her hideous taile 
About her curséd he ad, w vhose folds displaid 
Were stretcht now forth at length without 

entraile. 
She lookt about and seeing one in mayle 140 
Arméd to point, sought bs acke to tur ne againe; 
For light she hated as the deadly bale, 
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Ay wont in desert darknes to remaine, 
Where plain none might her see, nor she see 


any plaine. 
Which when the valiant Elfe perceived, he 
lept 145 


As io fierce upon the flyin, 

And with his trenchand Rede a boldly kept 

From turning backe, and foreéd her to stay: 

Therewith enraged she loudly gan to bray, 

And turning fierce, her speckled taile ad- 
vaunst, 150 

Threatning her angrie sting, him to dismay: 

Who, nought aghast, his mightie hand en- 
haunst: 

The stroke down from her head unto her 
shoulder glaunst. 


( Much daunted with that dint, her sence was 
dazed, 


Yet kindling rage her selfe she gathered 
round, 155 

And all attonce her beastly bodie raizd 
With doubled forces high above the ground: 
Tho, wrapping up her wrethéd sterne arownd, 
pt fierce upon his shield, and her huge traine 
All suddenly about his body wound, 160 
That hand or foot to stirr he strove in vaine: 
God helpe the man so wrapt in Errours end- 

{.  lesse traine. 


(His lady, sad to see his sore constraint, 
Cride out, ‘Now, now, sir knight, shew what 


ye bee: 
Add faith unto your force, and be not 
faint: 165 
Strangle her, els she sure will strangle thee.’ 
“That when he heard, in great perplexitie, 
His gall did grate for griefe and high disdaine; 
And knitting all his force, got one hand free, 
(Wherewith he grypt her gorge with so great 
paine, 170 
That soone to loose her wicked bands did 
j. _ her constraine. 


; Therewith she spewd out of her filthie maw 
A floud of poyson horrible and blacke, 
Full of great lumps of flesh and gobbets raw, 
Which stunck so vildly, that it forst him 


slacke 175 
His grasping hold, and from her turne him 
backe: 


Her vomit full of bookes and papers was, 

With loathly frogs and toades, which eyes 
did lacke, 

And creeping sought way in the weedy gras: 

Her filthie parbreake all the place defiléd 
has. 180 


« As when old father Nilus gins to swell 
With timely pride above the Aegyptian vale, 
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His fattie waves doe fertile slime outwell, 

And overflow each plaine and lowly dale: 

But when his later spring gins to avale, 185 

Huge heapes of mudd he leaves, wherin 
there breed 

Ten thousand kindes of creatures, partly male 

And partly femall, of his fruitful seed; 

Such ugly monstrous shapes elswher may 
no man reed, 


The same so sore annoyéd has the knight, 190 

That, welnigh chokéd with the deadly stinke, 

His forces faile, ne can no lenger fight. 

Whose corage ‘when the feend perceivd om 
shrinke 

She pouréd forth out of her hellish sinke 

Her fruitfull curséd spawne of serpents 


small, 195 
Deforméd monsters, fowle, and blacke as 
inke, 


Which swarming all about his legs did crall, » 
And him encombred sore, but could not hurt | 
at all. 


As gentle shepheard in sweete eventide, 

When ruddy Phebus gins to welke in west, 200 

High on an hill, his flocke to vewen wide, 

ca. which doe byte their hasty supper 

est; 

A cloud of cumbrous gnattes doe him molest, 

All striving to infixe their feeble stinges, 

That from their noyance he no where can 
rest, 205 

But with his clownish hands their tender 
wings 

He amen oft, and oft doth mar their 
murmurings. 


Thus ill bestedd, and fearefull more of shame 

Then of the certeine perill he stood in, 

Halfe furious unto his foe he came, 210 

Resolvd in minde all suddenly to win, 

Or soone to lose, before he once would lin; 

And stroke at her with more then manlyforce, 

That from her body, full of filthie sin, 

He raft her hatefull heade without re- 
morse: 215 

A streame of cole black blood forth gushéd 
from her corse. — 


Her scattred brood, soone as their parent > 
deare 

They saw so rudely falling to the ground, 

Groning full deadly, all with troublous feare, 

Gathred themselves about her body 

* round, 220 | 

Weening their wonted entrance to have found 

At her wide mouth: but being there with- 
stood, 

They flockéd all about her bleeding wound, 
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And suckéd up their dying mothers bloud, 
Making her death their life, and eke her 
hurt their good. 225 


That detestable sight him much amazde, 
To see th’ unkindly impes, of heaven accurst, 
Devoure their dam; on whom while so he 
gazd, 
Having all satisfide their bloudy thurst, 
Their bellies swolne he saw with fulnesse 
, burst, 230 
} And bowels gushing forth; well worthy end 
Of such as drunke her life, the which them 
:' nurst! 
“Now needeth him no lenger labour spend; 
His foes have slaine themselves, with whom 
he should contend. 


His lady, seeing all that chaunst, from 
farre, 235 

Approcht in hast to greet his victorie, 

And saide, ‘Faire knight, borne under hap- 
pie starre, 

Who see your vanquisht foes before you lye, 

Well worthie be you of that armory, 

Wherein ye have great glory wonne this 
day, 240 

And prooved your strength on astrong enimie, 

Your first adventure: many such I pray, 

And henceforth ever wish that like succeed 
it may.’ 


Then mounted he upon his steede againe, 
And with the lady backward sought to 


wend; 245 
That path he kept which beaten was most 
plaine, 


Ne ever would to any by way bend, 

But still did follow one unto the end, 

The which at last out of the wood them 
brought. 

So forward on his way (with God to frend) 250 

He passéd forth, and new adventure sought: 

Long way he traveiléd, before he heard of 
ought. 


At length they chaunst to meet upon the way 
An agéd sire, in long blacke weedes yelad, 
His feete all bare, his beard all hoarie 
gray, 255 
And by his belte his booke he hanging had; 
Sober he seemde, and very sagely sad, 
And to the ground his eyes were lowly bent, 
Simple in shew, and voide of malice bad, 
And all the way he prayéd as he went, 260 
And often knockt his brest, as one that did 
repent. 


He faire the knight saluted, louting low, 
Who faire him quited, as that courteous was; 
And after askéd him, if he did know 
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Of straunge adventures, which abroad did 
pas. 265 

‘Ah! my dear sonne,’ quoth he, ‘how should, 
alas! 

Silly old man, that lives in hidden cell, 

Bidding his beades all day for his trespas, 

Tydings of warre and worldly trouble tell? 

With holy father sits not with such thinges 
to mell. 270 


‘But if of daunger, which hereby doth dwell, 

And homebredd evil ye desire to heare, 

Of a straunge man I can you tidings tell, 

That wasteth all his countrie farre and neare.’ 

‘Of such,’ saide he, ‘I chiefly doe inquere, 275 

And shall you well rewarde to shew the place, 

In which that wicked wight his dayes doth 
weare: 

For to all knighthood it is foule disgrace, 

That such a curséd creature lives so long a 
space.’ 


‘Far hence,’ quoth he, ‘in wastfull wilder- 
nesse, 280 
His dwelling is, by which no living wight 
May ever passe, but thorough great dis- 
tresse.’ 
‘Now,’ saide the ladie, ‘draweth toward night, 
And well I wote, that of your later fight 
Ye all forwearied be: for what so strong, 285 
But, wanting rest, will also want of might? 
The Sunne, that measures heaven all daylong, 
At night doth baite his steedes the ocean 
waves emong. 


‘Then with the Sunne take, sir, your timely 
rest, 

And with new day new worke at once be- 
gin: 290 

Ca night, they say, gives counsell 

est.’ 

‘Right well, sir knight, ye have adviséd bin,’ 

Quoth then that agéd man; ‘the way to win 

Is wisely to advise: now day is spent; 

Therefore with me ye may take up your in 295 

For this same night.’ The knight was well 
content: 

So with that godly father to his home they 
went. 


A litle lowly hermitage it was, 

Downe in a dale, hard by a forests side, 
Far from resort of people, that did pas 
In traveill to and froe: a litle wyde 
There was an holy chappell edifyde, 
Wherein the hermite dewly wont to say 
His holy thinges each morne and even-tyde: 
Thereby a christall streame did gently 


300 


play, 305 
Which from a sacred fountaine welléd forth 
alway. 
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Arrivéd there, the litle house they fill, 
Ne looke for entertainement, where none was: 
Rest is their feast, and all thinges at their will; 
The noblest mind the best contentment 

has. 310 
With faire discourse the evening so they pas: 


For that olde man of pleasing wordes had 
store, 
And well could file his tongue as smooth as 


glas: 
He told of saintes and popes, and evermore 
He strowd an Ave-Mary after and before. 315 


The oi hats night thus creepeth on them 
ast, 

And the sad humor loading their eye liddes, 

As messenger of Morpheus, on them cast 

Sweet slombring deaw, the which to sleep 
them biddes: 

Unto their lodgings then his guestes he 
riddes: 4 320 

Where when all drownd in deadly sleepe he 
findes, 

He to his studie goes, and there amiddes 

His magick bookes and artes of sundrie 


kindes, 

He seekes out mighty charmes, to trouble 
sleepy minds. 

Then choosing out few words most horri- 
ble, 325 

(Let none them read) thereof did verses 
frame; 


With which and other spelles like terrible, 

He bad awake blacke Plutoes griesly dame, 

And curséd heven, and spake reproachful 
shame 

Of highest God, the Lord of life and light: 330 

A bold bad man, that dared to call by name 

Great Gorgon, prince of darknes and dead 
night, 

At which Cocytus quakes, and Styx is put 
to flight. 


And forth he cald out of deepe darknes dredd 

Legions of sprights, the which, like litle 
flyes 335 

Fluttring about his ever damnéd hedd, 

Awaite whereto their service he applyes, 

To aide his friendes, or fray his enimies: 

Of those he chose out two, the falsest twoo, 

And fittest for to forge true-seeming lyes; 340 

The one of them he gave a message too, 

The other by him selfe staide, other worke 
to doo. 


He, making speedy way through sperséd ayre, 

And through the world of waters wide and 
deepe, , 

To Morpheus house doth hastily repaire. 345 

Amid the bowels of the earth full steepe, 
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And low, where dawning day doth never 


peepe, 
His dwelling is; there Tethys his wet bed 
Doth ever wash, and Cynthia still doth 
steepe 
In silver deaw his ever-drouping hed, 350 
Whiles sad Night over him her mantle black 
doth spred. 


Whose double gates he findeth lockéd fast, 

The one faire framed of burnisht yvory, 

The other all with silver overcast; 

And wakeful dogges before them farre doe 
lye, 355 

Watching to banish Care their enimy, 

Who oft is wont to trouble gentle Sleepe. 

By them the sprite doth passe in quietly, 

And unto Morpheus comes, whom drownéd 


deepe 
In drowsie fit he findes: of nothing he takes 
keepe. 360 


And more, to lulle him in his slumber soft, 

A trickling streame from high rock tumbling 
downe, 

And ever drizling raine upon the loft, 

Mist with a murmuring winde, much like 


the sowne : oy 
Of swarming bees, did cast him in a 
swowne: 365 


No other noyse, nor peoples troublous cryes, 

As still are wont t’annoy the walléd towne, 

Might there be heard: but carelesse Quiet 
lyes, 

Wrapt in eternall silence farre from enimyes. 


The messenger approching to him spake, 370 

But his waste wordes retourned to him in 
vaine: 

So sound he slept, that nought mought him 
awake. 

Then rudely he him thrust, and pusht with 
paine, 

Whereat he gan to stretch: but he againe 

Shooke him so hard, that forecéd him to 
speake. 375 

As one then in a dreame, whose dryer braine 

Is tost with troubled sights and fancies 
weake, 

He mumbled soft, but would not all his 
silence breake. 

The sprite then gan more boldly him to wake, 

And threatened unto him the dreaded 
name 380 

Of Hecate: whereat he gan to quake, 

And, lifting up his lompish head, with blame 

Halfe angrie asked him, for what he came. 

‘Hether,’ quoth he, ‘me Archimago sent, 

He that the stubborne sprites can wisely 
tame; 385 
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He bids thee to him send for his intent 
A fit false dreame, that can delude the sleep- 
ers sent.’ 


The god obayde, and calling forthstraight way 
A diverse dreame out of his prison darke, 
Delivered it to him, and downe did lay 390 
His heavie head, devoide of careful carke; 
Whose sences all were straight benumbd and 
starke. 

He, backe returning by the yvorie dore, 
Remounted up as light as cheareful larke, 
And on his litle winges the dreame he bore 395 
In hast unto his lord, where he him left afore. 


Who all this while, with charmes and hidden 
artes, 

Had made a lady of that other spright, 

And framed of liquid ayre her tender partes, 

So lively and so like in all mens sight, 400 

That weaker sence it could have ravisht 
quight: 

The maker selfe, for all his wondrous witt, 

Was nigh beguiléd with so goodly sight: 

Her all in white he clad, and over it 

Cast a black stole, most like to seeme for 
Una fit. 405 


Now when that ydle dreame was to him 
brought, 

Unto that Elfin knight he bad him fly, 

Where he slept soundly, void of evil thought, 

And with false shewes abuse his fantasy, 

In sort as he him schooléd privily: 410 

And that new creature, borne without her 
dew, 

Full of the makers guyle, with usage sly 

He taught to imitate that lady trew, 

Whose semblance she did carrie under 
feignéd hew. 


Thus well instructed, to their worke they 


haste, 415 
And comming where the knight in slomber 
lay, 


The one upon his hardie head him plaste, 
And made him dreame of loves and lustfull 
play, 
That nigh his manly hart did melt away, 
Bathéd in wanton blis and wicked joy. 420 
Then seeméd him his lady by him lay, 
And to him playnd, how that false wingéd boy 
Her chaste hart had subdewd to learne Dame 
Pleasures toy. 


And she her selfe, of beautie soveraigne 


queene, 
Fayre Venus, seemde unto his bed to 
bring 425 


Her, whom he, waking, evermore did weene 
To bee the chastest flowre that aye did spring 
On earthly braunch, the daughter of a king, 
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Now a loose leman to vile service bound: 

And eke the Graces seeméd all to sing 

Hymen 16 Hymen, dauncing all around, 

Whylst freshest Flora her with yvie girlond 
crownd. 


430 


In this great passion of unwonted lust, 
Or wonted feare of doing ought amis, 
He started up, as seeming to mistrust 
Some secret ill, or hidden foe of his: 
Lo! there before his face his ladie is, 
Under blacke stole hyding her bayted hooke, 
And as halfe blushing offred him to kis, 
With gentle blandishment and_ lovely 
looke, 440 
Most like that virgin true, which for her 
knight him took. 


All cleane dismayd to see so uncouth sight, 
And halfe enragéd at her shamelesse guise, 
He thought have slaine her in his fierce de- 


435 


spight: 
But hastie heat tempring with Sita 
wise, 445 


He stayde his hand, and gan himselfe advise 

To prove his sense, and tempt her faignéd 
truth. 

Wringing her hands in wemens pitteous wise, 

Tho can she weepe, to stirre up gentle ruth, 

Both for her noble blood, and for her tender 
youth. 450 


And sayd, ‘Ah sir, my hege lord and my love, 

Shall I accuse the hidden cruell fate, 

And mightie causes wrought in heaven 
above, 

Or the blind god, that doth me thus amate, 

For hopéd love to winne me certaine 
hate? 455 

Yet thus perforce he bids me do, or die. 

Die is my dew: yet rew my wretched state 

You, whom my hard avenging destinie 

Hath made judge of my life or death in- 
differently. 

‘Your owne deare sake forst me at first to 
leave 460 

My fathers kingdom’ — There she stopt 
with teares; 

Her swollen hart her speech seemed to be- 
reave; 

And then againe begonne: 
yeares, 

Captived to fortune and frayle worldly feares, 

Fly to your fayth for succour and sure 
ayde: 465 

Let me not die in languor and long teares.’ 

‘Why, dame,’ quoth he, ‘what hath ye thus 
dismayd? 

What frayes ye, that were wont to comfort 
me affrayd?’ 


‘My weaker 
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‘Love of your selfe,’ she saide, ‘and deare 
constraint, 

Lets me not sleepe, but waste the wearie 

night 470 


In secret anguish and unpittied plaint, 
Whiles you in careless sleepe are drownéd 


quight.’ 
Her doubtiull words made that redoubted 
knight 
Suspect her truth: yet since no’ untruth he 
knew, 
Her fawning love with foule disdainefull 
spight 475 
He eee not shend, but said, ‘Deare dame, 
rew, 
That for my sake unknowne such griefe unto 
you grew. 


Assure your selfe, it fell not all to ground; 
For all so deare as life is'to my hart, 
I deeme your love, and hold me to you 


bound; 480 
Ne let vaine feares procure your needlesse 
smart, 


Where cause is none, but to your rest depart.’ 
Not all content, yet seemd she to appease 
Her mournful! plaintes, beguiléd of her art, 
And fed with words, that could not chose 


but please; 485 
So slyding softly forth,she turnd as to her 
ease. 


Long after lay he musing at her mood, 
Much grieved to thinke that gentle dame so 


light, 
For whose defence he was to shed his blood. 
At last dull wearines of former fight 490 


Having yrockt asleepe his irkesome spright, 

That troublous dreame gan freshly tosse his 
braine 

With bowres, and beds, and ladies deare 
delight 

But when he saw his labour all was vaine, 

With that misforméd spright he backe re- 
turnd againe. 495 


CANTO IZ 


The guilefull great enchaunter parts 
The Redcrosse Knight from Truth: 
Into whose stead faire Falshood steps, 
And workes him woefull ruth. 


By this the northerne wagoner had set 

His sevenfold teme behind the stedfast 
starre, 

That was in ocean waves yet never wet, 

But firme is fixt, and sendeth light from farre 


To al that in the wide deepe wandring arre: 5 
And chearefull Chaunticlere with his note 
shrill 
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Had warned once, that Phoebus fiery carre 
In hast was climbing up the easterne hill, 
Full par ape that night so long his roome 


When those accurséd messengers of hell, 10 

That feigning dreame, and that faire-forged 
spright, 

Came to their wicked maister, and gan tel 

Their bootelesse paines, and ill succeeding 
night: 

Who, all in rage to see his skilfull might 

Deluded so, gan threaten hellish paine 15 

And sad Proserpines wrath, them to affright. 

But when he saw his threatning was but vaine, 

He cast about, and searcht his baleful bokes 
againe. 


Eftsoones he tooke that miscreated faire, 

And that false other spright, on whom he 
spred 20 

A seeming body of the subtile aire, 

Like a young squire, in loves and lustyhed 

His wanton daies that ever loosely led, 

Without regard of armes and dreaded fight: 

Those twoo he tooke, and in a secrete bed, 25 

Covered with darkenes and misdeeming 
night, 

Them both together laid, to joy in vaine 
delight. 


F hes he runnes with feignéd faithfull 
ast 

Unto his guest, who, after troublous sights 

And dreames, gan now to take more peed 
repast; 

Whom suddenly he wakes with fearful frights, 

As one aghast with feends or damnéd 
sprights, 

And to him eals: ‘Rise, rise, unhappy swaine, 

That here wex old in sleepe, whiles wicked 


wights 
Have knit themselves in Venus shameful 
chaine; 35 


Come see, where your false lady doth her 
honor staine.’ 


All in amaze he suddenly up start 

With sword in hand, and with the old man 
went; 

Who soone him brought into a secret part, 

Where that false couple were full closely 
ment 40 

In wanton lust and leud embracement; 

Which when he saw, he burnt with gealous 
fire, 

The eie of reason was with rage yblent, 

And would have slaine them in his furious 
ire, 

But hardly was restreinéd of that agéd sire. 45 
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Retourning to his bed in torment great, 

And bitter anguish of his guilty sight, 

He could not rest, but did his stout heart 
eat, 

And wast his inward gall with deepe de- 
spight, 

Yrkesome of life, and too long lingring 
night. 50 

At last faire Hesperus in highest skie 

Had spent his lampe, and brought forth 
dawning light; 

Then up he rose, and clad him hastily; 

The dwarfe him brought his steed: so both 
away do fly. 


Now when the rosy fingred Morning faire, 55 

Weary of agéd Tithones saffron bed, 

Had spred her purple robe through deawy 
aire, 

And the high hils Titan discoveréd, 

The royall virgin shooke of drousyhed, 

And rising forth out of her baser bowre, 60 

Lookt for her knight, who far away was fled, 

And for her dwarfe, that wont to wait each 
howre: 

Then gan she wail and weepe, to see that 
woeful stowre. 


And after him she rode with so much speede, 
As her slowe beast could make; but all in 

vaine: 65 
For him so far had borne his light-foot steede, 
Prickéd with wrath and fiery fierce disdaine, 
That him to follow was but fruitlesse paine; 
Yet she her weary limbes would never rest, 
But every hil and dale, each wood and 

plaine, 70 
Did search, sore grievéd in her gentle brest, 
He so ungently left her, whome she lovéd best. 


But subtill Archimago, when his guests 
He saw divided into double parts, 

And Una wandring in woods and forrests, 75 
Th’ end of his drift, he praisd his divelish arts, 
That had such might over true meaning harts: 
Yet rests not so, but other meanes doth make, 
How he may worke unto her further smarts: 


For her he hated as the hissing snake, 80 
And in her many troubles did most pleasure 
take. 


He then devisde himselfe how to disguise; 
For by his mighty science he could take 
As many formes and shapes in seeming wise, 
As ever Proteus to himselfe could make: 85 
Sometime a fowle, sometime a fish in lake, 
Now like a foxe, now like a dragon fell, 
That of himselfe he ofte for feare would quake, 
And oft would flie away. O who can tell 
The hidden powre of herbes, and might of 
magick spel? 90 
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But now seemde best, the person to put on 
Of that good knight, his late beguiléd guest: 
In mighty armes he was yelad anon, 

And silver shield; upon his coward brest 

A bloody crosse, and on his craven crest 95 
A bounch of heares discolourd diversly: 
Full jolly knight he seemde, and wel addrest, 
And when he sate uppon his courser free, 
Saint George himselfe ye would have deeméd 

him to be. 


But he, the knight whose semblaunt he did 
beare, 100 
The true Saint George, was wandred far away, 
Still flying from his thoughts and gealous 
feare;  _ 
Will was his guide, and griefe led him astray. 
At last him chaunst to meete upon the way 
A faithlesse Sarazin, all armde to point, 105 
In whose great shield was writ with letters gay 
Sans foy: full large of limbe and every joint 
He was, and caréd not for God or man a 
point. 


Hee had a faire companion of his way, 

A goodly lady clad in scarlot red, 110 

Purfled with gold and pearle of rich assay; 

And like a Persian mitre on her hed 

Shee wore, with crowns and owches gar- 
nishéed, 

The which her lavish lovers to her gave: 

Her wanton palfrey all was overspred 115 

With tinsell trappings, woven like a wave, 

Whose bridle rung with golden bels and 
bosses brave. 


With faire disport and courting dalliaunce 

She intertainde her lover all the way: 

But when she saw the knight his speare 
advaunce, 120 

Shee soone left of her mirth and wanton play, 

ae her knight addresse him to the 
ray: 

His foe was nigh at hand. He, prickte with 
pride 

And hope to winne his ladies hearte that day, 

Forth spurréd fast: adowne his coursers 
side 125 

The red bloud trickling staind the way, as 
he did ride. 


The Knight of the Rederosse, when him he 
spide 

Spurring so hote with rage dispiteous, 

Gan fairely couch his speare, and towards 


ride: 
Soone meete they both, both fell and furi- 
ous, 130 


That, daunted with theyr forces hideous, 
Their steeds doe stagger, and amazéd stand, 
And eke themselves, too rudely rigorous, 
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om with the stroke of their owne 

and. 

Doe backe rebutte, and ech to other yealdeth 
land. 135 

As when two rams, stird with ambitious pride, 

Fight for the rule of the rich fleecéd flocke, 

Their hornéd fronts so fierce on either side 

Doe meete, that, with the terror of the shocke 

Astonied, both stand sencelesse as a 
blocke, 140 

Forgetfull of the hanging victory: 

So stood these twaine, unmovéd as a rocke, 

Both staring fierce, and holding idely 

The broken reliques of their former cruelty. 


The Sarazin, sore daunted with the buffe, 145 

Snatcheth his sword, and fiercely to him flies; 

Who well it wards, and quyteth cuff with 
cuff: 

Each others equall puissaunce envies, 

And through their iron sides with cruell spies 

Does seeke to perce: repining courage 
yields 150 

No foote to foe. The flashing fier flies, 

As from a forge, out of their burning shields, 

And streams of purple bloud new dies the 
verdant fields. 


‘Curse on that Crosse,’ quoth then the Sara- 


zin, 

‘That keepes thy body from the bitter fitt! 155 

Dead long ygoe, I wote, thou haddest bin, 

Had not that charme from thee forwarnéd 
itt: 

But yet I warne thee now assuréd sitt, 

And hide thy head.’ Therewith upon his 
crest 

With rigor so outrageous he smitt, 160 

That a large share it hewd out of the rest, 

And glauncing downe his shield, from blame 
him fairely blest. 


Who thereat wondrous wroth, the sleeping 
spark 

Of native vertue gan eftsoones revive, 

And at his haughty helmet making mark, 165 

So hugely stroke, that it the steele did rive, 

And cleft his head. He, tumbling downe 
alive, 

With bloudy mouth his mother earth did kis, 

Greeting his grave: his grudging ghost did 
strive 

With the fraile flesh; at last it flitted is, 170 

Whether the soules doe fly of men that live 
amis. 


The lady, when she saw her champion fall, 

Like the old ruines of a broken towre, 

Staid not to waile his woefull funerall, 

But from him fled away with all her 
powre; 175 


225 
Who after her as hastily gan scowre, 


. Bidding the dwarfe with him to bring 


away 
The Sarazins shield, signe of the conquer- 
oure, 
Her soone he overtooke, and bad to stay, 
For present cause was none of dread her to 


dismay. 180 

Shee, turning backe with ruefull counte- 
__naunce, 

Cride, ‘Mercy, mercy, sir, vouchsafe to 
showe 


On silly dame, subject to hard mischaunce, 
And to your mighty wil!’ Her humblesse 


low, 
In so ritch weedes and seeming glorious 
show, 186 


Did much emmove his stout heroicke heart, 

And said, ‘Deare dame, your suddein over- 
throw 

Much rueth me; but now put feare apart, 

And tel, both who ye be, and who that tooke 


your part.’ 

Melting in teares, then gan shee thus la- 
ment: 190 

‘The wreched woman, whom unhappy 
howre 

Hath now made thrall to your commande- 
ment, 


Before that angry heavens list to lowre, 

And Fortune false betraide me to your 
powre, 

Was, (O what now availeth that I was?) 195 

Borne the sole daughter of an emperour, 

He that the wide west under his rule has, 

And high hath set his throne where Tiberis 
doth pas. 


‘He, in the first flowre of my freshest age, 

Betrothéd me unto the onely haire 200 

Of a most mighty king, most rich and sage; 

Was never prince so faithfull and so faire, 

Was never prince so mecke and debonaire; 

But ere my hopéd day of spousall shone, 

My dearest lord fell from high honors 
staire, 205 

Into the hands of hys accurséd fone, 

And cruelly was slaine, that shall I ever 
mone. 


‘His blesséd body, spoild of lively breath, 

Was afterward, I know not how, convaid 

And fro me hid: of whose most innocent 
death 210 

When tidings came to mee, unhappy maid, 

O how great sorrow my sad soule assaid! 

Then forth I went his woefull corse to 
find, 


226 
And many yeares throughout the world [I 


straid, — 
A virgin widow, whose deepe wounded 
mind 215 


With love, long time did languish as the 
striken hind. 


‘At last it chauncéd this proud Sarazin 

To aa me wandring; who perforce me 
le 

With him away, but yet could never win 

The fort, that ladies hold in soveraigne 
dread. 220 

There lies he now with foule dishonor dead, 

Who, whilse he livde, was calléd proud 
Sansfoy: 

The eldest of three brethren, all three 
bred 

Of one bad sire, whose youngest is Sansjoy, 

And twixt them both was born the bloudy 
bold Sansloy. 225 


‘In this sad plight, friendlesse, unfortunate, 

Now miserable I Fidessa dwell, 

Craving of you, in pitty of my state, 

To doe none ill, if please ye not doe well.’ 

He in great passion al this while did dwell, 230 

More busying his quicke eies, her face to 
view 


d 
Then his dull eares, to heare what shee did 
tell: 
And said, ‘Faire lady, hard of flint would 
rew 
The undeservéd woes and sorrows which ye 
shew. 
‘Henceforth in safe assuraunce may ye 
rest, 235 
Having both found a new friend you to 


aid 
And lost an old foe, that did you molest: 
Better new friend then an old foe is said.’ 
With chaunge of chear the seeming simple 


maid 
Let fal her eien, as shamefast, to the 
earth, 240 
And yeelding soft, in that she nought gain- 
said, 


So forth they rode, he feiming seemely merth, 
And shee coy lookes: so dainty, they say, 
maketh derth. 


Long time they thus together traveiléd, 

Til, weary of their way, they came at last 245 

Where grew two goodly trees, that faire did 
spred 

Their armes abroad, with gray mosse over- 
cast, 

And their greene leaves, trembling with every 
blast, 
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Made a calme shadowe far in compasse 


round: E 
The fearefull shepheard, often there 
aghast, 250 


Under them never sat, ne wont there sound 
His merry oaten pipe, but shund th’ unlucky 
ground. 


But this good knight, soone as he them can 
spie, 

For the coole shade him thither hastly got: 

Tor golden Phoebus, now ymounted hie, 255 

From fiery wheeles of his faire chariot 

Hurléd his beame so scorching cruell hot, 

That living creature mote it not abide; 

And his new lady it enduréd not. 

There they alight, in hope themselves to 
hide 260 

From the fierce heat, and rest their weary 
limbs a tide. 


Faire seemely pleasaunce each to other 
makes, 

With goodly purposes, there as they sit: 

And in his falséd fancy he her takes 

To be the fairest wight that livéd yit; 265 

Which to expresse, he bends his gentle wit, 

And thinking of those braunches greene to 
frame 

A girlond for her dainty forehead fit, 

He pluckt a bough; out of whose rifte there 
came 

Smal drops of gory bloud, that trickled 
down the same. 270 


Therewith a piteous yelling voice was heard, 

Crying, ‘O spare with guilty hands to teare 

My tender sides in this rough rynd embard; 

But fly, ah! fly far hence away, for feare 

Least to you hap that happened to me 
heare, 275 

And to this wretched lady, my deare love; 

O too deare love, love bought with death 
too deare!’ 

Astond he stood, and up his heare did hove, 

And with that suddein horror could no 
member move. 


At last, whenas the dreadfull passion 
Was overpast, and manhood well awake, 
Yet musing at the straunge occasion, 
And doubting much his sence, he thus be- 


280 


spake: 

‘What voice of damnéd ghost from Limbo 
lake, 

Or guilefull spright wandring in empty 
aire, 285 

Both which fraile men doe oftentimes mis- 
take, 


ee ee 


ee ee er 
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Sends to my doubtful eares these speaches 
rare, 

And ruefull plaints, me bidding guiltlesse 
blood to spare?’ 


Then groning deep: ‘Nor damnéd ghost,’ 


quoth he, 
‘Nor guileful sprite to thee these words doth 
speake, 290 


But once a man, Fradubio, now a tree; 

Wretched man, wretched tree! whose na- 
ture weake 

A cruell witch, her curséd will to wreake, 

Hath thus transformd, and plast in open 


plaines, 

Where Boreas doth blow full bitter 
bleake, 295 

And scorching sunne oem dry my secret 
vaines: 

For though a tree I seme, yet cold and heat 
me paines.’ 


‘Say on, Fradubio, then, or man or tree,’ 

Quoth then the knight; ‘by whose mis- 
chievous arts 

Art thou misshapéd thus, as now I see? 300 

He oft finds med’cine who his griefe im- 
parts; 

But Houble griefs afflict concealing harts, 

As raging flames who striveth to suppresse.’ 

‘The author then,’ said he, ‘of all my 
smarts, 

Is one Duessa, a false sorceresse, 

That many errant knights hath broght “6 


wretchednesse. 

‘In prime of youthly yeares, when corage 
hott 

The fire of love and joy of chevalree ‘ 


First kindled in my brest, it was my lott 
To love this gentle lady, whome ye see 310 
Now not a lady, but a seeming tree; 
With whome as once I rode accompanyde, 
Me chauncéd of a knight encountred bee, 
That had a like faire lady by his syde; 
Lyke a faire lady, but did fowle Duessa 
hyde. 315 


‘Whose forgéd did take in 
hand 

All other dames to have exceded farre; 

I in defence of mine did likewise stand, 

Mine, that did then shine as the morning 
starre: 

So both to batteill fierce arraungéd arre; 320 

In which his harder fortune was to fall 

Under my speare; such is the dye of warre: 

His lady, left as a prise martiall, 

Did yield her comely person, to be at my 
eall. 


beauty he 
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‘So doubly loved of ladies unlike faire, 325 

Th’ one seeming such, the other such indeede 

One day in doubt I cast for to compare, 

Whether in beauties glorie did exceede; 

A rosy gitlond was the victors meede. 

Both seemde to win, and both seemde won 
to bee, 330 

So hard the discord was to be agreede: 

Frielissa was as faire as faire mote bee, 

And “he! false Duessa seemde as faire as 
shee. 


‘The wicked witch, now seeing all this 
while 

The doubtfull ballaunce equally to sway, 335 

What not by right, she cast to win by guile; 

And by her hellish science raisd streight 
way - 

A foggy mist, that overcast the day, 

And a dull blast, that, breathing on her face, 

Dimméd her former beauties shining ray, 340 

And with foule ugly forme did her disgrace: 

Then was she fayre alone, when none was 
faire in place. 


‘Then a she out, ‘“Fye, fye! deforméd 
wight 

Whose borrowed beautie now appeareth 
plaine 

To have before bewitchéd all mens sight; 345 

O leave her soone, or let her soone be slaine.” 

Her loathly visage viewing with disdaine, 

Eftsoones I thought her such as she me told, 

And would have kild her; but with faignéd 
paine 

The false witch did my wrathfull hand with- 
hold: 350 

So left her, where she now is turnd to treen 
mould. 


‘Thensforth I tooke Duessa for my dame, 

And in the witch unweeting joyd long time, 

Ne ever wist but that she was the same: 

Till on a day (that day is everie prime, 355 

When witches wont do penance for their 
crime) ; 

I chaunst to see her in her proper hew, 

Bathing her selfe in origane and thyme: 

A filthy foule old woman I did vew, 

That ever to have toucht her I did deadly 
rew. 360 


‘Her neather partes misshapen, monstruous, 
Were hidd in water, that I could not see, 

But they did seeme more foule and hideous, 
Then womans shape man would beleeve to 


bee. 
Thensforth from her most beastly com- 
panie 365 


I gan refraine, in minde to slipp away, 


228 


Soone as appeard safe opportunitie: 

For danger great, if not assurd decay, 

I saw before mine eyes, if I were knowne to 
stray. 


‘The divelish hag, by chaunges of my 
cheare, 370 

Perceived my thought; and drownd in 
sleepie night, 

With wicked herbes and oyntments did be- 
smeare 

My body all, through charmes and magicke 
might, 

That all my senses were bereaved quight: 

Then brought she me into this desert 
waste. 375 

And by my wretched lovers side me pight, 

Where now enclosd in wooden wals full faste, 

Banisht from living wights, our wearie daies 


we waste.’ 

‘But how long time,’ said then the Elfin 
knight, 

‘Are you in this misforméd hous to 
dwell?’ 380 

‘We may not chaunge,’ quoth he, ‘this evill 
plight 


Till we be bathéd in a living well; 

That is the terme prescribéd by the spell.’ 

‘O how,’ sayd he, ‘mote I that well out find, 

That may restore you to your wonted 
well?’ 385 

‘Time and suffiséd fates to former kynd 

Shall us restore; none else from hence may 
us unbynd.’ 


The false Duessa, now Fidessa hight, 

Heard how in vaine Fradubio did lament, 

And knew well all was true. But the good 
knight 390 

Full of sad feare and ghastly dreriment, 

When all this speech the living tree had 
spent, 

The bleeding bough did thrust into the 
ground, 

That from the blood he might be innocent, 

And with fresh clay did close the wooden 


wound: 295 
Then turning to his lady, dead with feare her 
fownd. 


Her seeming dead he fownd with feignéd 
feare, 

As all unweeting of that well she knew, 

And paynd himselfe with busie care to 
reare 

Her out of carelesse swowne. Her eyelids 
blew, 400 

And dimméd sight, with pale and deadly 
hew, 
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At last she up gan lift: with trembling cheare 
Her up he tooke, too simple and too trew, 
And oft her kist. At length, all passéd feare, 
He set her on her steede, and forward forth 
did beare. 405 


CANTO III 


Forsaken Truth long seekes her love, 
And makes the Lyon mylde; 

Marres Blind Devotions mart, and fals 
In hand of leachour vylde. 


Nought is there under heav’ns wide hol- 


lownesse ’ 

That moves more deare compassion of 
mind 

Then beautie brought t’unworthie wretch- 
ednesse 

Through envies snares or fortunes freakes 
unkind: 

I, whether lately through her brightnes 
blynd, 5 


Or through alleageance and fast fealty 
Which I do owe unto all womankynd, 
Feele my hart perst with so great agony, 
When such I see, that all for pitty I could dy. 


And now it is empassionéd so deepe 10 
For fairest Unaes sake, of whom I sing, 
That my frayle eies these lines with teares 


do steepe, 

To thinke how she through guyleful handel- 
ing, 

Though true as touch, though daughter of 
a king, 

Though faire as ever living wight was 
fayre, 15 


Though nor in word nor deede ill meriting, 

Is from her knight divorcéd in despayre, 

And her dew loves deryved to that vile 
witches shayre. 


Yet she, most faithfull ladie, all this while 

Forsaken, wofull, solitarie mayd, 20 

Far from all peoples preace, as in exile, 

In wildernesse and wastfull deserts strayd 

To seeke her knight; who, subtily betrayd 

Through that late vision which th’ en- 

chaunter wrought, 

her abandond. She, of nought 

affrayd, 25 

Through woods and wastnes wide him 
daily sought; 

Yet wishéd tydinges none of him unto her 
brought. 


Had 


One day, nigh wearie of the yrkesome way, 

From her unhastie beast she did alight, 

And on the grasse her dainty limbs did 
lay 30 


—_ eee 
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In secrete shadow, far from all mens sight: 
From her fayre head her fillet she undight, 
And layd her stole aside. Her angels face 
As the great eye of heaven shyned bright, 
And made a sunshine in the shady 


place; 35 
Did never mortall eye behold such heavenly 
grace. 
It fortunéd, out of the thickest wood 
A ramping lyon rushéd suddeinly, 
Hunting full greedy after salvage blood: 
Soone as the royal! virgin he did spy, 40 
With gaping mouth at her ran greedily, 
To have attonee devourd her tender corse; 
But to the pray when as he drew more ny, 
His bloody rage aswagéd with remorse, 
And, with the sight amazd, forgat his furious 
forse. 45 


In stead thereof he kist her wearie feet, 

And lickt her lilly hands with fawning tong, 

As he her wrongéd innocence did weet. 

O how can beautie maister the most strong, 

And simple truth subdue avenging wrong! 50 

Whose yielded pryde and proud submission, 

Still dreading death, when she had markéd 
long, 

Her hart gan melt in great compassion, 

And drizling teares did shed for pure affec- 
tion. 


‘The lyon, lord of everie beast in field,’ 55 

Quoth she, ‘his princely puissance doth abate, 

And mightie proud to humble weake does 
yield, 

Forgetfull of the hungry rage, which late 

Him prickt, in pittie of my sad estate: 

But he, my lyon, and my noble lord, 60 

How does he find in cruell hart to hate, 

Her that him loved, and ever most adord, 

As the god of my life? why hath he me ab- 
hord?’ 


Redounding teares did choke th’ end of her 


plaint, 
Which softly ecchoed from the neighbour 
wood; 65 


And sad to see her sorrowfull constraint 
The kingly beast upon her gazing stood; 
With pittie calmd, downe fell his angry mood. 
At last, in close hart shutting up her paine, 
Arose the virgin borne of heavenly brood, 70 
And to her snowy palfrey got agayne, 
To seeke her strayéd champion if she might 
attayne. 


The lyon would not leave her desolate, 
But with her went along, as a strong gard 
Of her chast person, andafaythfull mate — 75 
Of her sad troubles and misfortunes hard: 


229 


Still, when she slept, he kept both watch 
and ward, 

And when she wakt, he wayted diligent, 

With humble service to her will prepard: 

From her fayre eyes he tooke commande- 
ment, 80 

And ever by her lookes conceivéd her intent. 


Long she thus traveiléd through deserts wyde, 

By which she thought her wandring knight 
shold pas, 

Yet never shew of living wight espyde; 

Till that at length she found the troden 
gras, 85 

In which the tract of peoples footing was, 

Under the steepe foot of a mountaine 
hore; 

The same she followes, till at last she has 

A damzell spyde, slow footing her before, 

That on her shoulders sad a pot of water 
bore. 90 


To whom approching, she to her gan call, 

To weet if dwelling place were nigh at 
hand; 

But eo wench her answerd nought 
at all; : 

She could not heare, nor speake, nor under- 
stand; 

Till, seeing by her side the lyon stand, 95 

With suddeine feare her pitcher downe she 
threw, 

And fled away; for never in that land 

Face of fayre lady she before did vew, 

And that dredd lyons looke her cast in 
deadly hew. 


Full fast she fled, ne ever lookt behynd, — 100 

As if her life upon the wager lay, 

And home she came, whereas her mother 
blynd 

Sate in eternall night: nought could she 
say, 

But, suddeine catching hold, did her dis- 


may 

With quaking hands, and other signes of 
feare: 105 

Who, full of ghastly fright and cold affray, 

Gan shut the dore. By this arrivéd there 

Dame Una, weary dame, and entrance did 
requere. 


Which when none yielded, her unruly page 

With his rude clawes the wicket open 
rent, 110 

And let her in; where, of his cruell rage 

Nigh dead with feare, and faint astonish- 
ment, 

Shee found them both in darkesome corner 
pent; 


230 
Where that old woman day and night did 


pray 

Upon her beads, devoutly penitent: 115 

Nine hundred Pater nosters every day, 

And thrise nine hundred Aves, she was wont 
to say. 


And to augment her painefull penaunce 
more, 

Thrise every weeke in ashes shee did sitt, 

And next her wrinkled skin rough sacke- 
cloth wore, 120 

And thrise three times did fast from any 
bitt: 

But now for feare her beads she did for- 
gett. 

Whose needelesse dread for to remove 
away, 

Faire Una framéd words and count’naunce 
fitt: 

Which hardly doen, at length she gan them 
pray 125 

That in their cotage small that night she rest 
her may. 


The day is spent, and commeth drowsie 
night, 

When every creature shrowded is in sleepe: 

Sad Una downe her laies in weary plight, 

And at her feete the lyon watch doth 


keepe: 130 
In stead of rest, she does lament, and 
weepe 


For the late losse of her deare lovéd knight, 

And sighes, and grones, and ever more does 
steepe 

Her tender brest in bitter teares all night; 

All night she thinks too long, and often lookes 
for light. 135 


Now when Aldeboran was mounted hye 
Above the shinie Cassiopeias chaire, 

And all in deadly sleepe did drownéd lye, 
One knockéd at the dore, and in would 


fare; 
He knockéd fast, and often curst, and 
sware, 140 


That ready entraunce was not at his call: 

For on his backe a heavy load he bare 

Of nightly stelths and pillage severall, 

Which he. had got abroad by purchas 
criminall. 


He was, to weete, a stout and sturdy 


thiefe, } ] 145 
Wont to robbe Churches of their orna- 
ments, 


And poore mens boxes of their due reliefe, 
Which given was to them for good intents; 
The holy saints of their rich vestiments 
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He did disrobe, when all men carelesse 
slept, 150 

And spoild the priests of their habiliments; 

Whiles none the holy things in safety 
kept, 

Then he by conning sleights in at the window 
crept. 


And all that he by right or wrong could 
find 

Unto this house he brought, and did be- 
stow 155 

Upon the daughter of this woman blind, 

Abessa, daughter of Corceca slow, 

With whom he [lewdness] usd, that few 
did know, 

And fed her fatt with feast of offerings, 

And plenty, which in all the land did 
grow; 160 

Ne sparéd he to give her gold and rings: 

And now he to her brought part of his stolen 
things. 


Thus, long the dore with rage and threats 
he bett, 
Yet of those fearfull women none dorst 


rize, 
(The lyon frayéd them,) him in to lett: 165 
He would no lenger stay him to advize, 

But open breakes the dore in furious wize, 
And entring is; when that disdainfull beast, 
Encountring fierce, him suddein doth sur- 

PYiZe,, 
And seizing cruell clawes on trembling 


brest, 170 
Under his lordly foot him proudly hath sup- 
prest. 


Him booteth not resist, nor succour call, 
His bleeding hart is in the vengers hand; 
Who streight him rent in thousand peeces 


small, 

And quite ‘dismembred hath: the thirsty 
land 175 

Dronke up his life; his corse left on the 
strand. 

His fearefull freends weare out the wofull 
night, 

Ne dare to weepe, nor seeme to under- 
stand 


The heavie hap which on them is alight; 
Affraid, least to themselves the like mishap- 
pen might. 180 


Now when broad day the world discovered 
has, 

Up Una rose, up rose the lyon eke, 

And on their former journey forward pas, 

In waies unknowne, her wandring knight 
to seeke, 
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With paines far passing that long wandring 
Greeke 185 

That for his love refused deitye; 

Such were the labours of this lady meeke, 

Still seeking him that from her still did 


five; 
Then furthest from her hope, when most she 
weenéd nye. 


Soone as she parted thence, the fearfull 
twayne, 190 
That blind old woman and her daughter 


ear, 

Came forth, 
slayne, 

For anguish great they gan to rend their 
heare, 

And beat their brests, and naked flesh to 
teare. 

And when they both had wept and wayld 
their fill, 195 

Then forth they ran like two amazéd deare, 

Halfe mad through malice and revenging 
will, 

To follow her, that was the causer of their 


and finding Kirkrapine there 


Whome overtaking, they gan loudly bray, 

With hollow houling and lamenting ery, 200 

Shamefully at her rayling all the way, 

And her accusing of dishonesty, 

That was the flowre of faith and chastity; 

And still, amidst her rayling, she did pray 

That plagues, and mischiefes, and long 
misery 208 

Might fall on her, and follow all the way, 

And that in e mndlesse error she might’ ever 


stray. 

But when she saw her prayers nought pre- 
vaile, 

Shee backe retournéd with some labour 
lost; 

And in the way, as shee did weepe and 
waile, 210 


A knight her mett in mighty armes embost, 

Yet knight was not for all his bragging 
bost, 

But subtill Archimag, that Wind sought 

By traynes into new troubles to have toste: 

Of that old woman tidings he besought, 215 

If that of such a ladie shee could tellen 
ought. 


Therewith she gan her passion to renew, 

And ery, and curse, and raile, and rend 
her heare, 

Saying, that harlott she too lately knew, 

‘That causd her shed so many a bitter 
teare, 220 
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And so forth told the story of her feare. 

Much seeméd he to mone her haplesse 
chaunce, 

And after for that lady did inquere; 

Which being taught, he forward gan ad- 
vaunce 

His fair enchaunted steed, and eke his 
charmed launce. 225 
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Ere long he came where Una traveild slow, 
And that wilde champion wayting her 


besyde: 

Whome seeing such, for dread hee durst 
not show 

Him oun too nigh at hand, but turnéd 

rde 

Unto an hil; from whence when she him 
spyde, 230 

By his like seeming shield her knight by 
name 

She iii it was, and towards him gan 
ride: 


Approching nigh, she wist it was the same, 
And with faire fearefull humblesse towards 
him shee came; 


And weeping said, ‘Ah! my long lackéd 


lord, 235 
Where have ye bene thus long out of my 
sight? 


Much fearéd I to have been quite abhord, 
Or ought have done, that ye displeasen 


might, 

That should as death unto my deare heart 
light: 

For since mine eie your joyous sight did 
mis, 240 

My chearefull day is turnd to chearelesse 
night, 


And eke my night of death the shadow is; 
But welcome now, my light, and shining 
lampe of blis.’ 


He thereto meeting said, ‘My dearest dame, 
Far be it from your thought and fro my 
wil 245 
thinke that knighthood I so much 
should shame, 

As you to leave, that have me lovéd stil, 
And chose in Faery court, of meere good- 


To 


wil, 

Where noblest knights were to be found 
on earth: 

The earth shall sooner leave her kindly 
slal 250 

To bring forth fruit, and make eternall 
derth, 

Then I leave you, my liefe, yborn of hevenly 
berth. 
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‘And sooth to say, why I lefte you so long, 

Was for to seeke adventure in straunge 
place, 

Where Archimago said a felon strong 255 

To many knights did daily worke dis- 
grace; 

But papies he now shall never more de- 
face: 

Good cause of mine excuse, that mote ye 
please 

Well to accept, and ever more embrace 

My faithfull service, that by Jand and 
seas 260 

Have vowd you to defend. Now then your 
plaint appease.’ 


His lovely’ words her seemd due recom- 
pence 

Of all her passéd paines: one loving howre 

For many yeares of sorrow can dispence: 

A dram of sweete is worth a pound of 
sowre: 265 

Shee has forgott how many a woeful stowre 

For him she late endurd; she speakes no 
more 

Of past: true is, that true love hath no 
powre 

To looken backe; his eles be fixt before: 

Before her stands her knight, for whom she 
toyld so sore. 270 


Much like as when the beaten marinere, 
That long hath wandred in the ocean wide, 
Ofte soust in swelling Tethys saltish teare, 
And long time having tand his tawney hide 
With blustring breath of heaven, that none 


can bide, 275 
And scorching flames of fierce Orions 
hound, 


Soone as the port from far he has espide, 

His chearfull whistle merily doth sound, 

And Nereus crownes with cups; his mates 
him pledg around. 


Such joy made Una, when her knight she 


found; 280 
And eke th’ enchaunter joyous seemde no 
lesse, 


Then the glad marchant, that does vew 
from ground 

His ship far come from watrie wildernesse; 

He hurles out vowes, and Neptune oft 
doth blesse. 

So forth they past, and all the way they 
spent 285 

Discoursing of her dreadful late distresse, 

In which he askt her, what the lyon ment: 

Who told her all that fell in journey, as she 
went. 
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They had not ridden far, when they might 
see 

One pricking towards them with hastie 

eat, 290 

Full strongly armd, and on a courser free, 

That through his fiersnesse foméd all with 
sweat, 

And the sharpe yron did for anger eat, 

When his hot ryder spurd his chauffed side; 

His looke was sterne, and seeméd still to 
threat 295 

Cruell revenge, which he in hart did hyde; 

And on his shield Sans loy in bloody lines 
was dyde. 


When nigh he drew unto this gentle payre, 

And saw the red-crosse, which the knight 
did beare, 

He burnt in fire, and gan eftsoones pre- 


pare 300 
Himselfe to batteill with his couchéd 
speare. 
Loth was that other, and did faint through 
feare, 


To taste th’ untryéd dint of deadly steele; 

But yet his lady did so well him cheare, 

That hope of new good hap he gan to 
feele; ~~ 80p 

So bent his speare, and spurd his horse with 
yron heele. 


But that proud Paynim forward came so 


ferce, 

And full of wrath, that with his sharphead 
speare, 

Through vainly crosséd shield he quite did 
perce, 


And had his staggering steede not shronke 
for feare, 310 

Through shield and body eke he should 
him beare; 

Yet so great was the puissance of his push, 

That from his sadle quite he did him beare: 

He, tombling rudely downe, to ground did 


rush 
And from his goréd wound a well of bloud did 
gush. 315 


Dismounting lightly from his loftie steed, 
He to him lept, in minde to reave his life, | 
And proudly said: ‘Lo there the worthie 


meed 

Of him that slew Sansfoy with bloody 
knife! 

Henceforth his ghost, freed from repining 
strife, 320 


In peace may passen over Lethe lake, 
When mourning altars, purged with eni-- 
mies life, 
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The black infernall Furies doen aslake: 
Life from Sansfoy thou tookst, Sansloy shall 
from thee take.’ 


Therewith in haste his helmet gan un- 
lace, 325 

Till Una eride, ‘O hold that heavie hand, 

Deare sir, what ever that thou be in place! 

Enough is, that thy foe doth vanquisht 
stand 

Now at thy mercy: mercy not withstand: 

For he is one the truest knight alive, 330 

ots conquered now he lye on lowly 
and, 

And whilest him fortune favourd, fayre did 


ive 
In bloudy field: therefore of life him not 


deprive.’ 

Her piteous wordes might not abate his 
rage, 

But, rudely rending up his helmet, 
would ; 335 

Have slayne him streight: but when he 
sees his age, 


And hoarie head of Archimago old, 

His hasty hand he doth amaséd hold, 

And, halfe ashaméd, wondred at the sight: 
For that old man well knew he, though 


untold, 340 
In charmes and magick to have wondrous 
might; 


Ne ever wont in field, ne in round lists, to 
fight. 
And said, 
syre, 
What doe I see? what hard mishap is this, 
That hath thee hether brought to taste 
mine yre? 345 
Or thine the fault, or mine the error is, 
In stead of foe to wound my friend amis?’ 
He answered nought, but in a traunce still 
lay 
And on ‘those guilefull dazéd eyes of his 
The cloude of death did sit. Which doen 
away, 250 
He left him lying so, ne would no lenger stay; 


‘Why, Archimago, lucklesse 


But to the virgin comes; who all this while 
Amaséd stands, her selfe so mockt to see 
By him, who has the guerdon of his guile, 
For so misfeigning her true knight to 
bee: 355 
Yet is she now in more perplexitie, 
Left in the hand of that same Paynim 
bold, 
From whom her booteth not at all to flie; 
Who, by her cleanly garment catching hold, 
Her from her palfrey pluckt, her visage to 
behold. 360 
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But her fiers servant, full of kingly aw 

And high disdaine, whenas his soveraine 
dame 

So rudely handled by her foe he saw, 

With gaping jawes full greedy at him came, 

And, ramping on his shield, did weene the 


same 365 
Have reft away with his sharp rending 
clawes: 


But he was stout, and lust did now inflame 

His corage more, that from his griping 
pawes 

He hath his shield redeemd, and forth his 
swerd he drawes. 


O then too weake and feeble was the forse 370 

Of salvage beast, his puissance to with- 
stand: . 

For he was strong, and of so mightie corse, 

As ever wielded speare in warlike hand, 

And feates of armes did wisely understand. 

Eftsoones he pereéd through his chauféd 
chest 375 

With thrilling point of deadly yron brand, 

And launcht his lordly hart: with death 
opprest 

He rored aloud, whiles life forsooke his stub- 
borne brest. 


Who now is left to keepe the forlorne maid 

From raging spoile of lawlesse victors 
will? 380 

Her faithfull gard removed, her hope dismaid, 

Her selfe a yielded pray to save or spill. 

He now, lord of the field, his pride to fill, 

With foule reproches and _ disdaineful 
spight 

Her vildly entertaines, and, will or nill, 

Beares her away upon his courser light: 

Her prayers nought prevaile; his rage is 
more of might. 


385, 


And all the way, with great lamenting 
paine, 

And piteous plaintes, she filleth his dull 
eares, 


That stony hart could riven have in 
twaine, 390 

And all the way she wetts with flowing 
teares: 

But he, enraged with rancor, nothing 
heares. 

Her servile beast yet would not leave 
her so, 

But followes her far of, ne ought he feares, 

To be partaker of her wandring woe. 395 


More mild, in beastly kind, then that her 
beastly foe. 
1590 
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THE CIVIL WARS 


IMPRISONMENT AND DEATH 
ie < f, Hq y 
Tue parliament, which now is held, decreed, 
Whatever pleased the king but to propound, 
Confirmes the crown to him, and to his seed, 
And by their oath their due obedience 


bound; 
Which was the power that stood him best 
in stead, 5 


And made whateyer broken courses sound. 

For what be got by fortune, favour, might, 

It was the state that now must make his 
right. 


Here was agreed, to make all more secure, 
That Richard should remain for evermore 10 
Close prisoner; lest the realm might chance 
endure 

Some new revolt, or any fresh uproar: 

And that if any should such broil procure, 
By him, or for him, he should die therefore. 
So that a talk of tumult, anda breath, 15 
Would serve him as his passing-bell to death. 


Yet, reverend Carlile, thou didst there op- 
pose 

Thy holy voise to save thy prince’s blood, 

And freely check’dst this Judgment and his 


foes: 
When all were bad, yet thou dar’dst to be 
good 20 


Be it enrolled (that time may never lose 

The memory) how firm thy courage stood, 

When power, disgrace, nor death could ought 
divert 

Thy glorious tongue thus to reveal thy heart. 


‘Grave, reverent lords, since that this sacred 
place, 25 

Our Aventine-retire, our holy hill, 

This place, soul of our state, the realm’s best 
grace, 

Doth privilege me speak what reason will: 

Let me but say my conscience in this case: 

Let sin of silence show my heart was ill: 30 

And let these walls witness, if you will not, 

I do discharge my soul of this foul blot. 


‘Never shall this poor breath of mine con- 
sent, 

That he that two and twenty years hath 
reigned 

As lawful lord, and king by just descent, 35 

Should here be judged, unheard and unar- 
raigned ; 


Ye fa OF RICHARD II Remnngfil GOonkes 


PURITAN PERIODS 


By subjects too, judges incompetent 

To judge their king, unlawfully detained 

And unbrought-forth to plead his guiltless 
cause; 


Barring th’ annointed liberty of laws. 40 


'‘Have you not done enough with what is 


done? 

Must needs disorder grow from bad to worse? 

Can never mischief end as it begun; 

But being once out, must further out, of 
force? 

Think you that any means under the Sun, 45 

Can assecure so indirect a course? 

Or any broken cunning build so strong, 

As can hold out the hand of vengeance 
long?’ 


Stopt there was his too vehement speech 
with speed, 

And he sent close to ward from where he 
stood; 50 

His zeal untimely, deemed too much t’ exceed 

The measure of his wit, and did no good. 

They resolute, for all this, do proceed 

Unto that judgment could not be withstood. 

The king had all he craved, or could com- 


pel; 55 
And all was done —let others judge how 
well. 


Now, Muse, relate a woful accident, 

And tell the bloodshed of these mighty peers, 

Who (lately reconciled) rest discontent, 

Grieved with disgrace, remaining in their 
fears: 60 

However seeming outwardly content, 

Yet th’ inward touch that wounded honour 
bears, 

Rests closely wrankling, and can find no ease, 

Till death of one side cure this great disease. 


Means how to feel and learn each other’s 
heart, 65 

By th’ abbot’s skill of Westminster is found; 

Who, secretly disliking Henry’s part, 

Invites these lords, and those he meant to 
sound; 

Feasts them with cost, 
with art; 

And dark and doubtful 


and draws them on 


questions doth pro- 


pound: 70 
Then plainer speaks, and yet uncertain 
speaks: 


Then wishes well — then off abruptly breaks. 


‘My lords,’ saith he, ‘I fear we shall not 
find 

This long-desiréd king such as was thought. 

But yet he may do well— God turn his 
mind: 75 


SAMUEL 


’T is yet new days — but ill bodes new and 
nought. 

on A ae speed well — though all men of my 

Have cause to doubt. His speech is not 
forgot, — 

That princes had too little, we too much. 

God give him grace — but ’t is ill trusting 
such.’ 80 


This open-close, apparent-dark discourse, 
Drew on much speech: and every man re- 


plies: 

And every man adds heat: and words en- 
force 

And urge out words. For when one man 
esples 

Another’s mind like his, then ill breeds 
worse; 85 


And out breaks all in th’ end what closest 
es. 
For when men well have fed, th’ blood being 
warm, 
Then are they most improvident of harm. 


Bewray they did their inward boiling spite; 
Each stirring other to revenge their 
cause. 90 
One says he never should endure the sight 
Of that forsworn, that wrongs both land and 
laws. 
Another vows the same; of his mind right. 
A third t’a point more near the matter draws; 
Swears if they would, he would attempt the 
thing, , 95 
To chase th’ usurper, and replace their king. 


Thus one by one kindling each other’s fire, 
Till all inflamed, they all in one agree; 

All resolute to prosecute their ire, 

Seeking their own and country’s cause to 


free; 100 
And have his first, that their blood did con- 
spire. 


For no way else, they said, but this, could be 

Their wrong-detainéd honour to redeem, 

Which true-bred blood should more than 
life esteem. 


‘And let not this our new-made faithless 
lord,’ 105 
Saith Surrey, ‘think that we are left so bare 
(Though bare enough) but we will find a 
sword 
To kill him with, when he shall not be ware.’ 
For he that is with life and will enstored, 
Hath (for revenge) enough, and needs not 
care: 110 
For time brings means to furnish him withall; 
Let him but wait th’ occasions as they fall. 
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Then of the manner how t’ effect the 
thing, 

Consulted was, — and in the end agreed 

That at a masque and common revelling, 115 

Which was ordained, they should perform 
the deed: 

For that would be least doubted of the king, 

And fittest for their safety to proceed. 

The night, their number, and the sudden act 

Would dash all order, and protect their 
fact. 120 


Besides, they might under the fair pretence 

Of tilts and tournaments, which they intend, 

Provide them horse and armour for defence, 

And _ things else convenient for their 
end. 

Besides, they might hold sure intelligencé 125 

Among themselves, without suspect t’ offend: 

The king would think, they sought but grace 
in court, 

With all their great preparing in this sort. 


A solemn oath religiously they take, 

By intermutual vows protesting there, 

This never to reveal, nor to forsake 

So good a cause, for danger, hope, or fear. 

The sacrament, the pledge of faith, they 
take: 

And every man upon his sword doth swear, 

By knighthood, honour, or what else should 
bind; 135 

To assecure the more each other’s mind. 


130 


And when all this was done, and thought 
well done, 

And every one assures him good success, 

And easy seems the thing to every one, 

That nought could cross their path, or them 
suppress; 140 

Yet one among the rest (whose mind not 
won 

With th’ overweening thought of hot excess, 

Nor headlong carried with the stream of will, 

Nor by his own election led to ill), 


Judicious Blount (whose learning, valour, 


wit, 145 
Had taught true knowledge in the course 
of things; 
Knew dangers as they were; and th’ 


hum’rous fit 
Of ’wareless discontent, what end it brings) 
Counsels their heat with calm grave words, 
and fit, 
(Words well fore-thought, that from expe- 
rience springs) 150 
And warns a warier carriage in the thing, 
Lest blind presumption work their ruining. 


236 


‘My lords,’ saith he, ‘I know your wisdom’s 
such, 

As that of mine advice you have no need; 

I know you know how much the thing doth 
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touch 155 
The main of all your states, your blood, your 
seed; 


Yet since the same concerns my life as much 

As his whose hand is chiefest in this deed, 

And that my foot must go as far as his; 

I think my tongue may speak what needful 
1s. 160 


‘The thing we enterprise, I know, doth bear 

Great possibility of good effect; 

For that so many men of might there are, 

That venture here this action to direct; 

Which meaner wights, of trust and credit 
bare, 165 

Not so respected, could not look t’ effect. 

For none, without great hopes, will follow 
such, 

Whose power and honour doth not promise 
much. 


‘Besides, this new and doubtful government, 

The wavering faith of people vain and 
light; 170 

The secret hopes of many discontent; 

The natural affection to the right; 

Our lawful sovereign’s life, in prison pent, 

Whom men begin to pity now, not spite; 

Our well-laid plot and all, I must confess, 175 

With our just cause, doth promise good suc- 
cess. 


‘But this is yet the outward, fairest side 

Of our design — Within rests more of fear, 

More dread of sad event yet undescried, 

Than, my most worthy lords, I would there 
were. 180 

But yet I speak not this, as to divide 

Your thoughts from th’ act, or to dismay your 
cheer; 

Only to add unto your forward will 

A moderate fear, to east the worst of ill. 


‘Danger before, and in, and after th’ act, 185 

You needs must grant, is great, and to be 
weighed. 

Before; lest, while we do the deed protract, 

It be by any of ourselves bewrayed; 

For, many being privy to the fact, 

How hard it is to keep it unbetrayed, 190 

When the betrayer shall have life and grace, 

And rid himself of danger and disgrace. 


‘For though some few continue resolute, 
Yet many shrink, whieh at the first would 
dare, 
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And be the foremost men to execute, 195 
If th’ act and motion at one instant were: 
But intermission suffers men dispute 

What dangers are, and cast with further 


care. 
Cold doubt cavils with honour, scorneth 


fame; 
And in the end, fear weighs down faith with 
shame. 200 


‘Then in the act what perils shall we find, 

If either place, or time, or other course 

Cause us to alter th’ order now assigned, 

Or that, than we expect, things happen 
worse? 

If either errour, or a fainting mind, 

An indiscreet amazement, or remorse, 

In any at that instant should be found, 

How much it might the act, and all con- 
found? 


‘After the deed, the dangers are no less; 
Lest that our forwardness not seconded 210 
By our own followers and accomplices, 
Being kept back, or slow, or hinderéd, 

The hasty multitude rush on, t’ oppress 
Confuséd weakness, there unsuccoréd; 

Or raise another head of that same race, 215 
T’ avenge his death, and prosecute the case, 
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‘All this, my lords, must be consideréd 

(The best and worst of that which may suc- 
ceed), 

That valour mixed with fear, boldness with 
dread, 

May march more circumspect, with better 
heed. 220 

And to prevent these mischiefs mentionéd, 

Is by our faith, our secrecy, and speed: 

For even already is the work begun; 

And we rest all undone, till all be done, 


‘And though I could have wished another 
course, 225 

In open field t’ have hazarded my blood; 

Yet some are here, whose love is of that force 

To draw my life, whom zeal hath not with- 
stood. 

But lke you not of your design the worse: 

If the success be good, your course is 
good; 230 

And ending well, our honour then begins: 

No hand of strife is pure, but that which 
wins.’ 


This said, a sad still silence filled their minds, 

Upon the fearful project of their woe; 

But that not long, ere forward fury finds 235 

Encouraging persuasions on to go. 

‘We must,’ said they, ‘we will; our honour 
binds; 
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Our safety bids; our faith must have it so. 
We know the worst can come: ‘t is thought 


upon. 
We cannot shift— being in, we must go 
on.’ 240 


And on indeed they went — But O! not far; 

A fatal stop traversed their headlong course; 

Their drift ’comes known, and they dis- 
covered are: 

For some (of many) will be false, of force. 

Aumarle became the man that all did 
mar, 245 

Whether through indiscretion, chance, or 
worse; 

He makes his peace with offering others’ 
blood, 

And shows the king how all the matter 
stood. 


Then lo! dismayed confusion all possessed 
Th’ afflicted troop, hearing their plot de- 


scried. 250 
Then runs amazed distress, with sad 
unrest, 


To this, to that; to fly, to stand, to hide: 

Distracted terror knew not what was 
best, 

On what determination to abide. 

At last despair would yet stand to the 
sword, 255 

To try what friends would do, or fate afford. 


Then this, then that man’s aid, they crave, 


implore; 
Post here for help, seek there their fol- 
- lowers; 
Conjure their friends they had, labour for 
more; 
Solicit all reputed favourers 260 
Who Richard’s cause seemed to affect be- 
fore: 


And in his name write, pray, send messen- 


gers 
To try what faith was left, if by this art 
Any would step to take affliction’s part. 


And some were found—and some again 
drew back: 265 

Uncertain power could not itself retain. 

Entreat they may; authority they lack: 

And here and there they march (but all in 
vain) 

With desperate course; like those that see 
their wreck 

Even on the rocks of death; and yet they 
strain, 270 

That death may not them idly find t’ attend 

‘Their certain last, but work to meet their 
end. 
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And long they stand not, ere the chief, sur- 
prised, 

Conclude with their dear blood their tragedy: 

And all the rest dispersed, run, some dis- 


guised 275 
To unknown coasts; some to the shores do 
fly ; 


Some to the woods, or whither fear advised: 
But running from, all to destruction hie. 
The breach once made upon a_ battered 


state, 

Down goes distress: no shelter shrouds their 
fate. 280 

And now what horrour in their souls doth 
grow! 

What sorrows with their friends and near 
allies! 


What mourning in their ruined houses now! 

How many children’s plaints, and mothers’ 
cries! 

How many woful widows left to bow 285 

To sad disgrace! What perished families! 

What heirs of high rich hopes their thoughts 
must frame 

To base down-looking poverty and shame! 


This slaughter and calamity foregoes 

Thy eminent destruction, woful king: 290 
This is the bloody comet of thy woes, 
That doth foretell thy present ruining. 
Here was thy end decreed, when these men 


rose; 

And even with theirs this act thy death did 
bring, 

Or hastened, at the least, upon this 
ground; 295 

Yet if not this, another had been found. 


Kings, (lords of times and of occasions) may 
e : 
Take their advantage when and how they 


list: 

For now the realm, he thought, in this dis- 
may, 

T’ avoid like mischiefs, neither would re- 
sist, 300 


Nor feel the wound at all: since by this way, 

All future disturbations would desist. 

The root cut off, from whence these tumults 
rose, 

He should have rest, the commonwealth re- 
pose. 


He knew this time: and yet he would not 
seem 305 

Too quick to wrath, as if affecting blood; 

But yet complains so far, that men might 
deem 

He would ’t were done, and that he thought 
it good: 
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And wished that some would so his life es- 
teem, 

As rid him of these fears wherein he 
stood. 310 

And therewith eyes a knight that then was 


Wi 
Who soon could learn his lesson by his eye. 


The man, he knew, was one that willingly 
For one good look would hazard soul and 
all; 

An instrument for any villainy, 

That needed no commission more at all: 
A great ease to the king, that should hereby 
Not need in this a course of justice call, 
Nor seem to will the act. For though what’s 


315 


wrought 
Were his own deed, he grieves should so be 
thought. 320 


‘So foul a thing, O thou Injustice art, 

That torturest both the doer and distrest, 
For when a man hath done a wicked part, 
How doth he strive t’ excuse, to make the 


best, 
To shift the fault, t? unburden his charged 
heart; 325 


And glad to find the least surmise of rest! 

And if he could make his seem other’s sin, 

What great repose, what ease he finds 
therein!’ 


This knight — But yet, why should I call 
him knight, 

To give impiety this reverent style? 330 

Title of honour, worth, and virtue’s right, 

Should not be given to a wretch so vile. 

But pardon me if I do not aright; 

It is because I will not here defile 

My unstained verse with his opprobrious 
name, 335 

And grace him so, to place him in the same. 


This caitiff goes, and with him takes eight 
more 

As desperate as himself, impiously bold, 

(Such villains as he knew would not abhor 

To execute what wicked act he would) 340 

And hastes him down to Pomfret: where be- 
fore, 

The restless king conveyed, was laid in hold: 

There would-he do the deed he thought 
should bring 

To him great grace and favour with his king. 

Whether the soul receives intelligence, 345 

By her near genius, of the body’s end, 

And so imparts a sadness to the sense, 

Foregoing ruin whereto it doth tend: 

Or whether nature else hath conference 
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With profound sleep, and so doth warning 
send, 350 

By prophetising dreams, what hurt is near, 

And gives the heavy careful heart to fear: 


However, so it is, the now sad king, 

(Tossed here and there his quiet to con- 
found,) 

Feels a strange weight of sorrows gather- 


ing 355 
Upon his trembling heart, and sees no 
ground; 


Feels sudden terror bring cold shivering; 
Lists not to eat, still muses, sleeps unsound; 
His senses droop, his steady eyes unquick, 
And much he ails, and yet he is not sick. 360 


The morning of that day which was his last, 

After a weary rest, rising to pain, 

Out at a little grate his eyes he cast 

Upon those bordering hills and open plain, 

And views the town, and sees how people 
passed; 365 

Where others’ liberty makes him complain 

The more his own, and grieves his soul the 
more, 

Conferring captive crowns with freedom 
poor. 


‘O happy man,’ saith he, ‘that lo I see, 

Grazing his cattle in those pleasant fields! 370 

If he but knew his good (how blesséd he 

That feels not what affliction greatness 
yields!), 

Other than what he is he would not be, 

Nor change his state with him that sceptres 


wields. ; 
Thine, thine is that true life; that is ta 
live — 375 


To rest secure, and not rise up to grieve. 


‘Thou sit’st at home safe by thy quiet fire, 

And hear’st of others’ harms but feelest 
none; 

And there thou tell’st of kings, and who as- 
pire, 

Who fall, who rise, who triumph, who do 
moan. 380 

Perhaps thou talk’st of me, and dost inquire 

Of my restraint, why here I live alone; 

And pitiest this my miserable fall, 

For pity must have part, envy not all. 


‘Thrice happy you, that look as from the 
shore, 385 

And have no venture in the wrack you see, 

No int’rest, no occasion to deplore 

Other men’s travels while yourselves sit 
free. 

How much doth your sweet rest make us 
the more 
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To see our misery and what we bel 390 
Whose blinded greatness, ever in turmoil, 
Still seeking happy life, makes life a toil, 


‘Great Diocletian (and more great therefore, 
For yielding g Up that whereto pride aspires), 
Reck’ning thy gardens in Illyria more 395 
Than all the empire, all what th’ earth ad- 
mires, 
Thou well didst teach that he is never poor 
That little hath, but he that much desires; 
Finding more true delight in that small 


ground 
Than in possessing all the earth was 
found. 400 
‘Are kings, that freedom give, themselves 
not free 


As meaner men to take what they may give? 

What! are they of so fatal a degree 

That they cannot descend from that and 
live? 

Unless they still be kings, can they not 
be? 405 

Nor may they their authority survive? 


Will not my yielded crown redeem my 
breath? 

Still am I feared? Is there no way but 
death?’ 

Searce this word ‘death’ from sorrow did 
proceed, 

When in rushed one and tells him such a 
knight 410 

Is new arrived and comes from court in 
speed. 

‘What news,’ said he, ‘with him, that 


trait’rous wight? 
What, more removing yet? alas! what need? 
Are we not far enough sent out of sight? 
Or is this place here not sufficient strong 415 
To guard us in? Or must we have more 
wrong?’ 


By this the bloody troop were at the door, 

Whenas a sudden and a strange dismay 

Enforced them strain who should B0 in be- 
fore. 

One offers, and in off’ring makes a ‘stay: 420 

Another forward sets, and doth no more; 

A third the like; and none durst make the 
way. 

So much the horror of so vile a deed, 

In vilest minds, deters them to proceed. 


At length, as to some great advent’rous 
fight, 425 

This bravo cheers these dastards all he can, 

And valiantly their courage doth incite, 

And all against one weak, unarméd man. 
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A great exploit, and fit for such a knight; 
Wherein so much renown his valour won! 430 
But see how men that very presence fear 
Which once they knew authority did bear! 


Then on thrusts one, and he would foremost 


€ 
To shed another’s blood, but lost his own: 
For, ent’ring in, as soon as he did see 435 
The face of majesty, to him well known, 
Like Marius’ soldier at Minternum, he 
Stood still amazed, his courage overthrown; 
The king, seeing this, starting from where he 


sate 
Out from his trembling hand his weapon 
gate. 440 


Thus even his foes, who came to bring him 
death, 

Bring him a weapon that before had none, 

That yet he might not idly lose his breath, 

But die revenged in action, not alone. 

And this good chance, ‘that thus much 
favoureth, e 445 

He slacks not, for he presently speeds on, 

And lion-like upon the rest he flies: 

And ee falls one;—and there another 
les. 


And up and down he traverses his ground; 
Now wards a felling blow, now strikes 


again; 450 
Then nimbly shifts a thrust, then lends a 
wound, 


Now back he gives, then rushes on amain. 

His quick and ready hand doth so confound 

These shameful beasts that four of them 
lie slain: 

And all had perished happily and well, 455 

But for one act that, oh, I grieve to tell. 


This coward-knight, seeing with shame and 
fear 

His men thus slain, and doubting his own 
end, 

Leaps up into a chair that lo! was there; 

The whilst the king did all his courage 
bend 460 

Against those four which now before him 
were, 

Doubting not who behind him doth attend; 

And plies his hands undaunted, unafeared 

And with good heart, and life for life he 
stirred. 


And whilst he this and that and each man’s 
blow 465 

Doth eye, defend, and shift, being laid to 
sore; 

Backward he bears for more advantage now, 
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Thinking the wall would safeguard him the 
more; 

When lo! with impious hand, O wicked thou 

That shameful durst not come to strike be- 
fore, 470 

Behind him gayest that lamentable wound, 

Which laid that wretched prince flat on the 
ground, 


Now proditorious wretch, what hast thou 
done 

To make this barbarous base assassinate 

Upon the person of a prince; and one 475 

Forespent with sorrow, and all desolate? 

What great advancement hast thou hereby 
won 

By being the instrument to perpetrate 

So foul a deed? Where is thy grace in court, 

For such a service, acted in this sort? . 480 


First, he for whom thou dost this villainy, 

Though pleased therewith, will not ayouch 
thy fact, 

But let the weight of thine own infamy 

Fall on thee unsupported, and unbacked: 

Then all men else will loathe thy treach- 
ery, 485 

And thou thyself abhor thy proper act. 

‘So th’ wolf, in hope the lion’s grace to win, 

Betraying other beasts, lost his own skin,’ 


But now, as this sweet prince distended lay, 
And him nor life nor death their own could 
eall; 490 
(For life removing, rid not all away; 
And death, though entering, had not seized 
on all) ° 
That short-timed motion had a little stay, 
The mover ceasing, though it were but small; 
As th’ organ-sound a time survives the 
stop, 495 
Before it doth the dying note give up. 


When lo! there streams a spring of blood so 


fast, 

From those deep wounds, as all embrued the 
face 

Of that accurséd caitiff, as he passed 

(After the deed effected) through the 
place: 500 


And therewithal, those dying eyes did cast 
Such an upbraiding look on his disgrace, 
Seeming to check so cowardly a part, 

As left the impression even in his heart. 


And this one king, most near in blood al- 
lied, 505 

Ts made th’ oblation for the other’s peace: 

Which peace yet was not hereby ratified 

So as it could all future fears release, 
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For though the other did forthwith provide 

To have the rumour run of his decease, 510 

By drawing the corpse to London, where it 
was 

Laid, three days to be seen, with open face: 


Yet so great was this execrable deed, 

As men would gearce therein believe their 
eyes, 

Much less their ears: and many sought to 
feed 515 

The easy creditors of novelties, 

By voicing him alive — how he was freed 

By strange escape out of his miseries. 

And many did conspire now to relieve 

Him dead, who had forsaken him alive. 520 


And many suffered for his cause, when 
now 

He had none. Many wished for him again, 

When they perceived th’ exchange did not 
‘allow 

Their hopes so much as they did look to 
gain 

By trafficking of kings; and all saw how 525 

Their full expectances were in the wain. 

They had a king was more than him before; 

But yet a king, where they were nought the 
more. 


And sure this murdered prince, though weak 
he was, 

He was not ill; nor yet so weak but that 530 
He showed much martial valour in his place, 
Adventuring oft his person for the state: 
And might among our better princes pass; 
Had not the flattery, rapine, and debate 

Of factious lords, and greedy officers, 535 
Disgraced his actions and abused his years. 


Nor is it so much princes’ weaknesses, 

As the corruption of their ministers, 
Whereby the commonwealth perceives dis- 

tress. 

For they attending their particulars, 
Make imperfections their advantages, 
To be themselves both kings and counsellors, 
And sure this commonwealth can never take 
Hurt by weak kings, but such as we do make. 


540 


Besides, he was (which people must re- 
spect 545 

In princes, and which pleases vulgarly) 

Of goodly personage, and of sweet aspect; 

Of mild access and liberality; 

And feasts, and shows, and triumphs did 
affect, 

As the delights of youth and jollity, 550 

But here the great profusion, and expense 

Of his revenues, bred him much offence: 
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And gave advantage unto enmity, 

This grievous accusation to prefer; 

‘That he consumed the common treas- 
ury; 555 

Whereof he being the simple usager 

But for the state, (not in propriety) 

Did alien at his pleasure, and transfer 

The eect t’ his minions, and to whom he 

st ~ 

By which the commonwealth was to sub- 

sist. 560 


‘Whereby,’ said they, ‘the poor concusséd 
state, 

Shall ever be exacted for supplies.’ 

Which accusation was th’ occasion that 

His successor by order nullifies 

Many his patents, and did revocate 

And reassume his liberglities. 

And yet, for all these wastes, these gifts and 
feasts, 

He was not found a bankrupt in his chests. 


565 


But they who took to Syndick in this sort 
The actions of a monarch, knew those 


things 570 
Wherein th’ accompts were likely to fall 
short 
Between the state of kingdoms and their 
kings: 


Which president, of pestilent import, 

Had not the Heavens blessed thy endeavour- 
ings, 

Against thee, Henry, had been likewise 
brought, 575 

Th’ example made of thy example wrought. 


For though this bounty and this liberalness 

A glorious virtue be; it better fits 

Great men than kings: who giving in 
excess, 

Give not their own but others’ benefits: 580 

Which calls up many’s hopes but pleasures 
less; 

Destroying far more love than it begets. 

For justice is their virtue — that alone 

Makes them fit sure, and glorifies the throne. 

1595 


TO THE LADY MARGARET, COUNTESS 
OF CUMBERLAND 


( Hx that of such a height hath built his mind, 

And reared the dwelling of his thoughts so 
strong, 

As neither fear nor hope can shake the frame 

Of his resolvéd powers; nor all the wind 

Of vanity or malice pierce to wrong 5 
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His settled peace, or to disturb the same: 
What a fair seat hath he, from whence he 


may 
The vonae usr wastes and wilds of man sur- 
vey! 


And with how free an eye doth he look down 
Upon these lower regions of turmoil! 10 
Where all the storms of passions mainly beat 
On flesh and blood: where honour, power, 
renown, 

Are onl ictions, golden toil; 

ere greatness stands upon as feeble feet 
As frailty doth; and only great doth seem 
To little minds, who do it so esteem. 


He looks upon the mightiest monarch’s wars 7 
But only as on stately robberies; 

Where evermore the fortune that prevails 
Must be the right: the ill-succeeding mars 20 
The fairest and the best-faced enterprise. 
Great pirate Pompey lesser pirates quails: 
Justice, he sees (as if seducéd) still 
Conspires with power, whose cause must not 


be ill. 


He sees the face of right t’ appear as mani- 
fold 25 

As are the passions of uncertain man; 

Who puts it in all colours, all attires, 

To serve his ends, and make his courses 
hold. 

He sees,-that let deceit work what it can, 

Plot and contrive base ways to high de- 
sires; 30 

\That the all-guiding Providence doth yet 

All disappoint, and mocks the smoke of wit. 


Nor is he moved with all the thunder-cracks 
Of tyrant’s threats, or with the surly brow 
Of Pow’r, that proudly sits on others’ 


erimnes: 35 
Charged with more crying sins than those he 
checks. 


The storms of sad confusion, that may grow 
Up in the present for the coming times, 
Appal not him, that hath no side at all, 
But of himself, and knows the worst can 
fall. 40 


Although his heart, so near allied to earth, 

Cannot but pity the perplexéd state 

Of troublous and distressed mortality, 

That thus make way unto the ugly birth 

Of their own sorrows, and do still beget 45 

Affliction upon Imbecility, 

Yet, seeing thus the course of things must 
run, 

He looks thereon not strange, 


but as fore- 
done. J 


Maes 
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And whilst distraught ambition compasses 
And is encompassed; whilst as craft de- 
ceives 50 


r And is deceived; | whilst man doth ransack 


i 


L 


man, 
, And builds on blood, and rises by distress, 
And th’ inheritance of desolation leaves 
To great-expecting hopes; he looks thereon, 
As from the shore of peace, with unwet 
eye, 55 
And bears no venture in impiety. 


Thus, madam, fares that man that hath pre- 
pared 
A rest for his desires, and sees all things 
Beneath him, and hath learned this book of 
man 
Full of the notes of frailty, and compared 60 
_ The best of Glory with her sufferings: 
By whom, I see, you labour all you can 
To plant your heart, and set your thoughts 
as near 
| His glorious mansion as your pow’rs can bear. 


Which, madam, are so soundly fashionéd 65 
By that clear judgment that hath carried 
ou 
Beyond the feeble limits of your kind, 
As they can stand against the strongest 
head 
Passion can make; Gnured)to any hue 
The world can cast; that cannot cast that 
mind 70 
Out of her form of goodness, that doth see 
Both what the best and worst of earth can be. 


Which makes that, whatsoever here befalls, 
You in the region of yourself remain, 
Where no vain breath of th’ impudent mo- 
: lests; 105 
! That hath secured within the brazen walls 
Of a clear conscience, that, without all stain, 
Rises in peace, in innocency rests; 
Whilst all that Malice from without pro- 
cures, 
Shows her own ugly heart, but hurts not 
yours. 80 


; And whereas none rejoice more in revenge 
Than women use to do; yet you well know, 
That wrong is better checked by being on> 
temned} 

Than being pursued; leaving him t’ avenge, 

To whom it appertains. Wherein you 
show 85 

How worthily your clearness hath con- 
demned 

Base malediction, living in the dark, 

That at the rays of goodness still doth 
bark. 
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Knowing the heart of man is set to be 

The centre of this world, about the which 90 
These revolutions of disturbances 

Still roll; where all th’ aspects of misery 
Predominate: whose strong effects are such, 
As he must bear, being pow’rless to redress: 
‘And that unless above himself he can 95 
Erect himself, how poor a thing is man. 


And how turmoiled they are that level lie 

With earth, and cannot lift themselves from 
thence; 

That never are at peace with their desires, 

But work beyond their years, and even 

a= any 100 

Motage) her rest, and hardly will dispense 

With death; that, when ability expires, 

Desire lives still—so much delight they 
have 

To carry toil and travail to the grave. 


Whose ends you see, and what can be the 


best 105 
They reach unto when they have cast the 
sum 
And reckonings of their glory. And you 
know 


This floating life hath but this port of rest — 
A heart prepared, that fears no ill to 


come; 
And that man’s greatness rests but in his 
show 110 


a tl 
The best of all whose days consuméd are 
Either in war or peace conceiving war. 


This concord, madam, of a well-tuned mind 
Hath been so set by that all-working hand 
Of Heaven, that though the world hath done 

his worst 115 
To put it out by discords most unkind, 
Yet doth it still in perfect union stand 
With God and man, nor ever will be forced 
From that most sweet accord, but. still 
agree, 

| Equal in fortune’s inequality. 120 
And this note, madam, of your worthiness 
Remains recorded in so many hearts 
As time nor malice cannot wrong your right 
In th’ inheritance of fame you must pos- 

Sess; 
FYou that have built you by your great de- 
serts, 125 
Out of small means, a far more exquisite 
And glorious dwelling for your honoured 
name 
Than all the gold that leaden minds can 
| ‘frame. 
1603 


— 


havigttd ~ Arr?’ “wre o’ 


ize of fom juz 1 

wpe. gy 
MICHAEL 

Michael Drapton (1563-1631) 


NYMPHIDIA 

Op enn doth of Topas tell, a 
Mad >of Pantagruel, A 
A later third of Dowsabel, c 

With such poor trifles playing; l- 
Others the like have laboured at, C5 
Some of this thing and some of that, * 
And many of them knew not what, , 

But what they may be saying. L- 


Another sort there be, that will 
Be talking of the Fairies still, -spene<" 
For never can they have their fill, 
As they were wedded to them; 
No tales of them their thirst can slake, 
So much delight thereir they take, 
And some strange thing they fain would 
make, 15 
Knew they the way to do them. 


[ Then since no Muse hath been so bold, 
Or of the later, or the old, 
Those elvish secrets to enfold, 

Which lie from others’ reading: 

My active Muse to light shall bring 
The Court of that proud Fairy King, 
And tell there of the revelling. 
Ke Joy prosper my proceeding! 


10 


20 


bo 
Or 


fAnd thou, Nymphidia, gentle Fay, 
Which, meeting me upon the way, 
These secrets didst to me bewray, 
,. Which now I am in telling; 
ity pretty, light, fantastic maid, 
I here invoke thee to my aid, 
That I may speak what thou hast said, 
In numbers smoothly swelling. 


30 


This palace standeth in the air, 
| Bye “necromancyplacéd there, 
That it no tempest needs to fear, 
Which way so’er it blow it. 
And somewhat southward 
noon, 
Whence lies a way up to the moon, 
And thence the Fairy can as soon 
Pass to the earth below it. 


tow’rds 


40 


The walls of spiders’ legs are made 
Well mortiséd and finely laid; 
It was the master of his trade 

It curiously that builded; 

( The windows of the eyes of cats, 4 
And for the roof, instead of slats, 
Is covered with the skins of bats, 

- With moonshine that are gilded. 


ou 
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Hence Obe on him sport to make, 

Their rest when weary mortals take, 

And none but only fairies wake, 
Descendeth for his pleasure; 

And Mab, his merry Queen, by night 

Bestrides young folks that lie upright, 

(In elder times the mare that hight,) 
Which plagues them out of measure. 
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Hence shadows, seeming idle shapes, 4 

Of little frisking elves and apes 

To earth do make their wanton scapes, 
As hope of pastime hastes them; 

Which maids think on the hearth they see 

When fires well-nigh consuméd be, 

There dancing hays by two and three, 
Just as their fancy casts them. 
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These make our girls their sluttery rue, ) 65 
By pinching them both black and blue, 
And put a penny in their shoe 

The house for cleanly sweeping; 
And in their courses make that round 
In meadows and in marshes found, 
Of them so called the Fairy Ground, 

Of which they have the keeping. 
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These when a child haps to be got) 
Which after proves an idiot chs 
When folk perceive it thriveth not, 
The fault therein to smother, 
Some silly, doting, brainless calf 
That understands things by the half, 
Say that the Fairy left his oaf 4 
And took away the other. at 


But listen, and I shall you tell 4 

A chance in Faery that befell, 

Which certainly may please some well 
In love and arms delighting: 

Of Oberon that jealous grew 4 

Of one of his own Fairy crew; 

Too well, he feared, his Queen that knew, 
His love but ill requiting. 

Pigwiggin was this Fairy Knight, | 

One wondrous gracious in the sight 

Of fair Queen Mab, which day and night 
He amorously observéd; 

Which made King Oberon suspect 

His service took too good effect, ) 

His sauciness had often checkt ; 
And could have wished him stervéd. 
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or 


Pigwiggin gladly would commend 

Some token to Queen Mab to send, 

If sea or land him aught could lend 
Were worthy of her wearing; 

At length this lover doth devise 

[ A bracelet made of emmet’s eyes, 

A thing he thought that she would prize, 

~ No whit her state impairing. 
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And to the Queen a letter writes, 
Which he most curiously indites, 
Conjuring her by all the rites 
Of love, she would be pleaséd 
To meet him, her true servant, where 
They might, without suspect or fear, 
Themselves to one another clear, 
, And have their poor hearts easéd. 
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At midnight, the appointed hour; 

‘And for the Queen a fitting bower,’ 

Quoth he, ‘is that fair cowslip flower 
On Hient hill that bloweth: 

In all your train there’s not a fay 

That ever went to gather may 

But she hath made it, in her way, 
The tallest there that groweth.’ 
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When by Tom ‘Thumb, a Fairy Page, 

He sent it, id doth him engage 

By promise of a mighty wage 
It secretly to carry; 

Which done, the Queen her maids doth 

eall, 125 

And bids them to be ready all; 

She would go see her summer hall, 
She could no longer tarry. 


Her chariot ready straight is made, 

Each thing therein is fitting laid, 

That she by nothing might be stayed, 
For nought must be her letting; 


130 


v Four nimble gnats the horses were, 


Their harnesses of gossamere, 
y Fly Cranion her charioteer 
Upon the coach-box getting. 
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“Her chariot of a snail’s fine shell, 
Which for the colours did excel, 
The fair Queen Mab becoming well, 
So lively was thedimning? 
The seat the soft wool of the bee, 
The cover, gallantly to see, 
The wing of a pied butterfly; 
I trow ’t was simple trimming. 
“The wheels composed of cricket’s bones, 145 
And daintily made for the nonce, 
For fear of rattling on the stones 
With thistle-down they shod it; 
For all her maidens much did fear 
If Oberon had chance to hear 150 
That Mab his Queen should have been there, 
He would not have abode it, 


She mounts her chariot with a trice, 

Nor would she stay, for no advice, 

Until her maids that were so nice 1 
To wait on her were fitted; 


or 
on 
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105 “But ran herself away alone, 


Which when they heard, there was not one 

But hasted after to be gone, 
As she had been diswitted. 160 

Hop and Mop and Drop so clear, 

Pip and Trip and Skip, that were 

To Mab, their sovereign, ever dear, 
Her special maids of honour; 

Fib and Tib and Pink and Pin, 

Tick and Quick and Jill and Jin, 

Tit and Nit and Wap and Win, 


The train that wait upon her. 
AWAITS 
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{ Upon a grasshopper they got 
And, what with amble what with trot, 
For hedge and ditch they sparéd not, 
. But after her they hie them; 
A cobweb over them they throw, 
To shield the wind if it should blow, 
Themselves they wisely could bestow 
Lest any should espy them. 
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But let us leave Queen Mab awhile, 
Through many a gate, o’er many a stile, 
That now had gotten by this wile, 
Her dear Pigwiggin kissing; 
[And tell how Oberon doth fare, 
Who grew as mad as any hare 
When he had sought each place with care 
And found his Queen was missing. 
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“By grisly Pluto he doth swear, 
He rent his clothes and tore his hair, 
And as he runneth here and there 
An acorn cup he greeteth, 
Which soon he taketh by the stalk, 
About his head he lets it walk, 
Nor doth he any creature balk, 
But lays on all he meeteth. 
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The Tuscan poet doth advance 

The frantic(Paladim of France, 

And those more ancient do enhance 
Alcides in his fury, 

And others Ajax Telamon, 

But to this time there hath been none 

So Bedlam as our Oberon, 
Of which I dare assure ye. 
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And first encountering with a wasp, 
He in his arms the fly doth elasp 
As though his breath he forth would grasp, 
Him for Pigwiggin taking: 
‘Where is my wife, thou rogue?’ quoth 
he; 205 
‘Pigwiggin, she is come to thee; 
Restore her, or thou diest by me!’ 
Whereat the poor Wasp quaking 
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Cries, ‘Oberon, great Fairy King, 
Content thee I am no such thing: 210 
IT am a Wasp, behold my sting!’ 

At which the Fairy started; 
When soon away the Wasp doth go; 
Poor wretch, was never frighted so; 
He thought his wings were much 

slow, 
O’erjoyed they so were parted. 


too 
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v He next upon a Glow-worm light, 

You must suppose it now was night, 

Which, for her hinder part was bright, 
He took to be a devil, 

And furiously doth her assail 

For carrying fire in her tail; 

He thrashed her rough coat with his flail; 
The mad King feared no evil. 


‘Oh!’ quoth the Glow-worm, ‘hold thy 
hand, > 225 
Thou puissant King of Fairy-land! 
Thy mighty strokes who may withstand? 
Hold, or of life despair I!’ 
Together then herself doth roll, 
And tumbling down into a hole 
She seemed as black as any coal; 
Which vext away the Fairy. 
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From thence he ran into a hive: 

-Amongst the bees he letteth drive, 

And down their combs begins to rive, 
All likely to have spoiléd, 

Which with their wax his face besmeared, 
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| And falling down into a lake, 
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So that the grubs, therein that bred, 

Hearing such turmoil overhead, 

Thought surely they had all been dead; 
So fearful was the jumbling, 


265 
Which him up to the neck doth take, 
His fury somewhat it doth slake; 

\. He ealleth for a ferry: 

Where you may some recovery note; 
What was his club he made his boat, 
And in his oaken cup doth float, 

As safe as in a wherry. 
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Men talk of the adventures strange 
Of Don Quixote and of their change 
Through which he arméd oft did range, 275 
Of Sancho Panza’s travel; ; 
( But should a man tell everything 
Done by this frantic Fairy King, 
And them in lofty numbers sing, 


It well his wits might gravel. 280 


he 
fee set on shore, but therewithal 
e meeteth s, which most men call 
Hobgoblin,“and on him doth fall, 
With words from frenzy spoken: 
‘Oh, oh,’ quoth Hob, ‘God save thy 
grace! 285 
Who drest thee in this piteous case? 
He thus that spoiled my sovereign’s face, 
I would his neck were broken!’ 


This Puck seems but a dreaming dolt, 


And with their honey daubed his beard: Still walking like a ragged colt, 290 
It would have made a man afeared And oft out of a bush doth bolt, 
L To see how he was moiléd. 240 Of purpose to deceive us; 
: ; Bs 4. And leading us makes us to stray 
A new yeah 7 pee his Long winter’s nights, out of the way; 
eis ig Aree kapeiden a) yAnd when we stick in mire and clay, 295 
Which with hie haste doth’stumble; |. Hob doth with laughter leave us, 
And came full over on her snout 245 <Dear Puck? i ee! pe hte te gaat 
- : : ’ ar Puck,’ quotn ie, “my wile 1s gone; 
ew ste so threw sec = ay As e’er thou lovest King Oberon, 
a eae anle aia tile to tte, , Let everything but this alone, 
But over: him doth’ tumble. ~ With vengeance and pursue her; 300 
nd being in this piteous case, Bring her to me-alive or dead, 
And all te abies beet and face, 259 Or that vile thief, Pigwiggin’s head, 
On runs he in this wild-goose chase, That villain hath [ny Queen misled]; 
As here and there he rambles; He to this folly drew her. 
i ure i Ss é 2 2 ij i - ‘ ° ’ ° 
aren a again ree memEre ae ( Quoth Puck, ‘My liege, ’U never lin, 305 
Wor allthaawasoub-cbhisdsibo 2. 955 But I will through ae and thin, 
Until at length I bring her in; 
A cia mapa ~ My dearest lord, ne’er doubt it.’. 
And being gotten to the top, Through brake, through briar, 
' Yet there himself he could not stop, Through muck, through mire, 310 
But down on the other side doth chop, Through water, through fire; 
,_ And to the foot came rumbling; 260 And thus goes Puck about it. 
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) This thing Numphidia overheard, 
That on this ma ing had a guard, 


Not doubting of a great reward, 
For first this business broaching; 
And through the air away doth go, 
Swift as an arrow from the bow, 
To let her sovereign Mab to know 


What peril was approaching. 320 


~ 


The Queen, bound with love’s powerful 
charm, 

Sate with Pigwiggin arm in arm; 

Her merry maids, that thought no harm, 
About the room were skipping; 

A humble-bee, their minstrel, played 

Upon his hautboy; every maid 

Fit for this revel was arrayed, 
The hornpipe neatly tripping. 
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In comes Nymphidia, and doth ery, 
‘My sovereien, for your safety fly, 
For there is danger but too nigh; 

I posted to forewarn you: 


, The King hath sent Hobgoblin out, 


To seek you all the fields about, 
And of your safety you may doubt, 
If he but once discern you.’ 
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When, like an uproar in a town 

Before them everything went down; 

Some tore a ruff, and some a gown, 
’Gainst one another justling; 

They flew about like chaff 7 th’ wind; 

For haste some left their masks behind; 

Some could not stay their gloves to find; 
There never was such bustling. 
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Forth ran they, by a secret way, 345 

Into a brake that near them lay; 

Yet much they doubted there to stay, 
Lest Hob should hap to find them; — 

He had a sharp and piercing sight, 

All one to him the day and night — 

And therefore were resolved, by flight, 
To leave this place behind them. 
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At last one chanced to find a nut, 
In the end of which a hole was cut, 
Which lay upon a hazel root, 
There scattered by a squirrel 
Which out the kernel gotten had; 
When quoth this Fay, ‘Dear Queen, be glad; 
Let Oberon be ne’er so mad, 
T’ll set you safe from peril. 
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" ‘Come all into this nut,’ quoth she, 


‘Come closely in; be ruled by me; 
Each one may here a chooser be, 
For room ye need not wrastle: 
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Nor need ye be together heaped’; 365 
So one by one therein they crept, 
And lying down they soundly slept, 


And safe as in a castle. 


Nymphidia, that this while doth watch, 
Perceived if Puck the Queen should 
catch 370 
That he should be her over-match, 
Of which she well bethought her; 


y Found it must be some powerful charm, 


The Queen against him that must arm, 
Or surely he would do her harm, 
__ For throughly he had sought her. 
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And listening if she aught could hear, 

That her might hinder, or might fear; 

But finding still the coast was clear; 
Nor creature had descried her; 

Each circumstance and having scanned, 

She came thereby to understand, 

Puck would be with them out of hand; 
When to a charms she hied her. 


380 


| And first ee fern- seed doth bestow, 
The kernel of the mistletoe; 
And here and there as Puck should go, 
With terror to affright him, 
She night-shade strews to work him ill, 
Therewith her vervain and her dill, 
That hindereth witches of their will, 
Of purpose to despite him. 
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Then sprinkles she the juice of rue, 

That groweth underneath the yew; 

With nine drops of the midnight dew, 
From lunary distilling: 

The molewarp’s brain mixed therewithal; 

And with the same the pismire’s gall: 

For she in nothing short would fall, 

i. The Fairy was so willing. 
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Then thrice under a briar doth creep, 
Which at both ends was rooted deep, 
And over it three times she leap; 
Her magic much availing: 

~Then on Proserpina doth call, 

And so upon her spell doth fall, 
Which here to you repeat I shall, 

_ Not in one tittle failing. 
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‘By the croaking of a frog; 

By the howling of the dog; 

By the crying of the hog 
Against the storm arising; 

By the evening curfew bell, 

By the doleful dying knell, 

O let this my direful spell, 
Hob, hinder my surprising! 
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‘By the mandrake’s dreadful groans; 

By the lubrican’s sad moans; 

By the noise of dead men’s bones 
In charnel-houses rattling; 

By the hissing of the snake, 

The rustling of the fire-drake, 

I charge thee thou this place forsake, 
Nor of Queen Mab be prattling! 


‘By the whirlwind’s hollow sound, 
By the thunder’s dreadful stound, 
Yells of spirits underground, 
I charge thee not to fear us; 
By the screech-owl’s dismal note, 
By the black night-raven’s throat, 
I charge thee, Hob, to tear thy coat 
With thorns, if thou come near us!’ 
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\ Her spell thus spoke, she stept aside, 
LAnd in a chink herself doth hide, 

To see thereof what would betide, 

For she doth only mind him: 

jy When presently she Puck espies, 

And well she marked his gloating eyes, 

How under every leaf he pries, 

.. In seeking still to find them. 


435 


440 


But once the circle got within, 
The charms to work do straight begin, 
And he was caught as in a gin; 
; For as he thus was busy, 
A pain he in his head-piece feels, 
Against a stubbéd tree he reels, 
And up went poor Hobgoblin’s heels, 
Alas! his brain was dizzy! 
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At length upon his feet he gets, 
Hobgoblin fumes, Hobgoblin frets; 
And as again he forward sets, 

And through the bushes scrambles, 
A stump doth trip him in his pace; 
Down comes poor Hob upon his face, 
And lamentably tore his case, 

Amongst the briars and brambles. 
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‘A plague upon Queen Mab!’ quoth he, 
‘And all her maids where’er they be: 

I think the devil guided me, 

To seek her so provoked!’ 

‘Where stumbling at a piece of wood, 
He fell into a ditch of mud, 

Where to the very chin he stood, 

, In danger to be choked. 
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Now worse than e’er he was before, 465 
Poor Puck doth yell, poor Puck doth roar, 
That waked Queen Mab;{ who doubted 
sore 
Some treason had been wrought her: 


. 


DRAYTON 


‘Until Nymphidia told the Queen, 
What she had done, what she had seen, 470 
Who then had well near cracked her spleen 
\. With very extreme laughter. 


But leave we Hob to clamber out, 
Queen Mab and all her Fairy rout, 
And come again to have a bout 
With Oberon yet madding: 
And with Pigwiggin now distraught, 
Who much was troubled in his thought, 
That he so long the Queen had sought, 
And through the fields was gadding, 


I And as he runs he still doth cry, 
‘King Oberon, I thee defy, 
And dare thee here in arms to try, 

For my dear Lady’s honour: 

For that she is a Queen right good, 
In whose defence I’ll shed my blood, 
And that thou in this jealous mood 

, Hast laid this slander on her.’ 


And quickly arms him for the field, 
vA little cockle-shell his shield, 
Which he could very bravely wield; 
Yet could it not be piercéd: 
fis spear a bent both stiff and strong, 
And well near of two inches long: 
‘The pile was of a horse-fly’s tongue, 
Whose sharpness nought reverséd. 
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-And puts him on a coat of mail, 

Which was of a fish’s scale, 

That when his foe should him assail, 
No point should be prevailing: 

His rapier was a hornet’s sting, 

For if he chanced to hurt the King, 
It would be long in healing. 
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~ His helmet was:a beetle’s head, 


Most horrible and full of dread, 

That able was to strike one dead, 
Yet did it well become him; 

And for a plume a horse’s hair 

Which, being tosséd with the air, 

Had force to strike his foe with fear, 
And turn his weapon from him. 
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Himself he on an earwig set, 
Yet scarce he on his back could get, 
So oft and high he did curvet, 

Ere he himself could settle: 515 
He made him turn, and stop, and bound, 
To gallop and to trot the round, 

He scarce could stand on any ground, 

He was so full of mettle. 


| When soon he met with Somat 
One that a valiant knight had been, 
And to King, Oberon of kan; 
Quoth he, ‘Thou manly Fairy, 
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Tell Oberon I come prepared, 
Then bid him stand upon his guard; 
This hand his baseness shall reward, 


526 


\_ Let him be he’er so wary. 


( Quoth he, 


‘Say to him thus, that I defy 

His slanders and his infamy, 

And as a mortal enemy 
Do publicly proclaim him: 

Withal that if I had mine own, 

He should not wear the Fairy crown, 

But with a vengeance should come down, 
Nor we a king should name him.’ 535 


This Tomalin could not abide, 

To hear his sovereign vilified; 

But to the Fairy Court him hied, 
(Full furiously he posted,) 

With everything Pigwiggin said: 

How title to the crown he laid, 

And in what arms he was arrayed, 
As how himself he boasted. 
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’Twixt head and foot, from point to point, 

He told the arming of each joint, 545 

In every piece how neat and quoint, 
For Tomalin could do it: 

How fair he sat, how sure he rid, 

As of the courser he bestrid, 

How managed, and how well he did; 
The King which listened to it, 


‘Go, Tomalin, with speed, 
Provide me arms, provide my steed, 
And everything that I shall need; 
By thee I will be guided; 
To straight account call thou thy wit; 
See there be wanting not a whit, 
In everything see thou me fit, 
Just as my foe’s provided.’ 
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f Soon flew this news through Fairy-land, 560 


Which gave Queen Mab to understand 
The combat that was then in hand 
Betwixt those men so mighty: 
Which greatly she began to rue, 
Perceiving that all Fairy knew 
The first occasion from her grew 
Of these affairs so weighty. 
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Wherefore attended with her maids, 
Through fogs, and mists, and damps she 
wades, 

To Proserpine the Queen of Shades, 
To ee that it would please her 

The cause into her hands to take, 

For ancient love and friendship’s sake, 

And soon thereof an end to make, 
Which of much care would ease her. 
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A while there let we Mab alone, 
And come we to King Oberon, 
Who, armed to meet his foe, is gone, 
For proud Pigwiggin crying: 
Who sought the Fairy King as fast, 
And had so well his journeys ¢ast, 
That he arrived at the last, 
His puissant foe espying. 
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f Stout Tomalin came with the King, 


\'Tom Thumb doth on Pigwiggin bring, 585 
-That perfect were in everything 

To single fights belonging: 
And therefore they themselves engage, 
To see them exercise their rage, 
With fair and comely equipage, 


Not one the other wronging. 
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So like in arms these champions were, 
As they had been a very pair, 
So that a man would almost swear 
That either had been either; 
; Their furious steeds began to neigh, 
“That they were heard a mighty way; 
Their staves upon their rests they lay; 
Yet ere they flew together 
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; Their seconds minister an oath, 

W hich was indifferent to them both, 

That on their knightly faith and troth 
No magic them suppliéd; 

And sought them that they had no charms, 

Wherewith to work each other harms, 605 

But came with simple open arms 


\. To have their causes tried. 


Together furiously they ran, 
That to the ground came horse and man, 
_ yThe blood out of their helmets span, 
So sharp were their encounters; 
‘And though they to the earth were thr own, 
Yet. quickly they regained their own, 
Such nimbleness was never shown, 
They were two gallant mounters, 
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When in a second course again, 
They forward came with might and main, 
Yet which had better of the twain, 

The seconds could not judge yet; 

; Their shields were into pieces cleft, 620 
Their helmets from their heads were reft, 
And to defend them nothing left, 

, These champions would not budge yet. 


Away from them their staves they threw, 
Their cruel swords they quickly drew, 625 
~ And fr eshly they the fight renew, 
They every stroke redoubled; 
Which made Proserpina take. heed 
And make to them the greater speed, 
For fear lest they too much should bleed, 630 


,. Which wondrously her troubled. 
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Y When to the infernal Styx she goes, 
She takes the fogs from thence that rose, 
And in a bag doth them enclose: 
When well she had them blended, 
She hies her then to Lethe spring, 
A bottle and thereof doth bring, 


635 


249 


Which shall your understanding ¢lear, 

As plainly shall to you appear; 

Those things from me that you shall hear, 670 
Conceiving much the quicker.’ ‘ 


This Lethe water, you must know, 
The memory destroyeth so, 


Wherewith she meant to work the thing =| 7, 
Whi eener at of our weal, or of our woe 
Me ch only she intended, + Is all remembrance blotted, 675 
[Now Proserpine with Mab is gone, 649 Of it nor can you ever think; 
Unto the place where Oberon For they no sooner took this drink, 
And proud Pigwiggin, one to one, But nought into their brains could sink 
Both to be slain were likely: Of what had them besotted. 
And there themselves they closely hide, [King Oberon forgotten had 680 
Because they would not be espied; 645 © That he for jealousy ran mad, 
For Proserpine meant to decide But of his Queen was wondrous glad, 
The matter very quickly. And asked how they came thither: 
. % Pigwiggin likewise doth forget 
And cheers! Pcamrstote, — That he Queen Mab had ever met, 685 
‘Ay teodt, wes theeniall te cheke : 650 Or that they were so hard beset, 
Sn oe Dah anes the pother: , \. When they were found together. 
(So that the knights each other lost, Nor neither of them both had thought 
And stood as still as any post; That e’er they each had other sought, 
To Thumb nor Tomalin could boast Much less that they a combat fought, 690 

Themselves of any other. 655 But such a dream were lothing. 

: Tom Thumb had got a little sup, 
bs when the mist gan somewhat cease; And Tomalin scarce kissed the cup, 
roserpina commandeth peace; Yet had their brains so sure locked up, 

— ses rhe oy a release That they remembered nothing, 695 
Zach other of their peril: ‘ me : ; 
sik hae qui te do podaim sn Quen Mab and he ight a he wil 

o all in dreadful Pluto’s name, mse osely smile, 

That as ye will eschew his blame, Gatien the pies this wile, 

You lemme hear the-n ; jAnd to the Fairy Court they went, 700 
‘But here yourselyes you must engage, With miekle joy and merriment, — 
Somewhat to cool your spleenish rage; 665 Which thing was done with good intent, 
Your grievous thirst and to assuage ,_And thus I left them feasting. 

That first-you drink this 1627 

LYRICS 


Thomas Bowell (fl. 1568) 


WRITTEN TO A MOST EXCELLENT 
BOOK, FULL OF RARE INVENTION 


; Go, learned book, and unto Pallas sing, 
Thy pleasant tunes that sweetly sound too 
hig : 
; For Pan to reach) though Zoylus thee doth 
sting 
And lower at thy laud, set nought thereby, 
Thy maker's Muse in spight of envy’s 
chin, ; a5 
For wise device, deservéd praise shall win. 


c Who views thee well, and notes thy course 
aright, 

And sifts each sense that couchéd is in thee: 

Must needs extol the mind that did thee 
dight, . 

| And wish the Muse may never weary be, 10 

From whence doth flow such pith in filéd 

phrase, 
As worthiest wit may joy on thee to gaze. 


How much they err, thy rare event bewrays,> 
That stretch their skill the Fates to over- | 


throw: 
And how man’s wisdom here in vain seeks 
ways, 15 
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To shun high powers that sway our states 
below. 
Against whose rule, although we strive to 
- run, 
What Jove foresets, no human force may 
shun. 


But all too long, thou hid’st so perfect work, 
Seest not desire, how fain she seeks to find: 20 
Thy light but lost, if thou in darkness lurk? 
Then shew thy self and seem no more un- 
kind. 
Unfold thy fruit, and spread thy master’s 


praise, 
Whose prime of youth, grave deeds of age 
displays. 
Go choice conceits, Minerva’s mirrour 
bright, 25 


With rubies rich y-fret, wrought by the wise:- 
Purfled with pearl, and decked with delight, 
Where pleasure with profit, both in their 

guise. 
Discourse of lovers, and such as fold sheep, 
Whose saws well mixed, shrouds mysteries 
deep. 30 


Go, yet I say, with speed thy charge deliver, 
Thou needst not blush, nor fear the foil of 
blame: 
The worthy Countess see thou follow ever; 
Till Fates do fail, maintain her noble name. 
Attend her will; if she vouchsafe to call, 35 
Stoop to her state, down flat before her fall. 


y And ever thank thou him, that first such fruit 
did frame, 
By whom thy praise shall live, to thy immor- 
tal fame. 
1581 


A DREAM 


WHEN Phebus bright was settled in the West, 
And darkness dim the earth had over- 
spread ; 
a silent night, that moves each thing to 
est, 
With eee pause, had placed me in my bed, 
y In slumbring dream, me thought I heard 


i 


a wieht, 5 
His woes bewail, that grew through love’s 
\ despight. 
Whose wearing weed and vestures all were 
green, 
Save that his loins with black were girded 
round: 


| And on his breast a badge of blue was seen, 
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In sign his faith and truth remainéd sound. 10 
( He sighéd oft and said, O blissful hire, 

¥4 When hope with hap, may joy in his 
~ desire! 


But still to hope, and find therein no fruit, 
To be in bed, and restless there remain: 
To seek to serve, and daily make pursuit, 15 
To such as set but light of weary pain, 
Doth breed such baleful dole within the 
breast, 
As quite bereaves all joy and quiet rest. 


| Though taste of sour deserve the sweet to 


gain, 
Yet cruel Fate I see the same denies: 20 
So that desire and wisdom proves but vain, 
Without accord and favour of the skies. 


“But steadfast hope, seem not (quoth he) to 
quail, 

a The heavens in time, may turn to thine 
avail. 

Scarce had he thus his woful speech pau 

cluded, 
K When wake I did, and saw my self EIS. 
1581 


Dit pau) Ee: ct ota qcriple 


MY MIND 10 ME A KINGDOM IS 


My mind to me a kingdom is, 
Such present joys therein I find, 
That it excels all other bliss 
That earth affords or grows by kind: 
Though much I want which most would 
have, 5 
Yet still my mind forbids to crave. 


No princely pomp, no wealthy store, 
No force to win the victory, 
No wily wit to salve a sore, 
No shape to feed a loving eye; 10 
To none of these I yield as thrall: 
For why? My mind doth serve for all. 


\I see how plenty [surfeits ] oft, 
And hasty climbers soon do fall; 
I see that those which are aloft 15 
Mishap doth threaten most of all; 


vd hey get with toil, they keep with fear: 


Such cares my mind could never bear. 


Content to live, this is my stay; 

I seek no more than may suffice; 20 
I press to bear no haughty sway; 

Look, what I lack my mind supplies: 


y ‘Lo, ‘thus I triumph like a king, 


Content with that my mind doth bring. 
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Some have too much, yet still do crave; 
I little have, and seek no more. 
Siyree are but poor, though much they have, 
And Iam rich with little store: 
They poor, I rich; they beg, I give; 
They lack, I leave; they pine, | live. 


I laugh not at another’s loss; 
I grudge not at another’s pain; 
jN o worldly waves my mind can toss; 
My state at one doth still remain: 
I fear no foe, I fawnno friend; 
i loathe not life, nor dread my end. 


25 


30 


35 


Some weigh their pleasure by their lust, 
Their wisdom by their rage of will; 
Their treasure is their only trust; 
A cloakéd craft their store of skill: 
But all the pleasure that I find 
Is to maintain a quiet mind. 


40 


y My wealth is health and perfect ease: 

‘My conscience clear my chief defence; 

V4 I neither seek by bribes to please, 

| Nor by deceit to breed offence: 
Thus do [ live; thus will I die; 

j Would all did so as well as I! 


45 
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Evmund Spenser (15527-1599) 


PROTHALAMION 


Came was the day, and through the trem- 
bling ayre 

Sweete breathing Zephyrus did softly play, 

A gentle spirit, that lightly did delay 

Hot Titans beames, which then did glyster 


fayre: 
When I, whom sullein care, 5 
Through- discontent of my long fruitlesse 
stay 


In princes court, and expectation vayne 
Of idle hopes, which still doe fly away, 
Like empty shaddowes, did aflict my brayne, 
Walkt forth to ease my payne 10 
Along the shoare of silver streaming Them- 
a mes; 
Whose rutty bancke, the which his river 
hemmes, 
Was paynted all with variable flowers, 
And all the meades adornd with daintie 
gemmes, 
Fit to decke maydens bowres, 
And crowne their paramours, 
Against the brydale day, which is not long: 
Sweete Themmes, runne softly, till I end 
my song. 


e 


15 
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There, in a meadow, by the rivers side, i 
A flocke of nymphes I chauncéd to espy, 20 
All lovely daughters of the flood thereby, 
With goodly greenish locks all loose untyde, 
As each had bene a bryde: 

And each one had a little wicker basket, 

Made of fine twigs entrayléd curiously, 25 

In which they gathered flowers to fill their 

flasket ; 

And with fine fingers cropt full feateously 

The tender stalkes on hye. 

Of every sort, which in that meadow grew, 

They gathered some; the violet pallid 
blew, 30 

The little dazie, that at evening closes, 

The virgin lillie, and the primrose trew, 

With store of vermeil roses, 

To decke their bridegromes posies 

Against the brydale day, which was not 


long: 35 
Sweete Themmes, runne softly, till I end 
my song. 


With that I saw two swannes of goodly 
hewe 

Come softly swimming downe along the lee, 

Two fairer birds I yet did never see: 

.The snow which doth the top of Pindus 
strew 40 

Did never whiter shew, 

¢Nor Jove himselfe, when he a swan would be 

For love of Leda, whiter did appear: 

Yet Leda was, they say, as white as he, 

Yet not so white as these, nor nothing 
neare: 45 

So purely white they were, 

That even the gentle streame, the which 
them bare, 

Seemed foule to them, and bad his billowes 
spare 

To wet their silken feathers, least they might 

Soyle their fayre plumes with water not so 
fayre, 50 

And marre their beauties bright, 

That shone as heavens light, 

Against their brydale day, which was not 
long: 

Sweete Themmes, runne softly, till I end 
my song. 


\ftsoones the nymphes, which now had 
flowers their fill, 55 

_Ran all in haste to see that silver brood, 

As they came floating on the christal flood; 

Whom when they sawe, they stood amazéd 
still, 

Their wondring eyes to fill. 

Them seemed they never saw a sight so 
fayre, G0 
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* Of fowles so lovely, that they sure did deeme 
Them heavenly borne, or to be that same 


payre 

Which through the skie draw Venus silver 
teeme; 

For sure they did not seeme 

To be begot of any earthly seede, 

But rather angels or of angels breede: 

Yet were they bred of Somers-heat, they say, 

In sweetest season, when each flower and 
weede 

The earth did fresh aray; 

So fresh they seemed as day, 70 

Even as their brydale day, which was not 
long: 

Sweete Themmes, runne softly, till I end 
my song. 


65 


Then forth they all out of their baskets drew 
Great store of flowers, the honour of the 
field, 
That to the sense did fragrant odours 
yield, 75 
‘All which upon those goodly birds they 
\ threw, 
And all the waves did strew, 
That like old Peneus waters they did seeme, 


When downe along by pleasant Tempes. 


shore, 

Secattred with flowres, through Thessaly 
they streeme, 80 

That they appeare, through lillies plenteous 
store. 

Like a brydes chamber flore. 

¢ Two of those nymphes, meane while, two 

garlands bound 

Of fr -eshest flowres which in that mead they 

found, 


The which presenting all in trim array, 85 
Their snowie foreheads therewithall they 


\ erownd, 
Whil’st one did sing this lay, 
Prepared against that day, 
Against their brydale day, which was not 
long: 
Sweete Themmes, runne softly, till I end 
my song. 90 


{ ‘Ye gentle birdes, the worlds faire orna- 


ment, 
And heavens 
hower 
Doth leade unto your lovers blissfull bower, 
Joy may you have and gentle hearts con- 
tent 
Of your loves couplement: 95 
\ And let faire Ve nus, that is Queene of Love, 
With her heart- quelling sonne upon you 
smile, 


glorie, whom this happie 
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Whose smile, they say, hath vertue to re- 


move 
All loves dislike, and friendships faultie 
guile 
or ever to assoile. 100 
Let endlesse peace your steadfast hearts ac- 
cord, 
And blesséd plentie wait upon your bord; 
And let your bed with pleasures chast 
abound, 
That fruitfull issue may to you afford, 
Which may your foes confound, 
And make your joyesredound, 
Upon your brydale day, which is not long: 
Sweete Themmes, run softlie, till I ‘end 
my song. 


105 


So ended she; and all the rest around 
To her redoubled that her undersong, 110 
Which said, their bridale daye should not 
be long. 

And gentle Eccho from the neighbour ground 
Their accents did resound. 

[So forth those joyous birdes did passe along, 
Adowne the lee, that to them murmurde 


: low, 115 
As be would speake, but that he lackt a 
tong, 


Yeat did by signes his glad affection show, 

Making his streame run ‘slow. 

And all the foule which in his flood did dwell 

Gan flock about these twaine, that did ex- 
cell 120 

The rest so far as Cynthia doth shend 

The lesser starres. So they, enrangéd well, 

Did on those two attend, 

And their best service lend, 

Against their wedding day, which was not 


long: 125 
Sweete Themmes, run softly, till I end my 
song. 


At length they all to mery London came, 

To mery London, my most kyndly nurse, 

That to me gave this lifes first native sourse} 

Though from another place I take my 
name, 130 

An house of auncient fame. 

There when they came, whereas those bricky 
towres, 

The which on Themmes brode agéd backe 
doe ryde, 

Where now the studious lawyers have their 
bowers, 

There whylome wont the Templer Knights 
to byde, 135 

Till they decayd through pride: 

Next whereunto there standes a stately 
place, 
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Where oft I gaynéd giftes and goodly grace 

Of that great lord which therein wont to 
dwell, 

Whose want too well now feeles my freendles 
case: 140 

But ah! here fits not well 

Olde woes, but joyes to tell, 

Against the bridale daye, which is not long: 

Sweete Themmes, runne softly, till I end 
my song. 


Yet therein now doth lodge a noble peer, 145 

Great Englands glory and the worlds wide 
wonder, 

Whose dreadfull name late through all Spaine 
did thunder, 

And Hercules two pillors standing neere 

Did make to quake and feare. 

Faire branch of honor, flower of chevalrie, 150 

That fillest England with thy triumphes 
fame, 

Joy have thou of thy noble yictorie, 

And endlesse happinesse of thine owne name 

That promiseth the same: 

That through thy prowesse and victorious 
armes 155 

Thy country may be freed from forraine 
harmes; 

And great Elisaes glorious name may ring 

Through al the world, filed with thy wide 
alarmes, 

Which some brave Muse may sing 

To ages following, 160 

Upon the bry dale day, which is not long: 

Sweete Themmes, runne softly, till I end 
my song. 


From those high towers this noble lord is- 
suing, 

Like radiant Hesper when his golden hayre 

In th’ ocean billowes he hath bathed 
fayre, 165 

Descended to the rivers open vewing, 

With a great traine ensuing, 

Above the rest were goodly to bee seene 

Two gentle knights of lovely face and fea- 
ture, 

Beseeming well the bower of anie queene, 170 

With gifts of wit and ornaments of nature, 

Fit for so goodly stature; 

That like the twins of Jove they seemed in 
sight, 

Which decke the bauldricke of the heavens 
bright. 

They two, forth pacing to the rivers side, 175 

Received those two faire brides, their loves 
delight, 

Which, at th’ appointed tyde, 

Each one did make his bryde, 
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Against their brydale day which is not long: 
Sweete Themmes, runne softly, till I end 
my song. 180 

1596 


Sir Walter Ralegh (15527-1618) 


A VISION UPON THIS CONCEIT OF THE 
FAIRY QUEEN 


Merxovuaut I saw the grave where Laura 


lay, 

Within that temple where the vestal flame 

Was wont to burn: and, passing by that 
way 

To see ia buried dust of living fame, 

Whose tomb fair Love and fairer Virtue 
kept, 5 

All suddenly I saw the Fairy Queen, 

At whose approach the soul of Petrarch 


wept; 

And from thenceforth those graces were not 
seen, 

For they this Queen attended; in whose 
stead 

Oblivion laid him down on Laura’s hearse, 10 

Hereat the hardest stones were seen to bleed, 

And groans of buried ghosts the heavens did 
pierce: afer 

Where apne 5 epright did tremble all for 
grie 

And cursed the access of that celestial thief, 

1590 


REPLY TO MARLOWHA’S PASSIONATE 
SHEPHERD 


Ir all the world and love were young, 
And truth in every shepherd’s tongue, 
These pretty pleasures might me move, 
To live with thee and be thy love, 


But time drives flocks from field to fold, 5 
When rivers rage and rocks grow cold; 

And Philomel becometh dumb; 

The rest complains of cares to come. 


The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 

To wayward winter reckoning yields: 10 
A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 

Is faney’s spring, but sorrow’s fall. 


Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies, 

Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten, — 15 
In folly ripe, in reason rotten, 
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Thy belt of straw and ivy buds, 

Thy coral clasps and amber studs, — 

All those in me no means can move, 

To come to thee and be thy love. 20 


But could youth last, and love still breed, 
Had joys no date, nor age no need; - 
Then those delights my mind might move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 

1600 


IN THE GRACE OF WIT, OF TONGUE, 
AND FACH 


Hur face, her tongue, her wit, so fair, so 
sweet, so sharp, 

First bent, then drew, now hit, mine eye, 
mine ear, my heart: 

Mine eye, mine ear, my heart, to like, to 
learn, to love, 

Her face, her tongue, her wit, doth lead, 
doth teach, doth move: 

Her face, her tongue, her wit, with beams, 
with sound, with art, 5 

Doth blind, doth charm, doth rule, mine eye, 
mine ear, my heart. 


Mine eye, mine ear, my heart, with life, with 
hope, with skill, 

Her face, her tongue, her wit, doth feed, doth 
feast, doth fill: 

O face, O tongue, O wit, with frowns, with 
checks, with smart, 

Wring not, vex not, wound not, mine eye, 
mine ear, my heart: 10 

This eye, this ear, this heart, shall joy, shall 
bind, shall swear 

Your face, your tongue, your wit, to serve, 
to love, to fear. 
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THE LIE 


Go, Soul, the body’s guest, 
Upon a thankless arrant: 
Fear not to touch the best; 
The truth shall be thy warrant: 
Go, since I needs must die, 5 
And give the world the he. 


Say to the court, it glows 
And shines like rotten wood; 
Say to the church, it shows 
What’s good, and doth no good: 10 
If church and court reply, 
Then give them both the lie. 


Tell potentates, they live 
Acting by others’ action; 


Not loved unless they give, 
Not strong but by a faction: 

If potentates reply, 

Give potentates the le. 


Tell men of high condition 
That manage the estate, 
Their purpose is ambition, 
Their practice only hate: 
And if they once reply, 
Then give them all the lie. 


Tell them that brave it most, 
They beg for more by spending, 
Who, in their greatest cost, 
Seek nothing but commending: 
And if they make reply, 
Then give them all the he. 


Tell zeal it wants devotion; 
Tell love it is but lust; 
Tell time it is but motion; 
Tell flesh it is but dust: 
And wish them not reply, 
For thou must give the lie. 


Tell age it daily wasteth; 
Tell honour how it alters; 
Tell beauty how she blasteth; 
Tell favour how it falters: 
And as they shall reply, 
Give every one the he. 


Tell wit how much it wrangles 
In tickle points of niceness; 
Tell wisdom she entangles 
Herself in over-wiseness: 
And when they do reply, 
Straight give them both the lie. 


Tell physic of her boldness; 
Tell skill it is pretension; 

Tell charity of coldness; 
Tell law it is contention: 

And as they do reply, 

So give them still the he. 


Tell fortune of her blindness; 
Tell nature of decay; 

Tell friendship of unkindness; 
Tell justice of delay: 

And if they will reply, 

Then give them all the lie. 


Tell arts they have no soundness, 
But vary by esteeming; 

Tell schools they want profoundness, 
And stand too much on seeming: 

If arts and schools reply, 

Give arts and schools the lie. 


15 
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Tell faith it’s fled the city; 
Tell how the country erreth; 
Tell manhood shakes off pity; 
Tell virtue least preferreth: 70 
And if they do reply, 
Spare not to give the lie. 


So when thou hast, as I 
Commanded thee, done blabbing, — 
Although to give the lie 75 
Deserves no less than stabbing, — 
Stab at thee, he that will, 
No stab the soul can kill. 
1608 


HIS PILGRIMAGE 


GIvE me my s¢allop-shell of quiet, 
My staff of faith to walk upon, 
My scrip of joy, immortal diet, 
My bottle of salvation, 
My gown of glory, hope’s true gauge; 5 
And thus I’ll take my pilgrimage. 


Blood must be my body’s balmer; 
No other balm will there be given; 
Whilst my soul, like quiet palmer, 
Traveleth towards the land of heaven; 10 
Over the silver mountains, 
Where spring the nectar fountains: 
There will I kiss 
The bowl of bliss; 
And drink mine everlasting fill 15 
Upon every milken hill. 
My soul will be a-dry before; 
But after, it will thirst no more. 


Then by that happy blissful day, 
More peaceful pilgrims I shall see, 20 
That have cast off their rags of clay. 
And walk appareled fresh like me. 
V’ll take them first, 
To quench their thirst 
And taste of nectar suckets, 
At those clear wells 
Where sweetness dwells, 
Drawn up by saints in crystal buckets. 


bo 
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And when our bottles and all we 
Are filled with immortality, 30 
Then the blesséd paths we’ll travel, 
Strowed with rubies thick as gravel; 
Ceilings of diamonds, sapphire floors, 
High walls of coral, and pearly bowers. 
From thence to heaven’s bribeless hall, 35 
Where no corrupted voices braw]; 
No conscience molten into gold, 
No forged accuser bought or sold, 


255 


No cause deferred, no vain-spent journey, 
For there Christ is the king’s attorney, 40 
Who pleads for all without degrees, 

And He hath angels, but no fees. 

And when the grand twelve-million jury 

Of our sins, with direful fury, 

Against our souls black verdicts give, 45 
Christ pleads His death, and then we live. 


Be Thou my speaker, taintless pleader, 
Unblotted lawyer, true proceeder! 
Thou givest salvation even for alms; 
Not with a bribéd lawyer’s palms. 50 


And this is mine eternal plea 
To Him that made heaven, earth, and sea, 
That, since my flesh must die so soon, 
And want a head to dine next noon, 
Just at the stroke, when my veins start and 
spread, 55 
Set on my soul an everlasting head! 
Then am I ready, like a palmer fit, 
To tread those blest paths which before I 
writ. 


Of death and judgment, heaven and hell, 
Who oft doth think, must needs die well. 60 
1604 


THE CONCLUSION 


EVEN such is time, that takes in trust 

Our youth, our joys, our all we have, 
And pays us but with earth and dust; 

Who, in the dark and silent grave, 
When we have wandered all our ways, is 
Shuts up the story of our days; 
But from this earth, this grave, this dust, 
My God shall raise me up, I trust! 
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John Lply (15532-1606) 
APELLES SONG ¥ 


Currp and my Campaspe played 

At cards for kisses; Cupid paid. 

He stakes his quiver, bow and arrows, 

His mother’s doves and team of sparrows; 
Loses them too. Then down he throws 5 
The coral of his lip, the rose 

Growing on’s cheek,—but none knows 

how, — 

With these the crystal of his brow, 

And then the dimple of his chin; 

All these did my Campaspe win. 10 
\At last he set her both his eyes; 
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| She won, and Cupid blind did rise. 
O Love, has she done this to thee? 
What shall, alas! become of me? 

‘a 1584 


‘TRICO’S’ SONG 


« Wuar bird so sings, yet so does wail? 
O ’t is the ravished nighting gale. 
‘Jug, jug, jug, jug, tereu,’ she cries, 
And still her woes at midnight rise. 
Brave prick-seng! who is’t now we hear? 5 
None but the lark so shrill and clear. 
| Now at heaven’s gates she claps her wings, 
The morn not waking till she sings! 
Hark, hark, with what a pretty throat 
V Poor Robin Red-breast tunes his note! 10 
Hark how the jolly cuckoos sing 
\! ‘Cuckoo,’ to welcome in the spring, — 
“ Cuckoo,’ to welcome in the spring! 
1584 


. elt Greene (15587-1592) 


ade 


SEPHESTIA’S SONG TO HER CHILD 


; Weep not, my wanton, smile upon my knee, 
When thou art old there’s grief enough for 
thee. 
Mother’s wag, pretty boy, 
Father’s sorrow, father’s joy; 
When thy father first did see 
| Such a boy by him and me, 
He was glad, I was woe; 
Fortune changed made him SO, 
When he left his pretty boy, 
Last his sorrow, first his joy. 10 


Weep not, my wanton, smile upon my knee, 
When thou art old there’s grief enough for 
thee. 
Streaming tears that never stint, 
Like pearl drops from a flint, 
Fell by course from his eyes, 15 
That one another’s place supplies; 
Thus he grieved in every part, 
Tears of blood fell from his heart, 
When he left his pretty, boy, 
Father’s sorrow, father’s joy. 20 


Weep not, my wanton, smile upon my knee, 
When thou art old there’s grief enough for 
thee. 
The wanton smiled, father wept, 
Mother cried, baby leapt; 
More he crowed, more we cried, 
Nature could not sorrow hide: 


to 
ao 
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He must go, he must kiss 

Child and mother, baby bless, 

For he left his pretty boy, 

Father’s sorrow, father’s joy. 30 
Weep not, my wanton, smile upon my knee, 
When thou art old there’s grief enough for 

thee. 
1587 


THE SHEPHERD’S WIFE’S SONG 


Au, what is love? It is a pretty thing, 
As sweet unto a shepherd as a king; 
And sweeter too, 
For kings have cares that wait upon a 


crown, 
And cares can make the sweetest love to 
frown: 5 


Ah then, ah then, 
If country loves such sweet desires do gain, 
What lady would not love a shepherd swain? 


His flocks are folded, he comes home at 
night, 
As merry as a king in his delight; 10 
And merrier too, 
For kings bethink them what the state re- 
quire, 
‘Where shepher ds careless carol by the fire: 
Ah then, ah then, 
If country loves such sweet desires do 
gain, 15 
W. ie lady would not love a shepherd swain? 


He kisseth first, then sits as blithe to eat 
His cream and curds, as doth the king his 
meat; 
And blither too, 


;For kings have often fears when they do 


sup, 20 
“Where shepherds dread no poison in their 
cup: 


ae then, ah then, 
If country loves such sweet desires do gain, 
What lady would not love a shepherd swain? 


To bed he goes, as wanton then, I ween, 25 
As is a king in dalliance with a queen; 

More wanton too, 
For kings have many eriefs affects to move, 
Where shepherds have no greater grief than 

love: 

Ah then, ah then, 30 
If country loves such sweet desires do gain, 
What lady would not love a shepherd swain? 


Upon his couch of straw he sleeps as sound, 
As doth the king upon his beds of down; 
More sounder too, 35 


GEORGE PEELE 


Yor cares cause kings full oft their sleep to 
spl, 
Ree. weary shepherds lie and snort their 


Ah then, ah then, 
If country loves such sweet desires do 
What lady would not love a pies ed 
swain? 


Thus with his wife he spends the year, as 
blithe 
As doth the king at every tide or sithe; 
And blither too, 
y For kings have wars and broils to take in 


hand 
Where shepherds laugh and love upon the 
and: 45 
Ah then, ah then, 


If country loves such sweet desires do gain, 
_ What lady would not love a shepherd swain? 
1590 


SONG 


V Sweet are the thoughts that savor of con- 
tent; 
The quiet mind is richer than a crown; 
Sweet are the nights in careless slumber 
spent; 
The poor estate scorns fortune’s angry 
frown: 
r Such sweet content, such minds, such sleep, 
such bliss, 5 
, Beggars enjoy, when princes oft do miss, 


The homely house that harbours quiet rest; 
The cottage that affords no pride nor care; 
The mean that ’grees with country music 


best; 
The sweet consort of mirth and music’s 
fare; 10 


Obscuréd life sets down a type of bliss: 
A mind content both crown and kingdom is. 
1590 


George Peele (1558?-1597) 


CUPID’S CURSE 


Farr and fair, and twice so fair, 
As fair as any may be; 
The fairest shepherd on our green, 
A love for any lady, 
Fair and fair, and twice so fair, 
As fair as any may be; 
Thy love is fair for thee alone, 
_ And for no other lady. 
f My love is fair, my love is gay, 


\_ As fresh as bin the flowers in May, 


And of my love my roundelay, 
My merry, merry roundelay, 
Concludes with Cupid’s curse, —— 


They that do change old love for new, 


\Pray gods they change for worse! 


1584 


Thomas Lodge (15582-1625) 


ROSALIND’S MADRIGAL 


, Love in my bosom like a bee 


Ls 


Doth suck his sweet; 
Now with his wings he plays with me, 
Now with his feet. 
Within mine eyes he makes his nest, 
His bed amidst my tender breast; 
My kisses are his daily feast, 


-And yet he robs me of my rest. 


_ Ah, wanton, will ye? 


Andif I sleep, then percheth he 


| 
b 


With pretty flight, 
And makes his pillow of my knee 
The livelong night. 
Strike I my Jute, he tunes the string, 
He music plays if so I sing, 
He lends me every lovely thing; 
Yet cruel he my heart doth sting. 
Whist, wanton, still ye! 


Else I with roses every day 
Will whip you hence, 
And bind you, when you long to play, 
For your offence; 
I'll shut mine eyes to keep you in, 
ll make you fast it for your sin, 
I’ll count your power not worth a pin. 
Alas, what hereby shall I win, 
If he gainsay me? 


What if I beat the wanton boy 
With many a rod? 
He will repay me with annoy, 
Because a god. 
Then sit thou safely on my knee, 
And let thy bower my bosom be; 
Lurk in mine eyes, I like of thee. 
O Cupid, so thou pity me, 
Spare not, but play thee, 


ROSALIND’S DESCRIPTION 


Like to the clear in highest sphere 
Where all imperial glory shines, 
Of selfsame colour is her hair, 
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15 


10 


15 


30 
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Whether unfolded or in twines: 

Heigh ho, fair Rosalind! 5 
Her eyes are sapphires set in snow, 
Refining heaven by every wink; 

The gods do fear whenas they glow, 
,And I do tremble when I think: 
Heigh ho, would she were mine! 10 


Her cheeks are like the blushing cloud 
That beautifies Aurora’s face, 
Or hke the silver crimson shroud 
That Phebus’ smiling looks doth grace: 
Heigh ho, fair Rosalind! 15 
Her lips are like two budded roses, 
Whom ranks of lihes neighbour nigh, 
Within which bounds she balm eneloses, 
Apt to entice a deity: 
Heigh ho, would she were mine! 20 


Her neck like to a stately tower 
Where Love himself imprisoned lies, 
To watch for glances every hour 
From her divine and sacred eyes: 
Heigh ho, fair Rosalind! 25 
Herpaps are centres of delight, 
Her breasts are orbs of heavenly frame, 
Where Nature moulds the dew of light, 
To feed perfection with the same: 
Heigh ho, would she were mine! 30 


With orient pearl, with ruby red, 

With marble white, with sapphire blue, 

Her body every way is fed, 

Yet soft in touch, and sweet in view: 
Heigh ho, fair Rosalind! 35 

Nature herself her shape admires, 

The gods are wounded in her sight, 

And Love forsakes his heavenly fires 

And at her eyes his brand doth light: 
Heigh ho, would she were mine! 40 


Then muse not, nymphs, though I bemoan 
The absence of fair Rosalind, 
Since for her fair there’s fairer none, 
Nor for her virtues so divine: 
Heigh ho, fair Rosalind! 45 
Heigh ho, my heart! would God that 
she were mine! 
1590 


HPicholas Breton (1545?-1626?7) 


A SWEET LULLABY 


Come, little babe, come, silly soul, 

Thy father’s shame, thy mother’s grief, 
Born, as I doubt, to all our dole, 

And to thyself unhappy chief: 


AND PURITAN PERIODS 


Ff Sing lullaby and lap it warm, 5 
Poor soul that thinks no creature harm. 


— 


Thou little think’st and less dost know 
The cause of this thy mother’s moan; 
Thou want’st the wit to wail her woe, 


And I myself am all alone: 10 
Why dost thou weep? why dost thou 
wail, 


And knowest not yet what thou dost ail? 


Come, little wretch, ah silly heart, 
Mine only joy, what can I more? 
If there be any wrong thy smart, 15 
That may the destinies implore: 
"T was I, I say, against my will; 
I wail the time, but be thou still. 


And dost thou smile? O, thy sweet face, 
Would God himself he might thee see! 20 
No doubt thou wouldst soon purchase grace, 
I know right well, for thee and me: 
But come to mother, babe, and play, 
For father false is fled away. 


Sweet boy, if it by fortune chance 25 
Thy father home again to send, 
If death do strike me with his lance, 
Yet mayst thou me to him commend: 
If any ask thy mother’s name, 
Tell how by love she purchased blame. 30 


Then will his gentle heart soon yield, 
T know him of a noble mind; 
Although a lion in the field, 
A lamb in town thou shalt him find: 
Ask blessing, babe, be not afraid, 35 
His sugared words hath me betrayed. 


Then mayst thou joy and be right glad, 
Although in woe I seem to moan; 
Thy father is no rascal lad, 
A noble youth of blood and bone: 40 
His glancing looks, if he once smile, 
Right honest women may beguile. 


Come, little boy, and rock a-sleep, 
Sing lullaby and be thou still; 
I that can do naught else but weep, 45 
Will sit by thee and wail my fill: 
God bless my babe, and lullaby, 
From this thy father’s quality. 
1594 


PHYLLIDA AND CORYDON 


In the merry month of May, 

In a morn by break of day, 
Forth I walked by the wood-side, 
When as May was in her pride: 


> 


ROBERT SOUTHWELL 


Then I spiéd all alone 5 
Phyllida and Corydon. 
Much ado there was, God wot! 
(He would love and she would not. 
She said, never man was true; 
He said, none was false to you. 10 
He said, he had loved her long; 
She said, love should have no wrong. 
‘orydon would kiss her then; 
She said, maids must kiss no men, 
Till they did for good and all; 15 
Then she made the shepherd call 
All the heavens to witness truth: 
Never loved a truer youth. 
Thus with many a pretty oath, 
Yea and nay, and faith and troth, 20 
Such as silly shepherds use 
When they will not love abuse, 
Love, which had been leng deluded, 
Was with kisses sweet concluded; 
And Phyllida, with garlands gay, 25 
j Was made the Lady of the May. 
1600 


Robert Southwell (15612-1595) 
THE BURNING BABE- 


As I in hoary winter’s night stood shivering 
in the snow, 

Surprised I was with sudden heat, which 
made my heart to glow; 

And lifting up a fearful eye to view what fire 


was near, 
A pretty babe, all burning bright, did in the 
air appear, 
Who, scorchéd with excessive heat, such 
floods of tears did shed, 5 


As though his floods should quench his 
flames which with his tears were fed. 

‘Alas!’ quoth he, ‘but newly born in fiery 
heats I fry; 

Yet none approach to warm their hearts or 
feel my fire but I! 

My faultless breast the furnace is, the fuel, 
wounding thorns, 

Love is the fire, and sighs the smoke, the 
ashes, shame and scorns. 10 

The fuel Justice layeth on, and Mercy blows 
the coals, 

The metal in this furnace wrought are men’s 
defiléd souls, 

For which, as now on fire I am, to work them 
to their good, 

So will I melt into a bath to wash them in 
my blood.’ 
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With this he vanished out of sight, and 
swiftly shrunk away; 15 
And straight I calléd unto mind that it was 
Christmas-day. 
1595 


Christopher #larlowe (1564-1593) 


THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD 


Coz live with me, and be my love; 
And we will all the pleasures prove 
That hills and valleys, dales and fields, 
Woods, or steepy mountain yields. 


And we will sit upon the rocks, 5 
Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks 

By shallow rivers, to whose falls 

Melodious birds smg madrigals. 


And I will make thee beds of roses, 

And a thousand fragrant posies; ; 10 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 

Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle; 


A gown made of the finest wool 

Which from our pretty lambs we pull; 
Vair-linéd slippers for the cold, 15 
With buckles of the purest gold; 


A belt of straw and ivy-buds, 

With coral clasps and amber studs: 

And, if these pleasures may thee move, 
Come live with me, and be my love. 20 


The shepherd-swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight each May-morning: 
If these delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 

1599 


Thomas Mashe (1567-1601) 


DEATH’S SUMMONS 


Apipu, farewell, earth’s bliss, 
This world uncertain is: 
Tond are life’s lustful joys, 
Death proves them all but toys, 
None from his darts can fly: 5 
I am sick, I must die. 
Lord, have mercy on us! 


Rich men, trust not in wealth, 

Gold cannot buy you health; 

Physic himself must fade, 10 
All things to end are made; 
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The plague full swift goes by: 
i am sick, I must die. 
Lord, have mercy on us! 


Beauty is but a flower, 15 

Which wrinkles will devour; 

Brightness falls from the air, 

Queens have died young and fair; 

Dust hath closéd Helen’s eye: 

I am sick, I must die. 20 
Lord, have mercy on us! 


Strength stoops unto the grave, 
Worms feed on Hector brave, 
Swords may not fight with fate, 
Earth still holds ope her gate. 25 
Come, come, the bells do cry: 
I am sick, I must die. 
Lord, have mercy on us! 


Wit with his wantonness, 
Tasteth death’s bitterness; 30 
Hell’s executioner 
Hath no ears for to hear 
What vain art can reply: 
I am sick, I must die. 
Lord, have mercy on us! 35 


Haste therefore each degree 
To welcome destiny; 
Heaven is our heritage, 
Earth but a player’s stage: 
Mount we unto the sky: 40 
I am sick, I must die. 

Lord, have mercy on us! 

1600 


William Shakespeare (1564-1616) 


ON A DAY, ALACK THE DAY! 

On a day, alack the day! 

Love, whose month is ever May, 

Spied a blossom passing fair 

Playing in the wanton air: 

Through the velvet leaves the wind, 5 
All unseen, gan passage find; 

That the lover, sick to death, 

Wished himself the heaven’s breath. 

Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow; 

Air, would I might triumph so! 10 
But alack! my hand is sworn 

Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn; 

Vow, alack! for youth unmeet, 

Youth so apt to pluck a sweet. 

Do not call it sin in me, 15 
That I am forsworn for thee; 

Thou for whom e’en Jove would swear 
Juno but an Ethiope were; 
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And deny himself for Jove, 
Turning mortal for thy love. 20 


1598 
SPRING 
I 


WHEN daisies pied and violets blue 
And lady-smocks all silver-white 
And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue 
Do paint the meadows with delight, 
The cuckoo then, on every tree, 5 
Mocks married men; for thus sings he, 
; Cuckoo; 
Cuckoo, cuckoo, — O, word of fear, 
Unpleasing to a married ear! 


Il 


When shepherds pipe on oaten straws 10 
And merry larks are ploughmen’s clocks, 

When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws, 
And maidens bleach their summer smocks, 

The cuckoo then on every tree 

Mocks married men; for thus sings he, 15 

Cuckoo; 
Cuckoo, cuckoo, — O word of fear, 
Unpleasing to a married ear! 


WINTER 


II] 


When icicles hang by the wall, 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, 20 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail, 
When blood is nipped, and ways be foul, 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

Tu-who; 25 
Tu-whit, tu-who — a merry note, 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 
IV 
When all aloud the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parson’s saw, 
And birds sit brooding in the snow, 30 

And Marian’s nose looks red and raw, 
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl, 

Then nightly sings the staring owl, 
Tu-who; 
Tu-whit, tu-who — a merry note, 35 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 
1598 


WHO IS SILVIA 


Woo is Silvia? what is she? 
That all our swains commend her? 
Holy, fair, and wise is she; 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 


The heaven such grace did lend her, 


That she might admiréd be. 5 


(Is she kind as she is fair? 
For beauty lives with kindness: 
Love doth to her eyes repair, 
To help him of his blindness; 
And, being helped, inhabits there. 


Then to Silvia let us sing, 
That Silvia is excelling; 
She excels each mortal thing 
Upon the dull earth dwelling; 
¥ To her let us garlands bring. 


10 


ae 
ober AA 
TELL ME WHERE IS FANCY BRED 


eg me where is fancy bred, 
r in the heart or in the head? 

How begot, how nourishéd? 

Reply, reply. 

It is engendered in the eyes, 

With gazing fed; and fancy dies 
bn the cradle where it lies. 

t us all ring fancy’s knell: 
I'll begin it, — Ding-dong, bell. 
1600 


UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE 


UNDER the greenwood tree 
Who loves to lie with me, 
And turn his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird’s throat, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither: 5 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 


© Who doth ambition shun, 
| And loves to live i’ the sun, 
| Seeking the food he eats, 
And pleased with what he gets, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither: 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 


10 


15 


1623 


BLOW, BLOW, THOU WINTER WIND 


» Biow, blow, thou winter wind, 
| Thou art not so unkind 
_As man’s ingratitude; 
“Thy tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen, 5 
Although thy breath be rude. 
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saa sing, heigh-ho! unto the green 
olly 
a f ay vibe is feigning, most loving mere 
olly 
Then heigh-ho! the holly! 
This life is most jolly. 10 
Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
That dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot: 
Though thou the waters warp, 
Thy sting is not so sharp 15 
As friend remembered not. 
Heigh-ho! sing, heigh-ho! ete. 
1623 


-_ 


IT WAS A LOVER AND HIS LASS 


Iv was a lover and his lass, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
That o’er the green corn-field did pass, 

In the spring time, the only pretty ring 


time, 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding; 5 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 


Between the acres of the rye, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
These pretty country folks would lie, 


In the spring time, ete. 10 


This carol they began that hour, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
How that a life was but a flower 

In the spring time, ete. 


And therefore take the present time, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino; 
For love is crownéd with the prime 
In the spring time, ete. 


15 


1623 


O MISTRES 


O MISTRESS mine, where are you roaming? 
O! stay and hear; your true love’s coming. 
That can sing both high and low. 
Trip no further, pretty sweeting; 
¢ Journeys end in lovers’ meeting, 5 
: "| z ) > 
* Every wise man’s son doth know. 


What is love? ’t is not hereafter; 
Present mirth hath present laughter; 
What ’s to come is still unsure: 
In delay there lies no plenty; 
ees come kiss me, sweet-and-twenty, 


— Youth’s a stuff will not endure. 


SS MINE 


10 


1623 
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COME AWAY, COME AWAY, DEATH 


CoME away, come away, death, 
And in sad cypres let me be laid; 
Fly away, fly away, breath; 
I am slain by a fair cruel maid. 
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew, 5 
O! prepare it. 
My part of death, no one so true 
Did share it. 


Not a flower, not a flower sweet, 
On my black coffin let there be strown; 
Not a friend, not a friend greet 
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be 
thrown: 
A thousand thousand sighs to save, 
Lay me, O! where 
Sad true lover never find my grave, 
To weep there. 
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10 


15 


1623 


FEAR NO MORE THE HEAT O’ TH’ SUN 


Far no more the heat o’ th’ sun, 
Nor the furious winter’s rages; 
Thou thy worldly task hast done, 
Home art gone, and ta’en thy wages; 
Golden lads and girls all must, 
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 


Fear no more the frown o’ th’ great, 
Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke: 
Care no more to clothe and eat; 
To thee the reed is as the oak: 
The scepter, learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 


10 


Fear no more the lightning-flash, 
Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone; 
Fear not slander, censure rash; 
Thou hast finished joy and moan: 
All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign to thee, and come to dust. 


15 


No exorciser harm thee! 
Nor no witcheraft charm thee! 
Ghost unlaid forbear thee! 
Nothing ill come near thee! 
Quiet consummation have; 
And renownéd be thy grave! 
1623 


COME UNTO THESE YELLOW SANDS 


Come unto these yellow sands, 
And then take hands: 
Courtsied when you have, and kissed, — 


PURITAN PERIODS 


The wild waves whist, — 
Foot it featly here and there; 5 
And, sweet sprites, the burden bear. 
Hark, hark! 
Bow, wow. 
The watch-dogs bark: 
Bow, wow. 
Hark, hark! I hear 
The strain of strutting Chanticleer 
Cock-a-diddle-dow. 


16 
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FULL FATHOM FIVE THY FATHER LIES 


Fut fathom five thy father lies; 

Of his bones are coral made: 
Those are pearls that were his eyes: 

Nothing of him that doth fade, 
But doth suffer a sea-change 5 
Into something rich and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell; 

Ding-dong. 
Hark! now I hear them, — Ding-dong, bell. 
1623 


WHERE THE BEE SUCKS 


Wuere the bee sucks, there suck I 
In a cowslip’s bell I he; 
There I couch when owls do ery. 
On the bat’s back I do fly 
After summer merrily: 5 
Merrily, merrily shall I live now 
Under the blossom that hangs on the 
bough. 
1623 


CRABBED AGE AND YOUTH 


CRABBED age and youth 
Cannot live together: 
Youth is full of pleasure, 
Age is full of care; 
Youth like summer morn, 5 
Age like winter weather; 
Youth like summer brave, 
Age like winter bare. 
Youth is full of sport, 
Age’s breath is short; 
Youth is nimble, age is lame; 
Youth is hot and bold, 
Age is weak and cold; 
Youth is wild, and age is tame. 
Age, I do abhor thee, 
Youth. I do adore thee; 


10 


15 


THOMAS CAMPION 


O! my love, my love is young: 
Age, I do defy thee: 
O! sweet shepherd, hie thee, 
For methinks thou stay’st too long! 20 
1599 


Thomas Campion (1567-1620) 
TO LESBIA 


My sweetest Lesbia, let us live and love; 

And though the sager sort our deeds reprove, 

Let us not weigh them: heaven’s great 
lamps do dive 

Into their west, and straight again revive: 

But soon as once set is our little light, 5 

Then must we sleep one ever-during night. 


If all would lead their lives in love like me, 

Then bloody swords and armour should not 
be; 

No drum nor trumpet peaceful sleeps should 
move, 

Unless alarm came from the camp of love: 10 

But fools do live, and waste their little light, 

And seek with pain their ever-during night. 


When timely death my life and fortune ends, 

Let not my hearse be vext with mourning 
friends; 

But let all lovers, rich in triumph, come 15 

And with sweet pastimes grace my happy 
tomb: 

And, Lesbia, close up thou my little light, 

And crown with love my ever-during night. 

1601 


THE MAN OF LIFE UPRIGHT 


Tue man of life upright, 
Whose guiltless heart is free 
From all dishonest deeds, 
Or thought of vanity; 


oO 


The man whose silent days, 
In harmless joys are spent, 

Whom hopes cannot delude 
Nor sorrow discontent; 


That man needs neither towers 

Nor armour for defence, 10 
Nor secret vaults to fly 

From thunder’s violence: 


He only can behold 
With unaffrighted eyes 

The horrors of the deep 15 
And terrors of the skies. 


263 


Thus, scorning all the cares 
That fate or fortune brings, 
He makes the heaven his book, 
His wisdom heavenly things; 20 


Good thoughts his only friends, 
His wealth a well-spent age, 
And earth his sober inn 
And quiet pilgrimage. 
1601 


JACK AND JOAN THEY THINK NO ILL 


Jack and Joan they think no ill, 

But loving live, and merry still; 

Do their week- days’ work, and ‘pray 
Devoutly on the holy-day: 

Skip and trip it on the green, 5 
And help to choose the Summer Queen; 
Lash out, at a country feast, 

Their silver penny with the best. 


Well can they judge of nappy ale, 

And tell at large a winter tale; 10 
Climb up to the apple loft, 

And turn the crabs till they be soft. 

Tib is all the father’s joy, 

And little Tom the mother’s boy. 

All their pleasure is content; 15 
And care, to pay their yearly rent. 


Joan can call by name her cows, 

And deck her window with green boughs; 
She can wreaths and tutties make, 

And trim with plums a bridal cake. 20 
Jack knows what brings gain or loss, 

And his long flail can stoutly toss: 

Makes the hedge clots others break; 


And ever thinks what he doth speak. 


Now, you courtly dames and knights, 25 
That study only strange delights; 
Though you scorn the homespun gray, 
And revel in your rich array: 
Though your tongues dissemble deep, 
And can your heads from danger keep; 30 
Yet, for all your pomp and train, 
Securer lives the silly swain. 
1613 


THERE IS A GARDEN IN HER FACE 
THERE is a garden in her face, 

Where roses and white lilies grow; 

A heavenly paradise is that place, 

Wherein all pleasant fruits do flow. 

There cherries grow, which none may buy 5 
Till ‘Cherry ripe’ themselves do ery. 
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Those cherries fairly do enclose 

Of orient pearl a double row; 

Which when her lovely laughter shows, 
They look like rosebuds filled with snow. 10 
Yet them nor peer nor prince can buy 

Till ‘Cherry ripe’ themselves do ery. 


Her eyes like angels watch them still; 

Her brows like bended bows do stand, 

Threatening with piercing frowns to kill 15 

All that attempt, with eye or hand, 

Those sacred cherries to come nigh 

Till ‘Cherry ripe’ themselves do ery. 
7 1606 


TURN ALL THY THOUGHTS TO EYES 


Turn all thy thoughts to eyes, 

Turn all thy hairs to ears, 

Change all thy friends to spies, 

And all thy joys to fears: 

True love will yet be free, 5 
In spite of jealousy. 


Turn darkness into day, 

Conjectures into truth, 

Believe what th’ envious say, 

Let age interpret youth: 10 
True love will yet be free, 

In spite of jealousy. 


Wrest every word and look, 
Rack every hidden thought, 
Or fish with golden hook; 15 
True love cannot be caught. 
For that will still be free, 
In spite of jealousy! 
ca. 1617 


Michael Drapton (1563-1631) 


AGINCOURT 


Farr stood the wind for France, 
When we our sails advance, 
Nor now to prove our chance 
Longer will tarry; 
But putting to the main 5 
At Caux, the mouth of Seine, 
With all his martial train 
Landed King Harry. 


And taking many a fort, 
Furnished in warlike sort, 10 
Marcheth towards Agincourt 
In happy hour; 
Skirmishing day by day 
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With those that stopped his way, 


Where the French general lay 
With all his power. 


Which, in his height of pride, 
King Henry to deride, 
His ransom to provide 
To the King sending; 
Which he neglects the while, 
As from a nation vile, 
Yet, with an angry smile, 
Their fall portending. 


And turning to his men, 
Quoth our brave Henry then: 
‘Though they to one be ten 
Be not amazéd! 
Yet have we well begun: 
Battles so bravely won 
Have ever to the sun 
By Fame been raiséd! 


‘And for myself,’ quoth he, 
‘This my full rest shall be: 
England ne’er mourn for me, 
Nor more esteem me! 
Victor I will remain, 
Or on this earth he slain; 
Never shall she sustain 
Loss to redeem me! 


‘Poitiers and Cressy tell, 
When most their pride did swell, 
Under our swords they fell. 

No less our skill is, 
Than when our Grandsire great, 
Claiming the regal seat, 
By many a warlike feat 

Lopped the French lilies.’ 


The Duke of York so dread 

The eager vanward led; 

With the main, Henry sped 
Amongst his henchmen; 

Exeter had the rear, 

A braver man not there! 

O Lord, how hot they were 
On the false Frenchmen! 


They now to fight are gone; 

Armor on armor shone; 

Drum now to drum did groan: 
To hear, was wonder; 

That, with the cries they make, 

The very earth did shake; 

Trumpet to trumpet spake; 
Thunder to thunder. 


Well it thine age became, 
O noble Erpingham, 
Which didst the signal aim 
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SIR JOHN DAVIES 


To our hid forces! 
When, from a meadow by, 
Like a storm suddenly, 
The English archery 

Stuck the French horses. 


With Spanish yew so strong; 
Arrows a cloth-yard long, 
That like to serpents stung, 
Piercing the weather. 
None from his fellow starts; 
But, playing manly parts, 
And like true English hearts, 
Stuck close together. 


When down their bows they threw, 

And forth their bilboes drew, 

And on the French they flew: 
Not one was tardy. 

Arms were from shoulders sent, 

Scalps to the teeth were rent, 

Down the French peasants went: 
Our men were hardy. 


This while our noble King, 

His broad sword brandishing, 

Down the French host did ding, 
As to o’erwhelm it. 

And many a deep wound lent; 

His arms with blood besprent, 

And many a cruel dent 
Bruiséd his helmet. 


Gloucester, that duke so good, 

Next of the royal blood, 

For famous England stood 
With his brave brother. 

Clarence, in steel so bright, 

Though but a maiden knight, 

Yet in that furious fight 
Scarce such another! 


Warwick in blood did wade; 

Oxford, the foe invade, 

And cruel slaughter made, 
Still as they ran up. 

Suffolk his axe did ply; 

Beaumont and Willoughby 

Bare them right doughtily; 
Ferrers, and Fanhope. 


Upon Saint Crispin’s Day 

Fought was this noble fray; 

Which Fame did not delay 
To England to carry. 

O, when shall English men 

With such acts fill a pen? 

Or England breed again 
Such a King Harry? 
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Sir John Davies (1569-1626) 


HYMNS OF ASTREA 


III — TO SPRING 


EARTH now is green, and heaven is blue, 
Lively spring which makes all new, 

Jolly spring doth enter; 

Sweet young sun-beams do subdue 

Angry, agéd Winter. 5 


Blasts are mild, and seas are calm, 

Every meadow flows with balm, 

The earth wears all her riches; 

Harmonious birds sing such a psalm, 

As ear and heart bewitches. 10 


Reserve (sweet Spring) this nymph of ours, 
Eternal garlands of thy flowers, 

Green garlands never wasting; 

In her shall last our state’s fair spring, 

Now and forever flourishing, 15 
As long as Heaven is lasting. 


Vs=00 THE LARK 


Early cheerful mounting lark, 

Light’s gentle usher, morning’s clark, 

In merry notes delighting: 

Stint awhile thy song and hark, 

And learn my new enditing. 5 


Bear up this hymn, to Heaven it bear, 

E’en up to Heaven, and sing it there, 

To Heaven each morning bear it; 

Have it set to some sweet sphere, 

And let the angels hear it! 10 


Renowned Astrea, that great name, 

Exceeding great in worth and fame, 

Great worth hath so renowned it, 

It is Astrea’s name I praise, . 
Now then, sweet lark, do thou it raise, 15 
And in high Heaven resound it. 


XXVI— TO ENVY 


Envy, go weep; my Muse and I 

Laugh thee to scorn; thy feeble eye 

Is dazzled with the glory 

Shining in this gay poesy, 

And little golden story. 5 


Behold how my proud quill doth shed 
Eternal nectar on her head: 

The pomp of coronation 

Hath not such power her fame to spread, 

As this my admiration. 10 


Respect my pen as free and frank, 
Expecting not reward nor thank, 
Great wonder only moves it; 
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I never made it mercenary, 

Nor should my Muse this burthen carry 
As hired but that she loves it. 


15 


1599 


Thomas Dekker (15702-1641) 


O SWEET CONTENT 


Art thou poor, yet hast thou golden slum- 
bers? 
O sweet content! 
Art thou rich, yet is thy mind perplexed? 
O punishment! 
Dost thou Jaugh to see how fools are vexed 5 
To add to golden numbers, golden numbers? 
O sweet content! O sweet, O sweet content! 
Work apace, apace, apace, apace; 
Honest labor bears a lovely face; 
Then hey nonny nonny, hey nonny nonny! 10 


Canst drink the waters of the crispéd spring? 
O sweet content! 
Swimm’st thou in wealth, yet sink’st in thine 
own tears? 
O punishment! 
Then he that patiently want’s burden 
bears 15 
No burden bears, but is a king, a king! 
O sweet content! O sweet, O sweet content! 
Work apace, apace, apace, apace; 
Honest labor bears a lovely face; 
Then hey nonny nonny, hey nonny 
nonny! 20 
1603 


Richard Barnfield (1574-1627) 


AS IT FELL UPON A DAY 


As it fell upon a day 

In the merry month of May, 

Sitting in a pleasant shade 

Which a group of myrtles made, 

Beasts did leap and birds did sing, 5 
Trees did grow and plants did spring; 
Everything did banish moan 

Save the nightingale alone: 

She, poor bird, as all forlorn 

Leaned her breast against a thorn, 
And there sung the dolefull’st ditty 
That to hear it was great pity. 

‘Fie, fie, fie?’ now would she cry; 
‘Tereu, ‘tereu??’ by and by; 

That to hear her so complain 15 


10 


PURITAN PERIODS 


Scarce I could from tears refrain; 

For her griefs so lively shown 

Made me think upon mine own. 

Ah, thought I, thou mourn’st in vain, 
None takes pity on thy pain: 
Senseless trees they cannot hear thee, 
Ruthless beasts they will not cheer thee: 
King Pandion he is dead, 

All thy friends are lapped in lead; 

All thy fellow birds do sing 

Careless of thy sorrowing: 

Even so, poor bird, like thee, 

None alive will pity me. 


25 
1600 


Ben Tonson (1573?- (1637) 


iG TO DIANA 


QUEEN and huntress, chaste and fair, 

Now the sun is laid to sleep, 

Seated in thy silver chair, 

State in wonted manner keep: 
Hesperus entreats thy light, 5 
Goddess excellently bright. 


Earth, let not thy envious shade 
Dare itself to interpose; 

Cynthia’s shining orb was made 
Heaven to clear when day did close: 
Bless us then with wishéd sight, 

Goddess excellently bright. 


10 


Lay thy bow of pearl apart 

And thy crystal-shining quiver; 

Give unto the flying hart 

Space to breathe, how short soever: 
Thou that makest a day of night, 
Goddess excellently bright. 


15 


1600 


EPITAPH ON S[ALATHIEL] P[AVY] 


Weep with me all you that read 
This little story; 

And know, for whom a tear you shed, 
Death’s self is sorry. 

’T was a child, that so did thrive 5 
In grace and feature, 

As heaven and nature seemed to strive 
Which owned the creature. 

Years he numbered scarce thirteen 
When fates turned cruel; 

Yet three filled zodiacs had he been 
The stage’s jewel;, 

And did act, wh at now we moan, 


10 


BEN JONSON 


Old men so duly; 
As, sooth, the Pareze thought him one, 15 
He played so truly. 
So, by error, to his fate 
They all consented; 
But viewing him since, alas, too late! 
They have repented; 20 
And have sought, to give new birth, 
In baths to steep him; 
But, being so much too good for earth, 
Heaven vows to keep him. 
1616 


TO CELIA 


Drrvk to me only with thine eyes, 
And I will pledge with mine; 
Or leave a kiss but in thé cup, 
And I’ll not look for wine. 
The thirst that from the soul doth rise, 5 
Doth ask a drink divine: 
But might I of Jove’s nectar sup, 
I would not change for thine. 


I sent thee late a rosy wreath, 
Not so much honouring thee 10 
As giving it a hope that there 
It could not withered be. 
But thou thereon didst only breathe, 
And sent’st it back to me: 
Since when it grows, and smells, Iswear, 15 
Not of itself, but thee. 
1616 


SONG: TO CELIA 


Come, my Celia, let us prove, 

While we may, the sports of love; 

Time will not be ours for ever: 

He at length our good will sever. 

Spend not then his gifts in vain: 

Suns that set, may rise again; 

But if once we lose this light, 

2T is with us perpetual night. 

Why should we defer our joys? 

Fame and rumour are but toys. 10 

Cannot we delude the eyes 

Of a few poor household spies? 

Or his easier ears beguile, 

Thus removéd by our wile? 

’T is no sin love’s fruits to steal, 15 
ut the sweet theft to reveal: 

To be taken, to be seen, 

These have crimes accounted been. 


oa 


1607 
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SIMPLEX MUNDITIIS 


Sriit to be neat, still to be drest, 

As you were going to a feast; 

Still to be powdered, still perfumed: 

Lady, it is to be presumed, 

Though art’s hid causes are not found, 5 
All is not sweet, all is not sound. 


Give me a look, give me a face, 

That makes simplicity a grace; 

Robes loosely flowing, hair as free: 

Such sweet neglect more taketh me 10 

Than all the adulteries of art; 

They strike mine eyes, but not my heart. 
1609-10 


EPITAPH ON ELIZABETH, L. H. 


Wouuvp’st thou hear what man can say 
In a little? Reader, stay. 

Underneath this stone doth lie 
As much beauty as could die; 
Which in life did harbor give 5 
To more virtue than doth live. 

If, at all, she had a fault, 
Leave it buried in this vault. 
One name was Elizabeth, 
The other let it sleep with death! 10 
Fitter, where it died, to tell, 
Than that it lived at all. Farewell. 

1616 


TO THE MEMORY OF MY BELOVED, 
MASTER WILLIAM SHAKSPERE 


To draw no envy, Shakspere, on thy name, 

Am I thus ample to thy book and fame; 

While I confess thy writings to be such, 

As neither man, nor muse, can praise too 
much. 

’T is true, and all men’s suffrage. But 
these ways 5 

Were not the paths I meant unto thy praise; 

For silliest ignorance on these may light, 

Which, when it sounds at best, but echoes 
right; 

Or blind affection, which doth ne’er ad- 
vance 

The truth, but gropes, and urgeth all by 
chance; 10 

Or crafty malice might pretend this praise, 

And think to ruin, where it seemed to raise. 

These are, as some infamous bawd, or whore, 

Should praise a matron; what would hurt her 


more? 
But thou art proof against them, and, in- 
deed 15 


, 
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Above the ill-fortune of them, or the need. 

I, therefore, will begin. Soul of the age! 

The applause! delight! and wonder of our 
stage! 

My Shakspere, rise! I will not lodge thee by 

Chaucer, or Spenser, or bid Beaumont lie 20 

A little further off to make thee room: 

Thou art a monument without a tomb, 

And art alive still, while thy book doth live 

And we have wits to read, and praise to 
give. 

That I not mix thee so, my brain excuses, 25 

I mean with great, but disproportioned 
Muses; 

For if I thought my judgment were of years, 

I should commit thee surely with thy peers, 

And tell how far thou didst our Lyly out- 


shine, 
Or sporting Kyd, or Marlowe’s mighty 
line. 30 


And though thou hadst small Latin and less 
Greek, 

From thence to honour thee, I will not séek 

For names: but call forth thundering 
Atschylus, 

Euripides, and Sophocles to us, 

Pacuvius, Accius, him of Cordova dead, 

To life again, to hear thy buskin tread, 

And shake a stage; or, when thy socks were 
on, 

Leave thee alone for the comparison 

Of all that insolent Greece, or haughty Rome 

Sent forth, or since did from their ashes 


35 


come. 40 
Triumph, my Britain, thou hast one to 
show, 


To whom all scenes of Europe homage owe. 
He was not of an age, but for all time! 
And all the Muses still were in their prime, 
When, like Apollo, he came’forth to warm 45 
Our ears, or like a Mercury to charm! 
Nature herself was proud of his designs, 
And joyed to wear the dressing of his lines, 
Which were so richly spun, and woven so 
fit, 
As, since, she will vouchsafe no other wit. 50 
The merry Greek, tart Aristophanes, 
Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now not please; 
But antiquated and deserted lie, 
As they were not of nature’s family. 
Yet must I not give nature all; thy art, 
My gentle Shakspeare, must enjoy a part: 
For though the poet’s matter nature be, 
His art doth give the fashion: and, that he 
Who casts to write a living line, must sweat, 
(Such as thine are) and strike the second 
heat 60 
Upon the Muse’s anvil; turn the same, 
And himself with it, that he thinks to frame; 


55 


PURITAN PERIODS 


Or for the laurel, he may gain a scorn; 

For a good poet’s made, as well as born. 

And such wert thou! Look how the fa- 
ther’s face 65 

Lives in his issue, even so the race 

Of Shakspeare’s mind and manners brightly 
shines 

In his well turnéd, and true filéd lines; 

In each of which he seems to shake a lance, 

As brandished at the eyes of ignorance. 70 

Sweet Swan of Avon! what a sight it were 

To see thee in our water yet appear, 

And make those flights upon the banks of 
Thames, 

That so did take Eliza, and our James! 

But stay, I see thee in the hemisphere 

Advanced, and made a constellation there! 

Shine forth, thou star of poets, and with 
rage, 

Or influence, chide, or cheer the drooping 
stage, 

Which, since thy flight from hence, hath 
mourned like night, 

And despairs day, but for thy volume’s 
light. 80 

1623 


75 


Br. Fohn Bonne (1573-1631) 


SONG 


Go and catch a falling star, 
Get with child a mandrake root, 
Tell me where all years past are, 
Or who cleft the devil’s foot; 
Teach me to hear mermaids singing, 5 
Or to keep off envy’s stinging, 
And find, 
What wind 
Serves to advance an honest mind. 


If thou be’st born to strange sights, 10 

Things invisible go see, 

Ride ten thousand days and nights, 

Till age snow white hairs on thee; 
Thou, when thou return’st, wilt tell me 
All strange wonders that befell thee, 

And swear, 
Nowhere 
Lives a woman true and fair. 


15 


If thou find’st one, let me know, 

Such a pilgrimage were sweet; 
Yet do not: I would not go, 

Though at next door we might meet; 
Though she were true when you met her, 
And last till you write your letter, 


20 


DR. JOHN DONNE 


False, ere | come, to two or three. 
1633 


THE INDIFFERENT 


’ I can love both fair and brown; 

Her whom abundance melts, and her whom 
want betrays; 

Her who loves loneness best, and her who 
sports and plays; 

Her whom the country formed, and whom 
the town; 

Her who believes, and her who tries; 5 

Her who still weeps with spongy eyes, 

And her who is dry cork and never cries; 

I can love her, and her, and you, and you, 

I can love any, so she be not true. 


Will no other vice content you? _ 10 
Will it not serve your turn to do as did your 
mothers? 


Or have you all old vices spent, and now 
would find out others? 

Or doth a fear that men are true torment 
you? 

Oh, we are not, be not you so; 

Let me; and do you twenty know. 15 

Rob me, but bind me not, and let me go; 

Must I, who came to travel thorough you, 

Grow your fixed subject, because you are 
true? 


Venus heard me sing this song, 

And by love’s sweetest part, variety, ee 
swore, 

She heard not this till now; 
no more. 

She went, examined, and returned ere long, 

And said, Alas! some two or three 

Poor heretics in love there be, 

Which think to ’stablish dangerous vies 


it should be a 


stancy; 

But I have told them, since you will % 
true, 

You shall be true to them, who are false to 
you. 


1633 


A VALEDICTION FORBIDDING 
MOURNING 


As virtuous men pass mildly away, 
And whisper to their souls to go, 
Whilst some of their sad friends do say, 
The breath goes now, and some say no; 
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So let us melt, and make no noise, 5 
No tear-floods, nor sigh-tempests move, 
*T were profanation of our joys, 
To tell the laity our love. 


Moving of the earth brings harms and fears, 
Men reckon what it did and meant; 10 
But trepidation of the spheres, 
Though greater far, is imnocent. 


Dull sublunary lover’s love, 
Whose soul is sense, cannot admit 
Absence, because it doth remove 15 
Those things which elemented it. 


But we by a love so much refined 

That ourselves know not what it is, 
Inter-assuréd of the mind, 

Care less eyes, lips, and ‘hands to miss, 20 


Our two souls, therefore, which are one 
Though I must go, endure not yet 

A breach, but an expansion, 
Like gold to airy thinness beat. 


’ 


If they be two, they are two so 25 
As stiff twin compasses are two; 

Thy soul, the fixt foot, makes no show 
To move, but doth if the other do. 


And though it in the centre sit, 

Yet when the other far doth roam, 30 
It leans and hearkens after it, 

And grows erect, as that comes home. 


Such wilt thou be to me, who must, 
Like the other foot, obliquely run. 
Thy firmness makes my circle just, 35 
And makes me end where I begun. 
1633 


LOVE’S DEITY 


I tone to talk with some old lover’s ghost, 
Who died before the god of Love was born: 
I cannot think that he, who then loved most, 
Sunk so low, as to love one which did 
scorn. 
But since this god produced a destiny, 5 
And that vice-nature, custom, lets it be, 
I must love her that loves not me. 


Sure they, which made him god, meant not 
so much, 
Nor he in his young godhead practised it; 
But when an even flame two hearts did 
touch, 10 
His office was indulgently to fit 
Actives to passives, correspondency 
Only his subject was; it cannot be 
Love, if I love who loves not me. 
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But every modern god will now extend 
His vast prerogative as far as Jove; 

To rage, to lust, to write to, to commend, 
Allis the purlieu of the god of Love. 

Oh were we wakened by this tyranny 

To ungod this child again, it could not be 20 
I should love her, who loves not me. 


15 


Rebel and atheist too, why murmur f 
As though I felt the worst that love 
could do? 
Love may make me leave loving, or might 
try 
A deeper plague, to make her love me 
too, 25 
Which, since she loves before, I’m loath to 
see; 
Falsehood is worse than hate; and that must 
be, 
If she whom | love, should love me. 
1633 


THE COMPUTATION 


For my first twenty years, since yesterday, 

I scarce believed thou couldst be gone away; 

For forty more I fed on favors past, 

And forty on hopes, that thou wouldst they 
might last. 

Tears drowned one hundred, and sighs blew 
out two; 5 

A thousand I did neither think, nor do, 

Or not divide, all being one thought of you: 

Or in a thousand more forgot that too. 

Yet call not this long life; but think, that I 

Am, by being dead, immortal; can ghosts 
die? 10 

1633 


DEATH 


Deatu, be not proud, though some have 
calléd thee 

Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so; 

For those, whom thou think’st thou dost 
overthrow, 

Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou 
kall me. 

From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures 

e, 5 

Much pleasure, then from thee much more 
must flow: 

And soonest our best men with thee do go, 

Rest of their bones, and souls’ delivery. 

Thou’rt slave to Fate, Chance, kings, and 
desperate men, 


PURITAN. PERIODS 


And dost with poison, war, and sickness 
dwell, 10 
And poppy or charms can make us sleep as 


well, 
And better than thy stroke, why swell’st 
thou then? 
One short sleep past, we wake eternally, 
And Death shall be no more; Death, thou 
shalt die. 
1633 


Sit Henry Wotton (1568-1639) 


THE CHARACTER OF A HAPPY LIFE 


How happy is he born and taught 
That serveth not another’s will; 
Whose armour is his honest thought, 
And simple truth his utmost skill; 


Whose passions not his masters are; 5 
Whose soul is still prepared for death, 
Untied unto the world by care 

Of public fame or private breath; 


Who envies none that chance doth raise, 
Nor vice; who never understood 
How deepest wounds are given by praise: 
Nor rules of state, but rules of good; 


10 


Who hath his life from rumours freed; 
Whose conscience is his strong retreat; 
Whose state can neither flatterers feed, 
Nor ruin make oppressers great; 


15 


Who God doth late and early pray 
More of his grace than gifts to lend; 
And entertains the harmless day 


With a religious book or friend. 20 


This man is freed from servile bands 
Of hope to rise or fear to fall: 
Lord of himself, though not of lands, 
And, having nothing, yet hath all. 
1614? 


ON HIS MISTRESS, THE QUEEN 
OF BOHEMIA 


You meaner beauties of the night, 
That poorly satisfy our eyes 
More by your number than your light, 
You common people of the skies; 
What are you, when the moon shall rise? 5 


You curious chanters of the wood 
That warble forth Dame Nature’s lays, 
Thinking your passions understood 


FRANCIS BEAUMONT 


By your weak accents; what’s your praise, 
When Philomel her voice shall raise? 10 


You violets that first appear, 

By your pure purple mantles known 
Like the proud virgins of the year, 

As if the spring were all your own; 
What are you when the rose is blown? 15 


So, when my mistress shall be seen 
In form and beauty of her mind, 
By virtue first, then choice, a Queen, 
Tell me if she were not designed 
The eclipse and glory of her kind? 20 
1624 


Francis Beaumont (1584-1616) 


ON THE LIFE OF MAN 


Lie to the falling of a star, 
Or as the flights of eagles are, 
Or like the fresh spring’s gaudy hue, 
Or silver drops of morning dew, 
Or like a wind that chafes the flood, 5 
Or bubbles which on water stood; 
Even such is man, whose borrowed light 
Is straight called in and paid to-night. 
The wind blows out, the bubble dies, 
The spring entombed in autumn lies, 10 
The dew’s dried up, the star is shot, 
The flight is past, and man forgot. 
1640 


LINES ON THE TOMBS IN 
WESTMINSTER 


Morta.ity, behold and fear! 
What a change of flesh is here! 
Think how many royal bones 
Sleep within this heap of stones; 
Here they lie, had realms and lands, 5 
Who now want strength to stir their hands, 
Where from their pulpits sealed with dust 
They preach, ‘In greatness is no trust.’ 
Here’s an acre sown indeed 
With the richest, royalest seed 10 
That the earth did e’er suck in, 
Since the first man died for sin: 
Here the bones of birth have cried, 
‘Though gods they were, as men they died!’ 
Here are sands, ignoble things, 15 
Dropt from the ruined sides of kings: 
Here’s a world of pomp and state 
Buried in dust, once dead by fate. 

1640 
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John Fletcher (1579-1625) 


ASPATIA’S SONG 


Lay a garland on my hearse 
Of the dismal yew; 

Maidens, willow branches bear; 
Say I diéd true. 


My love was false, but I was firm 5 
From my hour of birth: 
Upon my buried body lie 
Lightly, gentle earth! 
1619 


WHAT IS LOVE? 


TELL me, dearest, what is love? 

Tis a lightning from above; 

’T is an arrow, ’tis a fire, 

’T is a boy they call Desire. 
’T is a grave, 5 
Gapes to have 

Those poor fools that long to prove. 


Tell me more, are women true? 
Yes, some are, and some as you. 
Some are willing, some are strange, 10 
Since you men first taught to change. 
And till troth 
Be in both, 
All shall love, to love anew. 


Tell me more yet, can they grieve? 15 
Yes, and sicken sore, but live, 
And be wise, and delay, 
When you men are wise as they. 

Then I see, 

Faith will be, 20 
Never till they both believe. 

1647 


CARE-CHARMING SLEEP 


CARE-CHARMING Sleep, thou easer of all woes, 
Brother to Death, sweetly thyself dispose 
On this afflicted prince; fall like a cloud, 
In gentle showers; give nothing that is loud, 
Or painful to his slumbers; easy, light, 5 
And as a purling stream, thou son of N ight, 
Pass by his troubled senses; sing his pain, 
Like hollow murmuring wind or silver rain; 
Into this prince gently, O gently slide, 
And kiss him into slumbers like a bride. 10 
1647 


272 ELIZABETHAN AND 


John Webster (15807-16257) 


DIRGE 


Catt for the robin-red-breast and the wren, 

Since o’er shady groves they hover, 

And with leaves and flowers do cover 

The friendless bodies of unburied men. 

Call unto his funeral dole 5 

The ant, the field-mouse, and the mole, 

To rear him hillocks, that shall keep him 
warm, 

And (when gay tombs are robbed) sustain no 


harm; 
But keep the wolf far thence, that’s foe to 
men, 
For with his nails he’ll dig them up again. 10 
1612 


DIRGE 


Hark, now everything is still, 

The sereech-owl, and the whistler shrill 
Call upon our dame aloud, 

And bid her quickly don her shroud. 

Much you had of land and rent, 5 
Your length in clay’s now competent. 

A long war disturbed your mind, 

Here your perfect peace is signed. 

Of what is ’t fools make such vain keeping? 
Sin their conception, their birth weeping, 10 
Their life, a general mist of error, 

Their death, a hideous storm of terror. 
Strew your hair with powders sweet, 
Don clean linen, bathe your feet, 

And (the foul fiend more to check) 

A crucifix let bless your neck. 

’T is now full tide, *tween night and day; 
End your groan, and come away. 


15 


1623 


William Drummond (1585-1649) 


EPITAPH 


Stray, passenger, see where encloséd lies 

The paragon of princes, fairest frame 

Time, nature, place could show to mortal 
eyes, 

In worth, wit, virtue, miracle to fame: 

At least that part the earth of him could 
claim 5 

This marble holds, hard like the Destinies: 

For as to his brave spirit and glorious name, 

The one the world, the other fills the skies. 

Th’ immortal amaranthus, princely rose, 

Sad violet, and that sweet flower that bears 

In sanguine spots the tenor of our woes, [10 


PURITAN PERIODS 


Spread on this stone, and wash it with thy 
tears: 
Then go and tell, from Gades unto Ind, 
Thou saw where earth’s perfections were 
confined. 
1613 


MADRIGAL 


Turs life, which seems so fair, 

Ts like a bubble blown up in the air 

By sporting children’s breath, 

Who chase it every where, 

And strive who can most motion it be- 


queath: 5 
And though it sometime seem of its own 
might, 


Like to an eye of gold, to be fixed there, 
And firm to hover in that empty height, 
That only is because it is so light. 

But in that pomp it doth not long appear; 10 
For even when most admired, it in a thought, 
As swelled from nothing, doth dissolve in 

nought. 
1616 


Wiliam Browne (1591-1643) 


ON THE COUNTESS DOWAGER 
OF PEMBROKE 


UNDERNEATH this sable hearse 

Lies the subject of all verse: 

Sidney’s sister, Pembroke’s mother: 

Death, ere thou hast slain another, 

Fair, and learned, and good as she, 5 
Time shall throw a dart at thee. 


Marble piles let no man raise 

To her name: for after days 
Some kind woman born as she, 
Reading this, like Niobe 

Shall turn marble, and become 
Both her mourner and her tomb. 


10 
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AN EPITAPH ON MRS. EL: Y 


UNDERNEATH this stone there lies 

More of beauty than are eyes; 

Or to read that she is gone, 

Or alive to gaze upon. 

She in so much fairness clad, 5 

To each grace a virtue had; 

All her goodness cannot be 

Cut in marble. Memory 

Would be useless, ere we tell 

In a stone her worth. Farewell! 
[Date uncertain ] 


10 
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WILLIAM BASSE 


William Basse (1583-1653) 


ELEGY ON SHAKESPEARE 


RENOWNED Spenser lie a thought more nigh 

To learnéd Chaucer, and rare Beaumont lie 

A little nearer Spenser, to make room 

For Shakespeare in your three-fold, four- 
fold tomb. 

To lodge all four in one bed make a shift 5 

Until Doomsday, for hardly will a fifth 

Betwixt this day and that by Fate be slain, 

For whom your curtains may be drawn again. 


If your precedency in death doth bar 
A fourth place in your sacred sepulcher, 
Under this carvéd marble of thine own, 
Sleep, rare tragedian, Shakespeare, sleep 
alone; 
Thy unmolested peace, unsharéd cave, 
Possess as lord, not tenant, of thy grave, 
That unto us and others it may be 
Honor hereafter to be laid by thee. 


10 
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1633 


George Wither (1588-1667) 


SHALL I, WASTING IN DESPAIR 


SHatu I, wasting in despair, 
Die, because a woman’s fair? 
Or make pale my cheeks with care, 
’Cause another’s rosy are? 
Be she fairer than the day 5 
Or the flowery meads in May, 
If she be not so to me 
What care I how fair she be? 


SONNET 


Sir Philip Sidney (1554-1586) 
ASTROPHEL AND STELLA 


I 

Lovine in truth, and fain in verse my love 
to show, 

That she, dear She, might take some pleasure 
of my pain, — 

Pleasure might cause her read, reading might 
make her know, 

Knowledge might pity win, and pity grace 
obtain, — 

I sought fit words to paint the blackest face 
of woe, 5 
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Should my heart be grieved or pined, 
*Cause I see a woman kind? 
Or a well disposed nature 
Joinéd with a lovely feature? 
Be she meeker, kinder than 
Turtle-dove or pelican, 

If she be not so to me 

What care I how kind she be? 


10 


15 


Shall a woman’s virtues move 
Me to perish for her love? 
Or her well deserving, known, 
Make me quite forget mine own? 
Be she with that goodness blest 
Which may gain her name of best, 
If she be not such to me 
What care I how good she be? 


20 


’Cause her fortune seems too high, 
Shall I play the fool and die? 
Those that bear a noble mind, 
Where they want of riches find, 
Think what, with them, they would do 
That, without them, dare to woo! 

And unless that mind I see, 

What care I though great she be? 


30 


Great, or good, or kind, or fair, 


I will ne’er the more despair. 
Tf she love me (this believe!) 
I will die ere she shall grieve. 
If she slight me when I woo, 
I can scorn, and let her go; 
For if she be not for me, 
What care I for whom she be? 


35 
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CYCLES 


Studying inventions fine, her wits to enter- 
tain, 

Oft turning others’ leaves, to see if thence , 
would flow | 

Some fresh and fruitful showers upon my— 
sunburnt brain. 

But words came halting out, wanting Inven- 
tion’s stay; 

Invention, Nature’s child, fled step-dame ‘ 
Study’s blows; 10 

And others’ feet still seemed but strangers 
in my way. 

Thus, great with child to speak, and help- 
less in my throes, 
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Biting my truant pen, beating myself for 
spite; 

‘ ‘Fool,’ said my Muse to me, ‘look in thy 

heart, and write.’ 


III 


Let dainty wits cry on the Sisters nine, 

~ That, bravely masked, their fancies may be 
told; 

Or Pindar’s apes flaunt in their phrases fine, 

Enam’ling with pied flowers their thoughts of 
gold; 

Or else let them in stately glory shine, 5 

Ennobling new-found tropes with problems 
old; 

Or with strange similes enrich each line, 

Of herbs or beasts which Inde or Afric hold. 

For me, in sooth, no Muse but one I know; 

Phrases and problems from my reach do 


grow 10 
And strange things cost too dear for my poor 
sprites: 
| How then? even thus, — In Stella’s face I 
read 


What Love and Beauty be; then all my deed 
But copying is, what in her Nature writes. 


VI 
Some lovers speak, when they their Muses 
entertain, 
Of hopes begot by fear, of wot not what de- 
sires 
Of force of heavenly beams infusing hell- 
ish pain, 


Of living deaths, dear wounds, fair storms, 
and freezing fires: 

Some one his song in Jove and Jove’s alpine 
tales attires, 

Bordered with bulls and swans, Rees 
with golden rain: 

Another, humbler wit, to shepherd’s pipe 
retires. 

Yet hiding royal blood full oft in rural vein, 

To some a sweetest plaint a sweetest style 
affords, 

While tears pour out his ink, and sighs , 
breathe out his words, 10 

His paper pale despair, and pain his pen doth 
move. 

I can speak what I feel, and feel as much as 
they, 

But think that all the map of my state I 
display 

When trembling voice brings forth, that I 
do Stella love. 


XV 


You that do search for every purling spring 
Which from the ribs of old Parnassus flows, 
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And every flower, not sweet perhaps, which 
grows 

Near thereabouts, into your poesy wring; 

You that do dictionary’s method bring 5 

Into your rimes, running in rattling rows; ~ 

You that poor Petrarch’s long-deceaséd woes 

With new-born sighs and denizened wit do 
sing; 

You take wrong ways; those far-fet-helps be 
such. 

As do bewray a want of inward touch, 10 

And sure, at length stolen goods do.come to. 
light: 

eat if, both for your love and skill, your 

name 

You seek to nurse at fullest breasts of Fame, 

pels behold, one then ea to one 


a 


XXI 
von ee my friend (right healthful 
caustics), blame 
My young mind marred, whom Love doth 
windlass so; 
That mine own writings, like bad servants, 


show baal 
My wits quick in vain thoughts, in virtue 
lame; 
That—Plato I read for naught but if he 
tame 5 


Such coltish years; that to my birth J owe 
Nobler desires, lest else that friendly foe, 
Great expectation, wear a train of shame: 
;For since mad Mars great promise made 
| to me 
m now the May of my years much decline, 10 
\What can be hoped my harvest-time will 


be? 

Sure, you say well, ‘Your wisdom’s golden 
mine 

Dig deep with Learning’s spade.’ Now tell 
me this — 


Hath this world aught so fair-as Stellais? 


A: oe XXXI 


“With how sad steps, O Moon, thou climb’st 
the skies! 
| How silently, and with how wan a face! 
What, may it be that even in heav enly place 
That busy archer his sharp arrows tries! 
Sure, if that long-with-love-acquainted eyes 5 
Can judge of love, thou feel’st a lover’s case, 
I read it in thy looks; thy languished grace, 
To me that feel the like, my state descries. 
Then, even of fellowship, O Moon, tell me, 
Is constant love deemed there but. want_of 
wit? 10 
Are beauties there as proud as here they be? 
Do they above love to be loved, and yet 


SIR PHILIP SIDNEY 


possess? 
Do they call virtue there ungratefulness? 


re) yee Eee tA res tke VET, 
I might! — siheteh word =o me, I satpkt, 
And then would not, or could not, see my 
Liss; 
Till now wrapt in a most infernal night, 
I find how heav’nly day, wretch! I did miss. 
[ Heart, rent thy self, thou dost thyself bu 
right; 
No lov: -ely Paris made thy Helen his; 
No force, no fraud robbed thee of thy de- 
light, 
No F ortune of thy fortune author is; 


lo lovers scorn whom that love doth 


aaa 


‘While ‘om much wit, forsooth, so troubled 

10 

That I respects for both our sakes must 
show: 

And yet could not, by rising morn foresee 

How fair a day was near: O punished eyes, 

ey I had been more foolish, or more wise! 

o At , # pea “ cps ese 


j Come, Sleep! O Sleep, the certain knot of 


ace, 
The Ee ednes of wit, the balm of woe, 
The poor man’s wealth, the prisoner’s re- 
lease, 
Th’ indifferent judge between the high and 
WK low; 
With shield of proof shield me from out the 


press i) 
Of those fierce darts Despair at me doth 
throw; 
O make in me those civil wars to cease; 
I will good tribute pay, if thou do so. 
fTak thou of me smooth pillows, sweetest 


€ u . . 
A chamber deaf to noise and blind to light, 10 
A rosy garland and a weary head: 
And if these things, as being thine by right, 
Move not thy heavy grace, thou shalt in 
me 
\Livelier than elsewhere, Stella’s image see. 


We ‘a ,XLI niet & 


Having this jpote my horse, my hand, my 
i lance 
Guided so well that I obtained the prize, 

Both by the judgment of the English eyes 

And of some sent from that sweet enemy 
France; 

Horsemen my skill in horsemanship ad- 
vance, 5 

Town folks my strength; a daintier judge 


applies 
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His praise to sleight which from good use 
doth rise; 


» Some lucky wits impute it but to chance; 


' Others, because of both sides I do take 


- My blood from them who did excel in this, 10 


Think Nature me a man-at-arms did make. 
How far they shot awry! the true cause is, 
Stella looked on, and from her heavenly face 
‘Sent forth the beams which made so fair 
\W. my race, 

rye 


he tA é 
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O joy too high for my low style to show 
O bliss fit for a nobler state than me! 


| Envy, put out thine eyes, lest thou do see 


‘What oceans of delight in me do flow! 
My friend, that oft saw through all masks my 
woe, 5 
Come, come, and let me pour myself on thee. 
rGone is the Winter of my misery! 
| My Spring appears; O see what here doth 
grow: 
For Stella hath, with words where faith doth 
shine, 
Of her high heart giv’n me the monarchy: 10 
I, I, O I, may say “that she is mine! 
And though she give but thus conditionly, 
This realm of bliss while virtuous course I 
take, 
No kings be crowned but they some cove- 
~ nants 
Nate A etn Aa 
Txt br.@.6 


My: Muse may well grudge at my heavenly 


joy, 
If still I force her in sad rhymes to creep: 
She oft hath drunk my tears, now hopes to 
enjoy 
Nectar of mirth, since I love’s cup do keep. 
Sonnets be not bound prentice to annoy; 5 
Trebles sing high, so well as bases deep; 
Grief but Love’s winter-livery is; the boy 
Hath cheeks to smile, so well as eyes to 
weep. 
Come then, my Muse, show thou height of 
delight 
In well-raised notes; my pen, the best it 


may, 10 

Shall paint out joy, though but in black and 
white. 

Cease, eager Muse; peace, pen, for my sake 
stay, 

I give you here my hand for truth of this, — 


Wise silence is best music unto bliss. 


LXXIV 


J never drank of Aganippe well, 
Nor ever did in shade of Tempe sit, 
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And Muses scorn with vulgar brains to 
dwell; 
Poor layman I, for sacred rites unfit, 
,Some do I hear of poets’ fury tell, 5 
| But, pats wot, wot not what they mean by 


And ne I swear by blackest brook of hell, 
Iam no pick-purse of another’s wit. 
- How falls it then, that with so smooth an 


ease 
My thoughts I speak; and what I speak doth 
flow 10 
In verse, and that my verse best wits doth 
lc Please? 
Guess we the cause? What, is it this? Fie, 
no. 
Or so? Much less. How then? Sure thus 
it is, 


—* My lips are sweet, inspired with Stella’s kiss. 


LXXXIV 


Highway, since you my chief Parnassus be, 

And that my Muse, to some ears not un- 

sweet, 

Tempers her words to trampling horses’ feet 

More oft than to a chamber-melody, 

Now, blesséd you bear onward blesséd me 5 
| To her; where I my heart, safe-left, shall 
meet; 

My Muse and I must you of duty greet 

With thanks and wishes, wishing thank- 

fully. 

Be you still fair, honoured by public heed; 

By no encroachment wronged, nor time for- 

got; 10 
Nor blamed for blood, nor shamed for sin- 
ful deed; 
And that you know I envy you no lot 
O highest wish, I wish you so much bliss, — 


| Hundreds of years you Stella’s feet may kiss. 


XC 


Stella, think not that I by verse seek fame, 


Who seek, who hope, who love, who live 
but thee; 
Thine eyes my pride, thy lips my history: 
If thou praise not, all other praise is shame. 
Nor so ambitious am I, as to frame ty 
A nest for my young praise in laurel tree: 
-In truth, I swear I wish not there should be 
Graved in my epitaph a Poet’s name. 
Nor, if I would, could I just title make, 
That any laud thereof to me should grow, 10 
Without my plumes from others’ wings I 
take: 
‘For nothing from my wit or will doth flow, 


. Since all my words thy beauty doth endite, 


And Love doth hold my hand, and makes me 
write. 
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O happy Thames, that didst. my Stella bear! 

I saw thee with full many a smiling line 

Upon thy cheerful face, joy’s livery wear, 

While those fair planets on thy streams did 
shine. 

The boat for joy could not to dance forbear, 5 

| While wanton winds, with beauties so divine 

‘Ravished, staid not, ‘till in her golden hair 

They did themselv es, O sweetest prison, 

twine. 

‘And fain those Aol’s youth there would their 


stay 
ae wae but forced by Nature still to 
y, 10 
First did with puffing kiss those locks dis- 


play 
She, so Vishet elled, blushed: from window I 


With sight thereof cried out, ‘O fair dis- 
grace, 
Let Honour’s self to thee grant highest 
|__place.’ 
% ite wer hee here 
CIV 
eRnvioue wits, what hath been mine offence, 
That with such poisonous care my looks you 
Seep cath ace 
That to each word, nay sigh of mine, you 
hark, 
As grudging me my sorrow’s eloquence? 
, Ah, is it not enough, that I am thence, 5 
| Thence, so far thence, that scantly any ’ spark 
' Of comfort dare come to this dungeon dark, 
\Where Rigour’s exile locks up all my sense? 
But if I by a happy window pass, 
If I but stars upon mine armour ‘bear; 10 
Sick, thirsty, glad (though but of empty 
‘elass): 
-Your moral notes straight my hid meaning 
tear 
From out my ribs, and, puffing, proves that I 
Do Stella love: fools, who doth it deny? 
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Samuel Daniel (1562-1619) 


Lo. DELIA 

gorges 

Go, wailing verse, the infants of my—love;. 

Minerva-like brought forth without ‘a 
mother! 

Present the image of the cares I prove; 

Witness your father’s grief exceeds all other. 

Sigh out a.story of her cruel deeds, 5 


SAMUEL 


hie interrupted accents of despair; 
monument that whosoever reads, 
pre justly praise, and blame my loveless 


fair 
Say a disdain hath driéd up my blood, 
And starved you, in succors still denying: 10 
Press to her eyes, importune me some good; 


Waken her sleeping pity with your crying: 
moved her; 
And tell th’ unkind how dearly Thave loved 


hed ~entt — ALet rt a AL 
VI 
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Her brow shades frowns, although her eyes 
are sunny; 
Her smiles are lightning, though her pride 
despair; 
And her disdains are gall, her favours honey. 
C A modest maid, decked with a blush a 
honor; 
Whose feet do tread green paths of youth 
and love! 
|. The wonder of all eyes that look upon her: 
Sacred on earth; designed a saint above! 
Chastity and beauty, which were deadly foes, 
Pliive reconcilad friends within her brow: 10 
And had she pity to conjoin with those; 
Then who had heard the plaints I utter 
now? 
For had she not been fair, and thus unkind, 
My muse had slept, and none had known my 


mind, jae 
9¢ Ay 4 ry aut Omniery What 
= II ” tt 
Why should I sing in verse; why should I 
frame 


These sad neglected notes for her dear sake? 
Why should | offer up unto her name 
The sweetest sacrifice my youth can make? 
Why should I strive to make her live for- 
ever, 5 
That never deigns to give me joy to live? 
“Why should m/’ afflicted Muse so much en- 
\. deavour 
uch honour unto cruelty to give? 
If her defects have purchased her this fame, 
What should her virtues do, her smiles, her 
love? 10 
If this her worst, how should her best in- 
flame? 
| What passions would her milder favours 
move? 
Favours, I think, would sense quite oyver- 


DANIEL po) Le ne Tier att Tht jag iV 


Paanitgarbid 
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Restore i tresses to the golden ore; 
Yield Cytherea’s son those ares of love: 
Bequeath the heavens the stars that I adore; 
And to the orient do thy pearls remove. 
Yield thy hands’ pride unto the ivory 
white; 5 
T’ Arabian odors give thy breathing sweet; 
Restore thy blush unto Aurora bright; 
To Thetis give the honour of thy feet. 
Let Venus have thy graces her resigned; 
And thy sweet voice give back unto the 
spheres: 10 
But yet restore thy fierce and cruel mind 
To Hyrean tigers and to ruthless bears. 
Yield to the marble thy bard heart again; 
So shalt isto cease to plague and I to 
5 pain. 


Bihiar 


Cn ot) empire pick Ow 
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Fe do I marvel whether Delia’s eyes 

Are eyes, or else two radiant stars that 

~ shine? 

For how could Nature ever thus devise 

Of earth, on earth, a substance so divine? 

rStars, sure, they are, whose motions rule 
desires; 5 

And calm and tempest follow their aspects: 

Their sweet appearing still such power in- 


Lye 


spires, 

That makes the world admire so strange 
effects. 

Yet whether fixed or wandering stars are 
they, 

Whose influence rules the orb of my poor 
heart? 10 

Fixed, sure, they are, but wandering, make 
me stray 


In endless errors, whence I cannot part. 
Stars, then, not eyes, move you, with milder 


view, 
Your sweet pe on him that honors you! 
Le vp te he Lb dd hp 
htauwtly, XXXIX t 
Look, Delia, how w’esteem the half-blown 
TOSC, @ 
The image of thy blush, and summer’s 
honour, 


Whilst yet her tender bud doth undisclose 
That full of beauty Time bestows upon her: 
No sooner spreads her glory in the air 5 
But straight her wide-blown pomp comes 
~ to decline; 
She then is scorned that late adorned the 
fair. 
So fade the roses of those cheeks of thine: 
No April can revive thy withered flowers 


hiew, 
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Whose springing grace adorns thy glory my “LIV 
now; 10 


Swift, speedy Time, feathored with fying -Care-charmer Sleep, son of the sable Night, 


Lone \Brother to Death, in silent darkness born: 
Disenk A Beaty of thetairese \Relieve my languish, and restore the light; 
SE Ae MRL alr ints Lt te OE With dark forgetting of my care, return! 
Then do not thou such treasure waste in . ‘And let the day be time enouel es ea 


valn, try “4 | a faa, y . 
But love now whilst thou mayst be loved mee a an Pee epee es, 
ee eae aes py a Without the torment of the night’s untruth. 
dhe hetn Bate ff ¢ Cease, dreams, the images of day-desires, 
Los Gite t y To model forth the passions of the mor- 
When men shall find thy flower, thy glory, row; 10 
pass, Reel Never let rising sun approve you liars, 
And thou, with careful brow sitting alone, :To add more grief to aggravate my sorrow. 


Receivéd hast this message from thy glass, Still let me sleep, embracing clouds in vain; 
That tells the truth and says that all is And never wake to feel the day’s disdain. 


gone; 
Fresh shalt thou see in me the wounds thou 


hy, Chi r944 
LVIII 
madest, or. : bes 
Though spent thy flame, in me the heat re- {None other fame mine unambitious Muse 
maining: | Affected ever, but t’ eternize thee: 
_I that have loved thee thus before thou ll other honours do my hopes refuse, 
| fadest, W hich meaner-prized and momentary be. 
| My faith shall (wax when thou art in thy For God forbid I should my papers blot 5 
x Spee With mercenary lines, with servile pen; 
The world shall find this miracle in me, Praising virtues in them that have them 
That fire can burn when all the matter’s not, 
‘ spent: 19 Basely attending on the hopes of men, 
Then, what my faith hath been thyself shalt No, no; my verse respects not Thames nor 


see; theatres; 


And that thou wast unkind thou mayst re- Nor seeks it to be known unto the great: 10 
But Avon, rich in fame though poor in 


pent. 
Thou mayst repent that thou hast scorned waters : 
fa seat ; Shall have ‘my song; where Delia hath her 
, When winter snows upon thy sable hairs. seat. 
, Ms : 2 Avon shall be my Thames, and she my song; 
Xaa,, /. .c. No other prouder brooks shall hear.my 
: ha LV wrong. ; 
When winter snows upon thy sable hairs, 1592 
And frost of age hath nipt thy beauties 
near; 
; When dark shall seem thy day that never 
clears, 
And all lies withered that was held so dear: Edmund Spenser (15522-1599) 


Then take this picture which I here present 
thee, 5 AMORETTI 


Limned with a pencil not all unworthy: 


Here see the gifts that God and Nature lent 
thee, Happy ye leaves! when as those lilly hands, 
Here read thyself, and what I suffered for Which hold my life in their dead doing 
, thee. might, 
This may remain thy lasting monument, Shall handle you, and hold in loves soft 
Which happily posterity may cherish; 10 bands, 


These colors with thy fading are not spent, Lyke captives trembling at the victors sight. 
These may remain when thou and I shall And happy lines! on which, with starry 


perish. _ light, ‘ ; 5 
If they remain, then thou shalt live thereby; Those lamping eyes will deigne sometimes to 
They will remain, and so thou can’st not look, 


die. And reade the sorrowes of my dying spright, 


EDMUND SPENSER bet ; 279 5 Ye 
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“eparnet e be teares in harts close bleeding 
And—happy_rymes! _bathed in the sacred 


Of Helene whence she derivéd is, 10 
When ye behold that » ngels blessed looke, 
\ My puke long lackéd ‘foode, my heavens 


When I behold that beauties wonderment, 

And rare perfection of each goodly part, 

Of Natures skill the onely complement, 

I honor and admire the Makers art. 

But when I feele the bitter balefull smart 5°) 

Which her fayre eyes unwares doe worke in | 

, = . = - mee, 

~— Leaves, lines, and rymes, seeke her to please That death out of theyr shiny beames doe 
dart, 

I thinke that I a new Pandora) see; 


alone, 
| Whom if ye please, I care for other none. 
Whom all the gods in couneell did agree, a 


oa 
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CA rat y 
eet I eee to what I might com- 


ees aeetoll eies which lighten my dark 
spright; 

Yet find I nought on earth to which I dare 

Resemble th’ ymage of their goodly light. 

Not to thesun; for they doo shine by night: 5 

Nor to the moone; for they are changéd 
never: 

Nor to the starres; 
sight: 

Nor to the fire; for they consume not ever: 

Nor to the lightning; for they still perséver: 

Nor to the diamond; for they are more 
tender: 10 

Nor unto christall; for nought may them 


for they have purer 


sever: 
Nor unto glasse; such basenesse mought 
offend her. 
hen to the Maker selfe they likest be, 
| Whose light doth lighten all that here we 
see. é 
2° /, hac at z SVOY' VE 
thy “owt 
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Ye tradefull merchants, that with weary 
toyle 
Lis seeke most pretious things to make your 
gain, 
And Hoth the Indias of their treasures 
spoile, 
What needeth you to seeke so farre in 
—~‘vaine? 
For loe! my love doth in her selfe containe 5 


All this worlds riches that may farre be 
found: 

If saphyres, loe! her eies be saphyres plaine; 

If rubies, loe! her lips be rubies sound; 

If pearles, her teeth be pearles both pure and 
round; 

If yvorie, her forhead yvory weene; 10 

If gold, her locks are finest gold on ground; 

If silver, her faire hands are silver sheene: 

But that which fairest is but few behold, 

Her mind, adornd with vertues manifold. 


ve 4 


Into this sinfull world from heaven ts 
send, 
That she to wicked men-a scourge er 


bee 
For all their faults with which they did 
offend. 
But since ye are my scourge, I will intreat 
That for pale uli ye fa me PP peat 


a A bay w te g 
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My love is lyke to yse, and I to fyre; 
How comes it then that this her cold so great 
Is not dissolved through my so hot desyre, 
But harder growes the more I her intreat? 
Or how comes it that my exceeding heat 5 
Is not delayd by her hart frosen cold, 
But that I burne much more in boyling 
sweat, 
And feele my flames augmented manifold? 
What more miraculous thing may be told, 
That fire, which all things melts, should 


harden_yse, 10 
And yse, which is congeald with sencelesse 
cold, 


That it it can Males all the course of kynd. 


XXXIIT 


Great wrong I doe, I can it not deny, 

To that most sacred empresse, my dear 
dread, 

Not finishing her Queene of Faéry. 

That mote enlarge her living prayses, dead. 

But Lodwick, this of grace to me aread: 5 

Do ye not thinck th’ accomplishment of it 

Sufficient worke for one mans simple head, 

All were it, as the rest, but rudely writ? 


, How then should I, without another wit, 


Thinck ever to endure so tedious toyle, 10 

Sins that this one is tost with troublous fit 

Of a proud love, that doth my spirite spoyle? 

Cease then, till she vouchsafe to grawnt me 
rest, 

) Or lend you me another living brest. 
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XXXIV LXVII 


Lyke as a ship, that through the ocean wyde Lyke as a huntsman, after weary chace, 
By conduct of some star doth make her Seeing the game from him escapt away, 


way, Sits downe to rest him in some shady place, 
Whenas a storme hath dimd her trusty With panting hounds beguiléd of their pray: 
guyde, 7 So, after long pursuit and vaine assay, 5 
Out of her course doth wander far astray; When I all weary had the chace forsooke, 
, So I, whose star, that wont with her bright The gentle deare returnd the selfe-same way, 
ray 5 Thinking to quench her thirst at the next 
Me to direct, with cloudes is overcast, brooke. 


Doe wander now in darknesse and dismay, There she, beholding me with mylder looke, 
Through hidden perils round about me plast. Sought not to fly, but fearlesse still did 


Yet aa I well, that when this storme is bide: 10 
Till I in hand her yet halfe trembling tooke, 
-¥ | My Felice the lodestar of my lyfe, 10 And with her owne goodwill hir fyrmely tyde. 
\ Will shine again, and looke on me at last, Strange thing, me seemd, to see a beast so 
\With lovely light to cleare my cloudy orief, wyld, 

Till then I wander carefull comfortlesse, \So eee wonne, with her owne will poeoyld 

In secret sorrow and sad pensivenesse. We yr op AOE Oe, ee 

. 45 ~UXXIV’ 

L Most happy letters! framed by skilfull trade, 


/ spatiale h = 
Long languishing in double malady, Se OG ha ea ean ae de- 


: 3 synd 
Of my harts wound and of my bodies griefe, The aot three times thrise happy hath me 
: There came to me a leach, that would apply Fone 
Fit medicines for my bodies best reliefe.— With ouifts of body, fortune, and of mind. 
, Vayne man! (quod I) that hast but little The first my being to me gave by kind, 5 


priefe ay ik th deriv ia 
In deep discovery of the mynds disease, ponds Mowers Sem Ace ea 


scent: 
Ts not the hart of all the body chiefe, Th ; ai 
And rules the members as it selfe doth please? © oe is my sovereipne Queene most 
: : : ; 
Then with some cordialls seeke first to ap- That honour and large richesse to me lent: 
pease _ The third, my love, my lives last ornament, 


The inward languour of my wounded hart, 10 - 
And then my body shall have shortly ease: 
But such sweet cordialls passe physitions 


‘By whom my spirit out of dust w as raysed, 10 

To speake her prayse and glory excellent, 

Of all alive most worthy to be praysed. 

art; low ¢ : Ye three Elizabeths, for ever live, 

Then, aa lyfes leach, doe you your skill re- ‘That three such oe did unto me give. 
veale, rel, 

| And with one salve both hart and body heale. } /LUXXV 


One day I wrote her name upon the strand, 
But came the waves and washéd it away: 


LXIIL 
After lone? stormes and tempests sad assay, Agayne I wrote it with a second hand, 


Which hardly I enduréd heretofore, But came the tyde, and made my paynes his 
Tn dread of death, and daungerous dismay, pray 
With which my silly barke was tosséd sore, Vayne man, sayd she, that doest in vaine 
I doe at length descry the happy shore, 5 assay 5 
. In which I hope ere long for to arryve: A mortall thing so to immortalize! 
“Fayre soyle it seemes from far, and fraught For I my selve shall lyke to this decay, 
with store And eek my name bee wypéd out lykewize. 
Of all that deare and daynty is alyve. Not so, (quod I) let baser things devize 
“Most happy he that can at last atchyve To dy in dust, but you shall live by fame: 10 
|The joyous safety of so sweet a rest; 10 | My verse your vertues rare shall eternize, 
Whose least delight sufficeth to deprive And in the hevens wryte your glorious name; 
Remembrance of all paines which him op- peat whenas death shall all the world sub- 
rest. dew, 
All nines are nothing in respect of this, Our love shall live, and later life renew. 


b 


All sorrowes short that gaine eternall blisse. ~~ 1595 
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William Shakespeare (1564-1616) 
SONNETS 


I—THE FAIR FRIEND - 4/+*« 


I 


From fairest creatures we desire increase, 

. That thereby beauty’s rose might never die, 
But as the riper should by time decease, 
His tender heir might bear his memory: 

aah pee thou, contracted to thine own ae 


Feed’ a roe light’s fame with selterdittin. 
tial fuel, 

j_ Making a famine where abundance lies, 
Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel. 
Thou that art now the world’s fresh orna- 

ment 
And only herald to the gaudy spring, 10 
Within thine own bud buriest thy content 
And, tender churl, mak’st waste in niggard- 


ing. 
Pity the world, or else this glutton be, 
To eat the world’s due, by the grave and 
thee. 


II 


When forty winters shall besiege thy brow, 
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field, 
Thy youth’s proud livery, so gazed on now, 
Will be a tattered weed, of small worth held: 
Then being asked where all thy beauty lies, 5 
Where all the treasure of thy lusty days, 
To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes, 
Were an all-eating shame and thriftless 
praise. 
( How much more praise deserved thy beauty’s 


use, 
If thou couldst answer, ‘This fair child of 


mine 10 
Shall sum my count, and make my old ex- 
? 
cuse, 


Proving his beauty by succession thine! 
his were to be new made when thou art 
old 
And see thy blood warm when thou feel’st 
it cold. 


XII 


When I do count the clock that tells the 
time, 

And see the brave day sunk in hideous night; 

Vhen I behold the violet past prime, 

And sable curls, all silvered o’er with white; 
~ When lofty trees I see barren of leaves, 5 

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd, 

And summer’s green all girded up in sheaves, 
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Borne on the bier with white and bristly 
beard, 


r Then of thy beauty do I question make, 


That thou among the wastes of time must 


go, 10 

Since sweets and beauties do themselves for- 
sake 

Land die as fast as they see others grow; 

And nothing ’gainst Time’s scythe can make 
defence 

Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee 
hence. 


XVII 


Who will believe my verse in time to come, 

If it were filled with your most high deserts? 

Though yet, heaven knows, it is but as a 
tomb 

Which hides your life and shows not half 
your parts. 

If I could write the beauty of your eyes 5 

And in fresh numbers number all your graces, 

The age to come would say ‘This poet lies; 

Such heavenly touches ne’er touched earthly 
faces.’ 

So should my papers, yellowed with their age, 

Be scorned, like old ‘men of less bath than 
tongue, 10 

And your true rights be termed a beer srage 

And stretchéd metre of an antique song: 

But were some child of yours alive that time, 7 

You should live twice, —in it and in i] 
rhyme. 


XVIII 


Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 

Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of 
May, 

And summer’s lease hath all too short a 
date: 

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 5 

And often is his gold complexion dimmed; 

And every fair from fair sometime de- 
clines, 

By chance, or nature’s changing course un- 
trimmed; 

But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st, 10 

Nor shall death brag thou wander’st in his 
shade, 

When in eternal lines to time thou growest; 

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, 

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. | 


XX 


A woman’s face with Nature’s own hand ~ 
painted 
Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion; 
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Wun FAME change, ‘as is false women’ 8 
shion 

An fashion: bright than theirs, less false in 
rolling, 5 

Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth; 

A man in hue all hues in his controlling, 

Which steals men’s eyes and women’s souls 
amazeth. 

And for a woman wert thou first created; 

Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a- 
doting, 10 

And by addition me of thee defeated, 

By adding one thing to my purpose nothing. 

But since she pricked thee out for women’s 
pleasure, 
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And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er 10 
The sad account of fore-bemoanéd moan, 
Which IJ new pay as if not paid before. 

But if the while I think on thee, dear friend, 
All losses are restored and sorrows end. 


XXXII 
If thou survive my well-contented day, 
When that churl Death my bones with dust 
shall cover, 
And shalt by fortune once more re-survey 
These poor rude lines of thy deceaséd lover, 
Compare them with the bettering of ba 
time, 


And though they be outstripped by more 
pen, 


\Mine by thy love, and thy love’s use their See oe them for my love, not for their 


N treasure. 
<x 

When in disgrace with fortune and men’s 
eyes, 

Tall alone beweep my outcast state, 

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless 
cries, 

And look upon myself, and curse my fate, 

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 5 

Featured like him, like him with friends pos- 
sessed, 

Desiring this man’s art, and that man’s 
scope, 

With what I most enjoy contented least; 


Yet in these thoughts myself almost de- 
spising, 

Haply I think on thee,—and then my 
state, 10 


Like to the lark at break of day arising 
From sullen earth, sings hymns at heav en’s 
gate; 
For thy sweet love remembered such wealth 
brings 
That then I scorn to change my state with 
kings. 
2.0.5 
When to the sessions of sweet silent thought 
J summon up remembrance of things past, 
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought, 
And with old woes new wail my dear time’s 
waste: 
* Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow, 5 
For precious friends hid in death’s dateless 
night, 
And weep afresh love’s long since canceled 
woe, 
And moan the expense of many a vanished 
sight: 
Then can IJ grieve at grievances foregone, 


rhyme, 

Exceeded by the height of happier men. 

O! then vouchsafe me but this loving 
thought: 

‘Had my friend’s Muse grown with rs 
growing age, 

A dearer birth than this his love had ough 

To march in ranks of better equipage: 

But since he died, and poets better prove, 

(heirs for their style I’ll read, his for his 
love.’ 


XXXII 


Full many a glorious morning have I seen 
Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign 


eye, 
Kissing with golden face the meadows green, 
Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy; 
Anon permit the basest clouds to ride 5 
With ugly rack on his celestial face, 
And from the forlorn world his visage hide, 
Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace: 
jven so my sun one early morn did shine, 
With all-triumphant splendour on my 
brow; 10 
But, out! alack! he was but one hour mine, 
The region cloud hath masked him from me 
now. 
Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth; 
Suns of the world may stain when heaven’s 
sun staineth. 
XLI 
Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits, 
When I am sometimes absent from thy heart, 
Thy beauty and thy years full well befits, 
For still temptation follows where thou art. 
Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won, 5 
Beauteous thou art, therefore to be as- 
sailed; 


And when : a woman woos, what woman’s son 
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Will sourly leave her till she have prevailed? 
Ay me! but yet thou mightst my seat for- 
bear, 


And akin thy beauty and thy strayi ing 
yout 
Who lead thee in their riot even there 
Where thou art forced to break a twofold 
truth; — 
ers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee, 
Thine, by thy beauty being false to me. 


LV 


Not marble, nor the gilded monuments 
Of princes, shall outhve this powerful rime; 
But you shall shine more bright in these con- 
tents 
Than unswept stone, besmeared with sluttish 
time. 
When wasteful war shall statues over- 
turn, 5 
And broils root out the work of masonry, 
Nor Mars his sword nor war’s quick fire shall 
burn 
The living record of your memory. 
l *Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity 
Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still 
find room 10 
Even in the eyes of all posterity 
That wear this world out to the ending 
doom. 
So, till the judgment that yourself arise, 
You live in this, and dwell in lovers’ eyes. 
LX 
Like as the waves make towards the pebbled 
shore, 


So do our minutes hasten to their end; 
Each changing place with that which goes 


before, 
In sequent toil all forwards do contend. 
Nativity, once in the main of light, 5 
Crawls to maturity, wherewith being 
crowned, 


Crookéd eclipses ’gainst his glory fight, 

And Time that gave doth now his gift con- 
found. 

Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth 

And delves the parallels in beauty’s brow, 10 

Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth, 

And nothing stands but for his scythe to 
mow: 

-And yet to times in hope my verse shall 

stan 

_ Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand. 


LXIV 


When I have seen by Time’s fell hand de- 
faced 
The rich-proud cost of outworn buried age; 
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When sometime lofty towers I see down- 
razed 

And brass eternal slave to mortal rage; 

When I have seen the hungry ocean gain 5 

Advantage on the kingdom of the shore, 

And the firm soil win of the watery main, 

Increasing store with loss, and loss ‘with 


store; 
When I have seen such interchange of state, 
Or state itself confounded to decay; 10 


Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate — 
hat Time will come and take my love away. 
This thought is as a death, which cannot 
choose 
But weep to have that which it fears to lose. 


LXV 


\Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor bound- 


less sea, 
ut sad mortality o’er-sways their power, 

How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea, 

‘Whose action is no stronger than a flower? 

QO! how shall summer’s honey breath hold 
out 5 

Against the wreckful siege of battering days, 

When rocks impregnable are not so stout, 

Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time de- 
cays? 

O fearful meditation! where, alack, 

Shall Time’s best jewel from Time’s se 
lie hid? 

Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot 
back? 

Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid? 

O! none, unless this miracle have might, 

That in black ink my love may still shine 
bright. 4 

LXVI 

Tired with all these, for restful death I ery, 

As, to behold desert a beggar born, 

And needy nothing trimmed in jollity, 

And purest faith unhappily forsworn, 

And gilded honor shamefully misplaced, 5 

And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted, 

And right perfection wrongfully disgraced, 

And strength by limping sway disabled, 

And art made tongue-tied by authority, 

And folly, doctor-like, controlling skill, 10 

And simple truth misealled simplicity, 

And captive good attending captain ill: 

Tired with all these, from these would I be 


gone, 
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone. 
10.2.4 


No longer mourn for me when I am dead 
Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell 
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Give warning to the world that I am fled 
From this vile world, with vilest worms to 
dwell: 
Nay, if you read this line, remember not 5 
The hand that writ it; for I love you so, 
That I in your sweet thoughts would be for- 
ot, 
If thinking on me then should make you woe. 
O! if, — I say, you look upon this verse, 
When I perhaps compounded am with 
clay, 10 
Do not so much as my poor name rehearse, 
But let your love even with my life decay; 
Lest the wise world should look into your 
moan, 
And mock you with me after I am gone. 


LXXIII 


That time of year thou mayst in me behold 

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do 
hang 

Upon those boughs which shake against the 
cold, 

Bare ruin’d choirs, where late the sweet 
birds sang. 

In me thou see’st the twilight of such day 5 

As after sunset fadeth in the west; 

Which by and by black night doth take 
away, 

Death’s second self, that seals up all in rest. 

In me thou see’st the glowing of such fire 

That on the ashes of his youth doth he, 

As the death-bed whereon it must expire, 

Consum’d with that which it was nourish’d 


10 


by. 

This thou perceiy’st, which makes thy love 
more strong, 

To love that well which thou must leave ere 
long. 


LXXVIII 


So oft have I invoked thee for my Muse 

And found such fair assistance in my verse 

As every alien pen hath got my use 

And under thee their poesy disperse. 

Thine eyes, that taught the dumb on high to 
sing 5 

And heavy ignorance aloft to fly, 

Have added feathers to the learned’s wing 

And given grace a double majesty. 

Yet be most proud of that which I compile, 

Whose influence is thine, and born of thee: 10 

In others’ works thou dost but mend the 
style, 

And arts with thy sweet graces gracéd be; 

But thou art all my art, and dost advance 

As high as learning my rude ignorance. 
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XCVII 


How like a winter hath my absence been 
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year! 
What freezings have I felt, what dark days 
seen! 
What old December’s bareness every where! 
And yet this time remov’d was summer’s 
time; 5 
The teeming autumn, big with rich increase, 
Bearing the wanton burden of the prime, 
Like widowed wombs after their lords’ 
decease: 
Yet this abundant issue seem’d to me 
But hope of orphans and unfather’d fruit; 10 
For summer and his pleasures wait on thee. 
And, thou away, the very birds are mute: 
Or, if they sing, ’tis with so dull a cheer, 
That leaves look pale, dreading the winter’s 
near. 


CIV 

To me, fair friend, you never can be old, 

For as you were when first your eye I eyed, 

Such seems your beauty still. Three winters 
cold 

Have from the forests shook three summers’ 


pride, 
Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn 
turned K 


In process of the seasons have I seen, 

Three April perfumes in three hot Junes 
burned, 

Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are 
green. 

Ah! yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand, 

Steal from his figure, and no pace per- 


ceived; 10 
So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth 
stand, 


Hath motion, and mine eye may be deceived: 

For fear of which, hear this, thou age un- 
bred: 

Ere you were born was beauty’s summer 
dead. 


CVI 
When in the chronicle of wasted time 
I see descriptions of the fairest wights, 
And beauty making beautiful old rime, 
In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights, 
Then, in the blazon of sweet beauty’s best, 5 
Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow, 


‘I see their antique pen would have expressed 


Even such a beauty as you master now. 

So all their praises are but prophecies 

Of this our time, all you prefiguring, 10 
And, for they looked but with divining eyes, 
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They had not skill enough your worth to 
sing 

For we, which now behold these present days, 

Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to 
praise. 

CXVI 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 

Admit impediments. Love is not love 

Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove: 

O, no! it is an ever-fixéd mark, 5 

That looks on tempests and is never shaken; 

It is the star to every wandering bark, 

Whose worth ’s unknown, although his height 
be taken. 

Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and 
cheeks 

Within his bending sickle’s compass come; 10 

Love alters not with his brief hours and 
weeks, 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

If this be error and upon me proved, 

I never writ, nor no man ever loved, 


CXXVI 


O thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power 
Dost hold Time’s fickle glass, his sickle, hour; 
Who hast by waning grown, and therein 
show’st 

lovers withering as thy 
grow’st; 
If Nature, sov ereign mistress over wrack, 5 
As thou goest onwards, still will pluck thee 

back, 

She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill 
May time disgrace and wretched minutes 


Thy sweet self 


Yet fear her, O thou minion of her pleasure! 
She may detain, but not still keep, her 

treasure: 10 
Her audit, though delayed, answered must be, 
And her quietus is to render thee. 


II— THE DARK WOMAN 
CXXVII 
In the old age black was not counted fair, 
Or if it were, it bore not beauty’s name; 
But now is black beauty’s successive heir, 
And beauty slandered with a bastard’s 


shame: , 
For on aaa hand hath put on Nature’s 
pow 5 
Fairing the foul with Art’s false borrowed 
face, 


Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy bower, 
But is profaned, if not lives in disgrace, 
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Therefore my mistress’ brows are raven 
black, 

Her eyes so suited, and they mourners 
seem 10 

At such who, not born fair, no beauty lack, 

Sland’ring creation with a false esteem: 

Yet so they mourn, becoming of their woe, 

That every tongue says beauty should look 
so. 

Ca 

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; 

Coral is far more red than her lips’ red: 

If al be white, why then her breasts are 

un; 

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her 
head. 

I have seen roses damasked, red and white, 5 

But no such roses see I in her cheeks; 

And in some perfumes is there more ‘delight 

Than in the breath that from my mistress | 
reeks. 

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know 

That music hath a far more pleasing 
sound: 10 

I grant I never saw a goddess go, — 

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the 
ground: 

And yet, by heaven, I think my love as saan 

As any she belied with false compare. 


CXXXVIII 


When my love swears that she is made of 
truth, 

I do believe her, though I know she lies, 

That she might think me some untutored 
youth, 

Unlearnéd in the world’s false subtleties. 

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks mie 
oung, 

Aline she knows my days are past the 
vest 

Simply 1 credit her false-speaking tongue: 

On both sides thus is simple truth suppressed. 

But wherefore says she not she is unjust? 

And wherefore say not I that Iam old? 10 

O! love’s best habit is in seeming trust, ~~ 

And age in love loves not to have years tola:|- 

Therefore I lie with her, and she with me, 

And in our faults by lies we flattered be. 


CXLIV 


Two loves I have of comfort and despair, 


| Which like two spirits do suggest me still: 
‘The better angel is a man right fair, 


‘The worser spirit a woman coloured ‘at: A 


‘To win me soon to hell, my female evil 5 


Tempteth my better angel from my side, 
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And would corrupt my saint to be a devil, 
Wooing his purity with her foul pride. 
And whether that my angel be turned fiend 
Suspect I may, yet not directly tell; 10 
But being both from me, both to each friend, 
I guess one angel in another’s hell: 

Yet this shall I ne’er know, but live in doubt, 
Till my bad angel fire my good one out. 


CXLVI 


Poor soul, the center of my sinful earth, 
Fooled by these rebel powers that thee ar- 


ray, 

Why dost thou pine within and suffer 
dearth, 

Painting thy outward walls so costly gay? 

Why so large cost, having so short a lease, 5 

Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend? 

Shall worms, inheritors of this excess, 

Eat up thy charge? Is this thy body’s end? 

Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant’s 
loss, 

And let that pine to aggravate thy store; 10 

Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross; 

Within be fed, without be rich no more: 
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So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on 
men 

And Death once dead, there ’s no more dying 
then. 


CLIV 


The little Love-god lying once asleep 

Laid by his side his heart-inflaming brand, 

Whilst many nymphs that vowed chaste life 
to keep 

Came tripping by; but in her maiden hand 

The fairest votary took up that fire 5 

Which many legions of true hearts had 
warmed; 

And so the general of hot desire 

Was, sleeping, by a virgin hand disarmed. 

This brand she quenched in a cool well by, 

Which from Love’s fire. took heat per- 
petual, 10 

Growing a bath and healthful remedy 

For men diseased; but I, my mistress’ thrall, 

Came there for cure, and this by that I 
prove, 

Love’s fire heats water, water cools not love. 

1609 


PROSE 
CHRONICLE HISTORY AND BIOGRAPHY 


Ralph Bolinshed ( 


CHRONICLES OF ENGLAND, 
SCOTLAND, AND IRELAND 


-1580?) 


MACBETH AND THE WEIRD SISTERS 


Shortly after happened a strange and un- 
couth wonder, which afterward was the cause 
of much trouble in the realm of Scotland, as 


of them spake and said: ‘All hail Macbeth, 
thane of Glammis’ (for he had lately entered 
into that dignity and office by the death of his 
father Sinell). The second of them said; 


5 ‘Hail Macbeth, thane of Cawder.’ But the 


third said: ‘All hail Macbeth, that here- 
after shalt be king of Scotland.’ 

Then Banquo; ‘What manner of women 
(saith he) are you, that seem so little favour- 


ye shall after hear. {It fortuned as Macbeth 10 able unto me, whereas to my fellow here, be- 


and Banquo journeyed towards Fores, where 
the king then lay, they went sporting by the 
way together without other company, save 
only themselves, passing through the woods 


sides high offices, ye assign also the kingdom, 
appointing forth nothing for me at all?? 
Yes (saith the first of them) we promise 
greater benefits unto thee, than unto him, 


and fields, when suddenly in the midst of a 15 for he shall reign indeed, but with an unlucky 


land, there met them three women in strange 
and wild apparel, resembling creatures of 
elder world,; whom when they attentively 
beheld, wondering much at the sight, the first 


end: neither shall he leave any issue behind 
him to succeed in his place, where contrarily 
thou indeed shalt not reign at all, but of thee 
those shall be born which shall govern the 


Scottish kingdom by long order of continual 

escent. Herewith the foresaid women 
vanished immediately out of their sight. 
This was reputed at the first but some vain 
fantastical illusion by Macbeth and Banquo, 
insomuch that Banquo would eall Macbeth 
in jest, king of Scotland; and Macbeth again 
would call him in sport likewise, the father 
of many kings. But afterwards the common 
opinion was, that these women were either 
the weird sisters, that is (as ye would say) 
the goddesses of destiny, or else some nymphs 
or fairies, indued with knowledge of prophecy 
by their necromantical science, because 
everything came to pass as they had spoken. 
For shortly after, the thane of Cawdor being 
condemned at Fores of treason against the 
king committed; his lands, livings, and 
offices were given of the king’s liberality to 
j Macbeth. 

The same night after, at supper, Banquo 
jested with him and said; ‘Now Macbeth, 
thou hast obtained those things which the 
two former sisters prophesied, there re- 


maineth only for thee to purchase that which : 


the third said should come to pass.’ Where- 
upon Macbeth revolving the thing in his 
mind, began even then to devise how he 
might attain to the kingdom: but yet he 
thought with himself that he must tarry a 
time, which should advance him thereto (by 
the divine providence) as it had come to pass 
rin his former preferment. | But shortly after 
it chanced that king Duncan, having two 
sons by his wife, which was the daughter of 
Siward earl of Northumberland, he made the 
elder of them called Malcolm Prince of 
Cumberland, as it were thereby to appoint 
him his successor in the kingdom, immedi- 
ately after his decease. Macbeth sore 
troubled herewith, for that he saw by this 
means his hope sore hindered (where, by the 
old laws of the realm, the ordinance was, 
that if he that should succeed were not of 
able age to take the charge upon himself, he 
that was next of blood unto him should be 
admitted) he began to take counsel how he 
might usurp the kingdom by force, having 
a just quarrel so to do (as he took the matter) 


for that Duncan did what in him lay to de- 50 


‘fraud him of all manner of title and claim, 
which he might in time to come, pretend 
unto the crown. 


SIR THOMAS NORTH 


287 


The words of the three weird sisters also 
(of whom before ye have heard) greatly en- 
couraged him hereunto, \but specially his ~ 
wife lay sore upon him to attempt the thing, 
5 as she that was very ambitious, burning in 
unquenchable desire to bear the name of a 
queen. At length therefore, communicating 4 
his purposed intent with his trusty friends, 
amongst whom Banquo was the chiefest, 
10 upon confidence of their promised aid, he 
slew the king at Envernes, or (as some say) 
at_Botgoswane, in the sixth year of his 
reign, Then having a company about him of 
such as he had made privy to his enterprise, 
15 he caused himself to be proclaimed king, and 
forthwith went unto Scone, where (by com- 
mon consent) he received the investure of the 
kingdom according to the accustomed man- 
ner. The body of Duncan was first conveyed 
20 unto Elgin, and there buried in kingly wise; 
but afterwards it was removed and conveyed 
unto Colmkill, and there laid in a sepulture 


amongst his predecessors, in the year after 


1577 


bo 
Or 


Sir Thomas North (1535?-16017) 
30 
TRANSLATION OF PLUTARCH’S 
LIVES 


ASSASSINATION OF CASAR 


Now all the Senators being entered first 
into this place or chapter-house where the 
council should be kept, all the other con- 
spirators straight stood about Czesar’s chair, 
as if they had had something to have said 
40 unto him. And some say, that Cassius cast- 
ing his eyes upon Pompey’s image, made his 
prayer unto it, as if it had been alive. Tre- 
bonius on the other side, drew Antoni 
aside, as he came into the house where the 
Senate sat, and held him with a long talk 
without. When Ceasar was come into the} 
house, all the Senate rose to honour him at 
his coming in. So when he was set, the con- 
spirators flocked about him, and amongst 
them they presented one Tillius Cimber, who 
made humble suit for the calling home again 
of his brother that was banished. They 
all made as though they were (intercessors 


35 


45 


— 


—_— 
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for him, and took him by the hands, and 
kissed his head and breast. Cesar at the 
first, simply refused their kindness and en- 
treaties: but afterwards, perceiving they 


ELIZABETHAN AND 


PURITAN PERIODS 


in him. For he did not mistrust, but that 
Antonius being a noble-minded and coura- 
geous man (when he should know that 
Cesar was dead) would willingly help his 


still pressed on him, he violently thrust them 5 country to recover her liberty, having them 


~ from him.! Then Cimber with both his hands 


plucked Czesar’s gown over his shoulders, 
and Casca that stood behind him, drew his 
dagger first, and struck Czsar. upon the 
shoulder, but gave him no great wound. 
Ceesar feeling himself hurt, took him straight 
by the hand he held his dagger i in,.and cried 
out in Latin: O traitor, Casca, sat doest 
thou? Casca on the other side cried in Greek, 
and called his brother to help him. So divers 
running on a heap together to fly upon 
Cesar, he looking about him to have fled, 
saw Brutus with a sword drawn in his hand 
ready to strike at him: then he let Casca’s 
hand go, and casting his gown over his face, 
suffered every man to strike at him that 
would. Then the conspirators thronging one 
upon another because every man was desir- 
ous to have a cut at him, so many swords and 


an example unto him, to follow their courage 
and virtue. So Brutus by this means saved 
Antonius’ life, who at that time disguised 
himself, and stale away. \ But Brutus and his - 


10 consorts, having their swords bloody in their 


hands, went straight to the Capitol, per- 
suading the Romans as they went, to take 
their liberty again. Now, at the first time | 
when the murther was newly done, there 


15 were sudden outcries of people that ran up 


and down the city, the which indeed did the 
more increase the fear and tumult. But 
when they saw they slew no man, neither did 
spoil or make havoc of anything: then cer- 


20 tain of the Senators, and many of the people 


emboldening themselves, went to the Capitol 
unto them. There a great number of men 
being assembled together one after another: 
Brutus made an oration unto them to win 


daggers lighting upon one body, one of them 25 the favour of the people, and to justify that 


hurt another, and among them Brutus 
caught a blow on his hand, because he would 
make one in murthering of him, and all the 
rest also were every man of them bloodied. 


they had done, All those that were by, said 
they had done well, and cried unto them 
that they should boldly come down from the 
Capitol. Whereupon, Brutus and his com- 


Cesar being slain in this manner, Brutus 30 panions came boldly down into the market- 


standing in the midst of the house, would 
have spoken, and stayed the other Senators 
that were not of the conspiracy, to have told 


, them the reason why they had done this fact. 
‘But they as men both afrayed and amazed, 35 Capitol, through the market-place, to the 


fled one upon another’s neck in haste to get 
out at the door, and no man followed them. 
For it was set down, and agreed between 
them, that they should kill no man but Ceesar 


place. The rest followed in troop, but 
Brutus went foremost, very honourably com- 
passed in round about with the noblest men 
of the city, which brought him from the 


pulpit for orations. When the people saw 
him in the pulpit, although they were a mul- 
titude of rakehells of all sorts, and had a good 
will to make some stir: yet being ashamed to 


only, and should entreat all the rest to defend 40 do it for the reverence they bore unto Brutus, 


their liberty. | All the conspirators, but 
Brutus, determining upon this matter, 
thought it good also to kill Antonius, be- 
cause he was a wicked man, and that inha- 
ture favoured tyranny: 
that he was in great estimation with soldiers, 
having been conversant of long time amongst 
them: and specially having a mind bent to 


great enterprises, he was also of great author- , 
ity at that time, being Consul with Cesar. 50 again into the Capitol. 


But Brutus would not agree to it. First, for 
that he said it was not honest: secondly, be- 
cause he told them there was hope of change 


besides also, for 45.with the murther. 


they kept silence, to hear what he would say. 
‘When Brutus began to speak, they gave him 
quiet audience: howbeit immediately after, 
they shewed that they were not all contented 
For when another called 
Cinna would have spoken, and began to ac- 
cuse Cresar: they fell into_a—great—xproar 
among them, and marvellously reviled him. 
Insomuch that the conspirators returned 
There Brutus being 
affrayed to be besieged, sent back again the 
noblemen that came thither with him, think- 
ing it no reason, that they which were no par- 
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takers of the murther, should be partakers 
of the danger. Then the next morning the 

nate being assembled, and holden within 
the temple of the goddess Tellus, to wit the 
earth: and Antonius, Plancus, and Cicero, 
having made a motion to the Senate in that 
assembly, that they should take an order to 
pardon and forget all that was past, and to 
establish friendship and peace again: it was 
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the which indeed marred all. For first of al. 
when Ceesar’s testament was openly rea 
among them, whereby it appeared that he 
bequeathed unto every citizen of Rome, 

5 seventy-five drachmas a man, and that he 
left his gardens and arbours unto the people, | 
which he had on this side of the river of 
Tiber, in the place where now the temple of 
Fortune is built: the people then loved him, 


decreed, that they should not only be par- 10 and were marvellous sorry for-him. After- 


doned, but also that the Consuls should refer 
it to the Senate what honours should be ap- 
pointed unto them. This being agreed upon, 
the Senate broke up, and Antonius the Con- 
sul, to put them in heart that were in the 
Capitol, sent them his son for a pledge. Up- 
on this assurance, Brutus and his companions 
came down from the Capitol, where every 
man saluted and embraced each other, among 
the which, Antonius did bid Cassius to sup- 
per to him: and Lepidus also bade Brutus, 
and so one bade another, as they had friend- 
ship and acquaintance together. The next 
day following, the Senate being called again 
to council, did first of all commend Antonius, 
for that he had wisely stayed and quenched 
the beginning of a civil war: then they also 
gave Brutus and his consorts great praises, 
and lastly they appointed them several 
governments of provinces. For unto Brutus, 
they appointed Crete: Afric, ic, unto Cassius: 
Asia, unto Treboni ius: Bithynia, unto Cim- 
ber: and unto the other Decius Brutus 
Albinus, Gaul on this side the Alps. When 


this was done, they came to talk of Cxsar’s 35 to the murtherers’ 


will and testament, and of his funerals and 
tomb. Then Antonius thinking good his 
testament should be read openly, and also 
that his body should be honourably buried, 
and not in hugger-mugger, lest the people 
might thereby take occasion to be worse 
offended if they did otherwise: Cassius 
~stoutly spake against it. But Brutus went 
with the motion, and agreed unto it: wherein 
it seemeth he committed a second fault. 
For the first fault he did was, when he would 
not consent to his fellow-conspirators, that 
Antonius should be slain. And therefore he 
was justly accused, that thereby he had 


25 out, Kill the murtherers: 


wards when Cyesar’s body was brought into 
the market-place, Antonius making his fu- 
neral oration in praise of the dead, according 
to the ancient custom of Rome,~and per- 


15 celving that his words moved the common 


people to compassion: he framed his elo- 
quence to make their hearts yearn the more, 
and taking Crsar’s gown all bloody in his 
hand, he laid it open to the sight of them all, 


20 showing what a number of cuts and holes 


it had upon it. \)Therewithal the people fell 
presently into such a rage and mutiny, that 
there was no more order kept amongst the 
common people. For some of them cried 
others plucked up_ 
forms, tables, and stalls about the market- 
place, as they had done before at the funerals 
of Clodius, and having laid them all on a 
heap together, they set them on fire, and 


30 thereupon did put the body of Cesar, 


and_burnt it in the midst the most holy 
places. And furthermore, when the fire was 
throughly kindled, some here, some there, 
took burning firebrands, and ran with them 
houses that had killed 
him, to set them afire. Howbeit the con- 
spirators foreseeing the danger before, had 
wisely provided for themselves, and fled. 
But there was a poet called Cinna, who had 


40 been no partaker of the conspiracy, but was 


always one of Cvyesar’s chiefest friends: 
he dreamed the night before, that Ceesar bade 
him to supper with him, and that he refusing 
to go, Cesar was very importunate with 


45 him, and compelled him, so that at length 


he led him by the hand into a great dark 
place, where being marvellously afraid, he 
was driven to follow him in spite of his heart. 
This dream put him all night into a fever, 


saved and strengthened a strong and griev- 50 and yet notwithstanding, the next morning 


ous enemy of their conspiracy. The second 
fault was, when he agreed that Cesar’s fu- 
nerals should beas Antonius would have them: 


when he heard that they carried Csar’s 
body to burial, being ashamed not to ac- 
company his funerals; he went out of his 
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house, and thrust himself into the press of 
the common people that were in a great up- 
roar. And because some one called him by 


- his name, Cinna: the people thinking he had 


been that Cinna, who in an oration he made 
had spoken very evil of Cesar, they falling 
upon him in their rage, slew him outright in 
the market-place. This made Brutus and 
his companions more afraid, than any other 
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{to return again to Rome, when the fury of the 
people were a little assuaged. The which 
they hoped would be quickly, considering 
that they had to deal with a fickle and un- 


5 constant multitude, easy to be earried, and 


that the Senate stood for them: who not- 
withstanding made no enquiry of them that 
had torn poor Cinna the Poet in pieces, but 
caused them to be sought for and appre- 


thing, next unto the change of Antonius. 10 hended, that went with firebrands to set fire 


Wherefore they got them out of Rome, and 
kept at the first in the city of Antium, hoping 


of the conspirators’ houses. 
1579 


CRITICISM 


Sir Philip Sidney (1554-1586) 
DEFENSE OF POESY 


ITS SUPREMACY 


Now therein of all sciences (I speak still of 
human, and according to the human conceits) 
is our poet the monarch. For he doth not 


“only show the way, but giveth so sweet a 
prospect into the way, as will entice any man 10 most conveniency to nature of all other, inso- 


to enter into it. Nay, he doth as if your 
journey should lie through a fair vineyard, 
at the very first give you a cluster of grapes, 
that full of that taste you may long to pass 
further. 
definitions, which must blur the margent 
with interpretations, and load the memory 
with doubtfulness: but he cometh to you 
with words sent in delightful proportion, 


either accompanied with, or prepared for the 20 


well-enchanting skill of music; and with a 
tale forsooth he cometh unto you, with a 
tale which holdeth children from play, and 
old men from the chimney corner. And pre- 


childish in the best things, till they be cradled 
in their graves)/glad they will be to hear the 


; : ‘ 
| tales of Hercules, Achilles, Cyrus, and Atneas; 


and, hearing them, must needs hear the right 


5 description of wisdom, valor, and justice; 


which, if they had been barely, that is to say, 
philosophically set out, they would swear 
they be brought to school again. 

That imitation whereof poetry is, hath the 


much, that as Aristotle saith, those things 
which in themselves are horrible, as cruel bat- 
tles, unnatural monsters, are made in poetical 
imitation delightful. Truly I have known 


He beginneth_not-with—obscure 15 men, that even with reading Amadis de Gaule 


(which God knoweth wanteth much of a per- 
fect poesy) have found their hearts moved to 
the exercise of courtesy, liberality, and es- 
pecially courage. 

Who readeth Aneas carrying old Anchises 
on his back, that wisheth not it were his 
fortune to perform so excellent an act? 
Whom do not the words of Turnus move 
(the tale of Turnus, having planted his image 


tending no more, doth intend the winning 25 in his imagination) 


of the mind from wickedness to virtue:} even 
as the child is often brought to take most 
wholesome things, by hiding them in such 
other as have a pleasant taste, which, if one 


— Fugientem hee terra videbit, 
Usque adeone mori miserum est ? — 


“Where the philosophers, as they scorn to de- 


should begin to tell them the nature of aloes 30 light, so must they be content little to move: 


or rhubarb they should receive, would sooner 
take their physic at their ears than at their 
mouth. So it is in men (most of which are 


“ saving wrangling, whether virtue be the chief 


or the only good, whether the contemplative 
or the active life do excel, which Plato and 
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Boethius well knew, and therefore made Mis- 
tress Philosophy very often borrow the mask- 
ing raiment of Poesy. For even those hard 
hearted evil who think virtue a school- 
name, and know no other good but indulgere 
genio, and therefore despise the austere ad- 
monitions of the philosopher, and feel not the 
inward reason they stand upon; yet will be 
content to be deli which is all the good- 


5 
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which made David (I speak of the second and 
instrumental cause) as in a glass, to see his 
own filthiness, as that heavenly Psalm of 
mercy well testifieth. J 

By these therefore examples and reasons, 
I think it may be manifest, that the Poet 
with that same hand of delight, doth draw 
the mind more effectually, than any other 
Art doth,\and so a conclusion not unfitly ~ 


fellow poet seemeth to promise; and so steal 10 ensueth: that as virtue is the most excellent 


to see the form of goodness (which seen 
they cannot but love) ere themselves be 
aware, as if they took a medicine of cherries. 
Infinite proofs of the strange effects of this 


resting place for all worldly learning to make 
his end of, so Poetry, being the most familiar 
to teach it, and most princely to move to- 
ward it, in the most excellent work, is the 


_ | Poetical i invention might be alleged, only two 15 most excellent workman. But I am content, J 


‘| shall serve, which are so often remembered, 
as I think all men know saa 

Theone a, who when the 
whole people of Rome had ee CTR divided 


= 


not only to decipher him by his works (al: 
though works in commendation or dispraise, 
must ever hold an high authority) but more 
narrowly will examine his parts: so that 


themselves from the Senate, with apparent 20 (as in a man) though all together may carry 


show of utter ruin, though he were (for that 
time) an excellent Oratour, came not among 
them, upon trust of figurative speeches, or 


cunning insinuations, and much less, with 


a presence full of majesty and beauty, per- 
chance in some one defectious piece, we may 
find a blemish: now in his parts, kinds, or 
species (as you list to term them) it is to be 


far-set maxims of philosophy, which (es- 25 noted, that some Poesies have coupled to- 


pecially if they were Platonic) they must have 
learned geometry before they could well have 
conceived: but forsooth he behaves himself, 
like a homely, and familiar Poet. He telleth 


them a tale, that there was a time, when all 30 


the parts of the body made a mutinous con- 
spiracy against the belly, which they thought 
devoured the fruits of each others labour: 
they concluded they would let so unprofit- 
able a spender starve. 
short (for the tale is notorious, and as no- 
torious that it was a tale) with punishing 
the belly, they plagued themselves. This 
applied by him, wrought such effect in the 
people, as I never read, that ever words 4 
brought forth but then, so sudden and so 
good an alteration; for upon reasonable 
conditions, a perfect reconcilement ensued. 
y-The other is of Nathan the Prophet, who, 
when the holy David had so far forsaken 45 
God, as to confirm adultery with murther: 
when he was to do the tenderest office of a 
friend, in laying his own shame before his 
eyes, sent by God to call again so chosen a 


servant: how doth he it? but by telling of 50 of wrong doing and _ patience. 


a man, whose beloved lamb was ungratefully 
taken from his bosom: the application most 
divinely true, but the discourse itself feigned: 


In the end, to be 35 


( 


=) 


gether two or three kinds, as Tragical and 
Comical, whereupon is risen, the Tragi-com- 
ical. Some in the ike manner have mingled 
Prose and Verse, as Sanazzar and Boetius. 
Some have mingled matters Heroical and 
Pastoral. But that cometh all to one in 
this question, for if severed they be good, 
the conjunction cannot be hurtful. There- 
fore perchance forgetting some, and leaving 
some as needless to be remembered, it shall 
not be amiss in a word to cite the special 
kinds, to see what faults may be found in the 
right use of them. 

Is it then the Pastoral Poem which is mis- 
liked? (for perchance, where the hedge is 
lowest, they will soonest leap over). Is the 
poor pipe disdained, which sometimes out of 
Melibeus.mouth, can show the misery of 
people, under hard Lords and ravening 
Soldiers? And again, by Titirus, what bless- 
edness is derived to them that lie lowest from 
the goodness of them that sit highest? Some- 
times, under the pretty tales of Wolves and 
Sheep, can include the whole considerations 
Sometimes 
show, that contention for trifles, can get but 
a trifling victory. Where perchance a man 
may see, that even Alexander and Darius, 
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when they strave who should be Cock of this and not only to know what effects are to be 
worlds dunghill, the benefit they got, was, expected, but to know who be such, by the 


that the after-livers may say, signifying badge given them by the Come- 
Hec memini et victum frustra contendere dian. And little reason hath any man to say, 
Thyrsin: 5 that. men learn evil by seeing it-so set_out; 

Ex illo Coridon, Coridon est tempore nobis. since as I have said before, there is no man 


living, but by the force ‘nibh hath in nature, 
: : no sooner seeth these men play their parts, 
Kind heart would eds rather pity than but wisheth them in Pistrinwm: although 
blame, who bewails with the great P hiloso- 10 perchance the sack of his own faults, lie so 
pher Heraclitus, the weakness of mankind, pahinelshiciicaiealateslieeonst) ant nae elf 
and wretchednes ss of the world: who surely dance the same measure: whereto, yet 
is to be prsiees, either for aes assionate nothing can more open his eyes, than to find 
accompanying jusi causes of Jamentation, his own actions contemptibly set forth. So 
or for rightly painting out how weak be the 15 that the right use of Comedy will (I think) 
passions of wofulness. Is it the bitter, but by nobody be blamed, and much less of the 


wholesome Iambic, who rubs the galled mind, 4; gh and excellent Tr agedy, that openeth 


in making shame the trumpet of villainy, tha ereatest wounds, and showeth forth the 
with bold and open crying out against 


é Re LOAD ulcers, that are covered with Tissue: that 
naughtiness; or the Satiric? who 20 Pikeits Kings fear to be Tyrants, and Ty- 
Omne vafer vitium, ridenti tangit amico ? rants manifest their tyrannical humours: 


Who sportingly never leaveth, until he make mes with suring the ioe sean 
a man laugh at folly, and at length ashamed, a ‘ a ay pos eth, ve nS 
to laugh at himself: which he cannot avoid, — 2%) © SWOT, and upon Row Weak 
without avoiding the folly. Who while > 25 foundations gilden Toes are builded. That 


maketh us know, 


Or is it the lamenting Elegiac, which in a 


Circum precordia ludit 
Qui sceptra sevus, duro imperio regit, 


giveth us to feel, how many head-aches a Timet timentes, metus in authorem redit. 


passionate life bringeth us to. How when 
all is done, 30, But how much it can move, Plutarch yield- 
\eth a notable testimony, of the abominable 
‘Tyrant, Alexander Pheroeus; from whose 
No perchance it is the Comic, whom naughty eyes, a Tragedy well made, and represented, 
Play-makers and Stage-keepers, have justly drew abundance of tears: who without all 
made odious. To the argument of abuse, 135 pity, had murdered infinite numbers, and 
will answer after. Only thus much now is to some of his own blood. So as he, that was 
be said, that the Comedy is an imitation of not ashamed to make matters for Tragedies, 
the common.errors. of our life, which herep- yet could not resist the sweet violence of a 
resenteth,.in the most ridiculous and scorn- Tragedy. 
ful sort that may be. So as it is impossible, 40 And if it wrought no further good in him, 
that any beholder can be content to be such it was, that he in despite of himself, with- 
a one. drew himself from hearkening to that, which 
~ Now, as in Geometry, the oblique must be might mollify his hardened heart. But it is 
known as well as the right: and in Arith- not the Tragedy they do mislike: for it were 
metic, the odd as well as the even, so in the 45 too absurd to cast out so excellent a repre- 
actions of our life, who seeth not the filthiness sentation of whatsoever is most worthy to 
of evil, wanteth a great foil to perceive the be learned. Is it the Lyric that most dis- 
beauty of virtue. This doth the Comedy \ pleaseth, who with his tuned Lyre, and well 
handle so in our private and domestical accorded voice, giveth praise, the reward of 
matters, as with hearing it, we get as it were 50 virtue, to virtuous acts? who gives moral 
an experience, what is to be looked for of a precepts, and natural Problems, who some- 
niggardly Demea: of a crafty Danus: of a _ times raiseth up his voice to the height of the 
flattering Gnatho: of a vain glorious Thraso: heavens, in singing the lauds of the im- 


Est Ulubris animus si nos non deficit equus? 
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mortal God? Certainly I must confess my 
own barbarousness, I never heard the old 
song of Perey and Douglas, that I found not 
my heart moved more than with a Trumpet: 
and yet is it sung but by some blind Crow- 
der, with no rougher voice, than rude style: 
which being so evil apparelled in the dust 
and cobwebs of that uncivil age, what would 
it work trimmed in the gorgeous eloquence 
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sweet Poetry, all concurreth to the main- | 
taining the Heroical, which is not only a kind, 
but the best, and most accomplished kind of 
Poetry. For as the image of each action | 
5 starreth and instructeth the mind, so the 
lofty image of such Worthies, most inflameth 
the mind with desire to be worthy, and in- 
forms with counsel how to be worthy. Only 
let Aineas be worn in the tablet of your 


of Pindar? In Hungary I have seen it the 10 memory, how he governeth himself in the 


manner at all Feasts, and other such meet- 
ings, to have songs of their Ancestors valour; 
which that right Soldier-like Nation think 
the chiefest kindlers of brave courage. The 


ruin of his Country, in the preserving his 
old Father, and carrying away his religious 
ceremonies: in obeying the Gods command- 
ment to leave Dido, though not only all 


incomparable Lacedemonians, did not only 15 passionate kindness, but even the human 


earry that kind of Music ever with them to 
the field, but even at home, as such songs 
were made, so were they all content to be the 
singers of them, when the lusty men were to 


consideration of virtuous gratefulness, would 
have craved other of him. How in storms, 
how in sports, how in war, how in peace, how 
a fugitive, how victorious, how besieged, how 


tell what they did, the old men, what they 20 besieging, how to strangers, how to allies, 


had done, and the young men what they 
would do. And where a man may say, that 
Pindar many times praiseth highly victories 
of small moment, matters rather of sport 


how to enemies, how to his own: lastly, how 
in his inward self, and how in his outward 
government. And I think, in a mind not 
prejudiced with a prejudicating humor, he 


than virtue: as it may be answered, it was 25 will be found in excellency fruitful: yea, 


the fault of the Poet; and not of the Poetry; 
so indeed, the chief fault was in the time and 
custom of the Greeks, who set those toys at 
so high a price, that Philip of Macedon 


even as Horace saith 
Melius Chrisippo et Crantore. 


But truly I imagine, it falleth out with 


reckoned a horse-race won at Olympus, 30 these Poet-whippers, as with some good 


among his three fearful felicities. \But as the 

unimitable Pindar often did, so is that kind 

most capable and most fit, to awake the 

thoughts from the sleep of idleness, to em- 
race honorable enterprises. ~ Ay~<« 

There rests the Heroical, whose very name 
(I think) should daunt all back-biters; for 
by what conceit can a tongue be directed to 
speak evil of that, which draweth with it, no 


less Champions than Achilles, Cyrus, Auneas, 40 


Turnus, Tideus, and Rinaldo? who doth 
not only teach and move to a truth, but 
teacheth and moveth to the most high and 
excellent truth. Who maketh magnanimity 


and justice shine, through all misty fearful- 45 


ness and foggy desires. Who, if the saying 
of Plato and Tully be true, that who could 
see Virtue, would be wonderfully rayished 
with the love of her beauty: this man sets 


her out to make her more lovely in her holi- 50 


day apparel, to the eye of any that will deign, 
not to disdain, until they understand. | But 
if anything be already said in the defense of 


women, who often are sick, but in faith they 
cannot tell where. So the name of Poetry is 
odious to them, but neither his cause, nor 
effects, neither the sum that contains him, 


35 nor the particularities descending from him, 


give any fast handle to their carping dis- 
praise. 

Since then Poetry_is of all human learn- 
ing the most ancient, and of most fatherly 
antiquity, as from whence other learnings 
have taken their beginnings: since it is so 
universal, that no learned Nation doth de- 
spise it, nor barbarous..Nation is without it: 
since both Roman and Greek gave divine 
names unto it: the one of prophesying, the 
other of making. And that indeed, that 
name of making is fit for him; considering, 
that where as other Arts retain themselves 
within their subject, and receive as it were, 
their being from it: the Poet only, bringeth 
his own stuff, and doth not learn a conceit 
out of a matter, but maketh matter for a 
conceit: since neither his description, nor 
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his end, containeth any evil, the thing de- 
cribed cannot be evil: since his effects be so 
good as to teach goodness and delight the 
learners: since therein (namely in moral 
- doctrine, the chief of all knowledges) he doth 
not only far pass the Historian, but for in- 
structing, is well nigh comparable to the 
Philosopher: and for moving, leaves him 
behind him: since the Holy Scripture (where- 
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to justify mine own candour: for I loved the 
man, and do honour his memory, on this side 
idolatry, as muchas any. He was (indeed) 
honest, and of an open and free nature; had 


5 an excellent phantasy, brave notions, and 


gentle expressions; wherein he flowed with 
that facility, that sometimes it was necessary 
he should be stopped. Sufflaminandus erat, 
as Augustus said of Haterius. His wit was 


in there is no uncleanness) hath whole parts 10 in his own power, would the rule of it had 


in it poetical. And that even our Saviour 
Christ, vouchsafed to use the flowers of it: 
since all his kinds are not only in their united 
forms, but in their severed dissections fully 


been so too. Many times he fell into those 
things, could not escape laughter: as when 
he said in the person of Czesar, one speaking 
to him, ‘Czesar, thou dost me wrong.’ He 


commendable, I think (and think I think 15 replied, ‘Caesar did never wrong but with 


rightly) the Laurel crown appointed for 

triumphing Captains, doth worthily (of all 

other learnings) honor the Poet’s triumph. 
1595 


Ben Jonson (15732-1637) 
TIMBER 


1S) 


just cause,’ and such like; which were ridic- 
ulous. But he redeemed his vices with his 
virtues. There was ever more in him to be 
praised than to be pardoned. 

Dominus Verulamius. — One, though he 
tated alone: for no imitator ever grew_up 
to his author; likeness is always on this 


Non nimium credendum antiquitati.— 125 side truth. Yet there happened in my time 


know nothing can conduce more to letters, 
than to examine the writings of the ancients, 
and not to rest in their sole authority, or 
take all upon trust from them; provided the 


one noble speaker, who was full of gravity 
in his speaking. His language (where he 
could spare or pass by a jest) was nobly 
censorious. No man ever spake more neatly, 


plagues of judgment and pronouncing against 30 more pressly, more weightily, or suffered 


them be away; such as are envy, bitter- 
ness, precipitation, impudence, and scurril 
scofiing. For to all the observations of the 
ancients, we have our own experience; which 


if we will use, and apply, we have better 35 loss. 


means to pronounce. | It is true they opened 
the gates, and made the way that went be- 
fore us; but as guides, not commanders; 
Non domini nostri, sed duces fuere. Truth 


lies open to all; it is no man’s several. Patet 49 


omnibus veritas; nondum est occupata. Mul- 
tum ex illa, etiam futuris relicta est. 


De Shakespeare nostrat. — Augustus in Hat. 


less emptiness, less idleness, in what he ut- 
tered. No member of his speech, but con- 
sisted of his own graces. His hearers could 
not cough, or look aside from him, without 
He commanded where he spoke; 
and had his judges angry and pleased at his 
devotion. No man had their affections more 
in his power. The fear of every man that 
heard him was, lest he should make an end. 


Consuetudo. —- Perspicuitas, Venustas. — 
Authoritas. — Virgil. — Lucretius. — Chau- 
cerism. — Paronomasia. — Custom is the 
most certain mistress of language, _as_ the 


—TI remember the players have often men-45 public stamp makes the current money. 


tioned it as an honour to Shakespeare, that in 
his writing (whatsoever he penned) he never 
blotted out a line. My answer hath been, 
Would he had blotted a thousand. Which 


But we must not be too frequent with the 
mint, every day coming, nor fetch words 
from the extreme and utmost ages; since 
the chief virtue of a style isqperspicuity} and 


‘they thought a malevolent speech. I had not 50 nothing so vicious in it as to need an interpre- 


told posterity this, but for their ignorance, 
who chose that circumstance to commend 
their friend by, wherein he most faulted; and 


- ter. Words borrowed of antiquity do lend a 


kind of majesty to style, and are not without 
their delight sometimes. For they have the 
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jauthority of years, and out of their inter- 
mission do win themselves a kind of grace- 
like newness. But the eldest of the present, 
and newness of the past language, is the 
best. For what was the ancient language, 
which some men so dote upon, but the an- 
cient custom? Yet when I name custom, I 
understand not the vulgar custom; for that 
were a precept no less dangerous to language 


than life, if we should speak or live after the 10 bears us. 


manners of the vulgar: but that I call cus- 
tom of speech, which is the consent of the 


learned; as custom of life, which is the con- 
sent of the good. Virgil was most loving of 
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them too much, as in Paronomasies; nor 
use too swelling or ill-sounding words; Qua 
per salebras, altaque saxa cadunt. It is true 
there is no sound but shall find some lovers, 
5 as the bitterest confections are grateful to 
some palates. Our composition must be 
more accurate in the beginning and end than 
in the midst, and in the end more than in the 
beginning; for through the midst the stream 
And this is attained by custom 
more than care or diligence. We must ex- 
press readily and fully not profusely. There 
is difference between a liberal and prodigal 
hand. As it is a great point of art, when our 


antiquity; yet how rarely doth he insert 15 matter requires it, to enlarge and veer out 


aquat, and pictai! Lucretius is scabrous and 
rough in these; he seeks them: as some do 
Chaucerisms with us, which were better ex- 

unged and banished. Some words are to 
be cull 


all sail; so to take it in and contract it, is of 
no less praise, when the argument doth ask 
it. 


place. A good man always profits by his 


ed out for ornament and colour, as we 20 endeavour, by his help, yea, when he is ab- 


gather flowers to strow houses, or make gar- 
lands; but they are better when they grow 
to our style; as in a meadow, where though 
the mere grass and greenness delight, yet 


sent, nay, when he is dead, by his example 
and memory. So good authors in their 
style: a strict and succinct. style is that, 
where you can take away nothing without 


the variety of flowers doth heighten and 25 loss, and that loss to be manifest. 


beautify. Marry wemust not play or riot with 
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LITERATURE OF TRAVEL AND THE SEA 


Either of them hath their fitness in the} 


the truth, to overcome falsehood and un- } 
truth; that the beginning, continuance and 


Richard Haklupt (15527-1616) 


VOYAGES success of this late honourable encounter of 
F Sir Richard Grenville, and other her Ma- 
RALEGH’S LAST FIGHT OF THE REVENGE 


5 jesty’s captains, with the Armada of Spain; 
should be truly set down and published 
without partiality or 


Because the rumours are diversely spread, 
as well in England as in the low countries 
and elsewhere, of this late encounter between And it is no marvel that the Spaniards should 
her Majesty’s ships and the Armada of Spain; seek by false and slanderous pamphlets, 
and that the Spaniards according to their 10 advisos and letters, to cover their own loss, 
usual manner, fill the world with their vain- and to derogate from others their due honors, 
glorious vaunts, making great appearance of — especially in this fight. being performed far 
victories, when on the contrary, themselves off: seeing they were not ashamed in the 
are most commonly and shamefully beaten year 1588, when they purposed the invasion 
and dishonoured; thereby hoping to possess 15 of this land, to publish in sundry languages, 
the ignorant multitude by anticipating and in print, great victories in words, which they 
forerunning false reports: |it is agreeable pleaded to have obtained against this realm; 
with all good reason, for manifestation of and spread the same in a most false sort over 


false imaginations. | 


] 
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all parts of France, Italy, and elsewhere. 
When shortly after it was happily manifested 
in very deed to all nations, how their navy 
which they termed invincible, consisting of 
two hundred and forty sail of ships, not only 
of their own kingdom, but strengthened by 
the greatest argosies, Portugal, Caracks, 
Florentines, and huge hulks of other coun- 
tries, were by thirty of her Majesty’s own 
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of soldiers, to the gates of Lisbon, being 
above forty English miles. Where the Harl 
of Essex himself and other valiant gentlemen 
braved the city of Lisbon, encamped at the 


5 very gates; from whence, after many days 


abode, finding neither promised party, nor 
provision to batter, made retreat by land, 
in despite of all their garrisons, both of horse 
and foot. In this sort I have a little digressed 


ships of war, and a few of our own merchants, 10 from my first purpose, only by the necessary 


by the wise, valiant, and most advantageous 
conduction of the L. Charles Howard.high 
Admiral of England, beaten and shuffled to- 
gether; even from the Lizard in Cornwall 


comparison of theirs and our actions: the one 
covetous of honour without vaunt or os- 
tentation; the other so greedy to purchase 
the opinion of their own affairs, and by false 


first to Portland, where they shamefully left 15 rumours to resist the blasts of their own dis- 


Don Pedro de Valdes, with his mighty ship; 
from Portland to Cales, where they lost 
Hugo de Moncado, with the galhes of which 
he was captain, and from Cales, driven with 


honours, as they will not only not blush to 
spread all manner of untruths: but even 
for the least advantage, be it but for the 
taking of one poor adventurer of the Eng- 


squibs from their anchors, were chased out 20 lish, will celebrate the victory with bon- 


of the sight of England, round about Scot- 
land and Ireland. Where for the sympathy 
of their barbarous religion, hoping to find 
succour and assistance, a great part of them 


fires in every town, always spending more 
in fagots than the purchase was worth they 
obtained. When as we never thought it 
worth the consumption of two billets, when 


were crushed against the rocks, and those 25 we have taken eight or ten of their Indian 


other that landed, being very many in num- 


ber, were notwithstanding broken, slain, and | 


taken, and so sent from village to village 
coupled in halters, to be shipped into Eng- 


ships at one time, and twenty of the Brazil 
fleet. Such is the difference between true 
valour and ostentation: and between hon- 
ourable actions and frivolous vainglorious 


land. ‘Where her Majesty of her princely and 30\vaunts. But now.to.return to my purpose. 


invincible disposition, disdaming to put them 
to death, and scorning either to retain or 
entertain them: they were all sent back again 
to their countries, to witness and recount 


The Lord Thomas Howard, with six of 
her Majesty’s ships, six victualers of London, 
the bark Ralegh, and two or three other 
pinnaces riding at anchor near unto Flores, 


the worthy achievements of their invincible 35 one of the westerly islands of the Azores, the 


and dreadful navy: of which the number of 
soldiers, and fearful burthen of their ships, 
the commanders’ names of every squadron, 
with all other their magazines of provisions, 


last of August in the afternoon, had intelli- 
gence by one Captain Middleton of the ap- 
proach of the Spanish armada. Which 
Middleton being in a very good sailer, had 


were put in print, as an army and navy un-40 kept them company three days before, of 


resistable, and disdaining prevention. With 
all which so great and terrible an ostentation, 
they did not in all their sailing round about 
England, so much as sink or take one ship, 


good purpose, both to discover their forces 
the more, as also to give advice to my Lord 
Thomas of their approach. He had no 
sooner delivered the news but the fleet was 


bark, pinnace, or cockboat of ours: or ever 45 in sight; many of our ships’ companies were 


burnt so much as one/sheepcoteof this land. 
- Whenas on the contrary, Sir Francis Drake, 
with only eight hundred soldiers not long 
before, landed in their Indies, and forced 


on shore in the island; some providing ballast 
for their ships; others filling of water and re- 
freshing themselves from the land with such 
things as they could either for money, or by 


Sant-Iago, Santo Domingo, Cartagena, and 50 force recover. By reason whereof our ships 


the forts of Florida. 
And after that, Sir John Norris marched 
from Peniche in Portugal, with a handful 


being all pestered and rummaging every 
thing out of order, very light for want of 
ballast, and that which was most to our 
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disadvantage, the one half part of the men 


of every ship sick, and utterly unserviceable: 
for in the Revenge there were ninety diseased; 
in the Bonaventwre not so many in health as 


could handle her mainsail. For had not 5 thousand and five hundred tons. 


twenty men been taken out of a bark of Sir 
George Carey’s, his being commanded to 
be sunk, and those appointed to her, she had 
hardly ever recovered England. The rest, 
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and coming towards him, becalmed his sails 
in such sort, as the ship could neither make 
way, nor feel the helm; so huge and high 
carged was the Spanish ship, being of a 
Who 
after laid the Revenge aboard. When he was 
thus bereft of his sails, the ships that were 
under his lee luffing up, also laid him aboard: 
of which the next was the admiral of the 


for the most part, were in little better state. 10 Biscayans, a very mighty and puissant ship 


The names of her Majesty’s ships were these 
as followeth: the Defiance, which was ad- 
miral, the Revenge, viceadmiral, the Bonaven- 
twre commanded by Captain Cross, the Lion 


commanded by Brittandona. The said 
Philip carried three tier of ordnance on a 
side, and eleven pieces in every tier. She 
shot eight forth right out of her chase, be- 


by George Fenner, the Foresight by M. 15 sides those of her stern ports. 


Thomas Vavasour, and the Crane by Duffield. 
The Foresight and the Crane being but 
small ships; only the other were of the mid- 
dle size; the rest, besides the bark Ralegh, 


After the Revenge was entangled with | 
this Philip, four others boarded her; two on 
her larboard, and two on her starboard. 
The fight thus beginning at three of the 


commanded by Captain Thin, were victual- 20 clock in the afternoon, continued very ter- 


ers, and of small force or none. The Span- 
ish fleet having shrouded their approach by 
reason of the island; were now so soon at 
hand, as our ships had scarce time to weigh 


rible all that evening. But the great San 
Philip having received the lower tier of 
the Revenge, discharged with crossbar shot, 
shifted herself with all diligence from her 


their anchors, but some of them were driven 25 sides, utterly misliking her first entertain- 


to let slip their cables and set sail. Sir 
Richard Grenville was the last weighed, to 
recover the men that were upon the island, 
which otherwise had been lost. -The Lord 


Thomas with the rest very hardly recovered 30 hundred besides the mariners; 


the wind, which Sir Richard Grenville not 
being able to do, was persuaded by the 
master and others to cut his mainsail and 
cast about, and to trust to the sailing of the 


ship; for the squadron of Seville were on his 35 


weather bow. | But Sir Richard utterly re- 
fused to turn from the enemy, alleging that 
he would rather choose to die, than to dis- 
honour himself, his country, and her Ma- 
jesty’s ship, persuading his company that 
he would pass through the two squadrons, 
in despite of them, and enforce those of 
Seville to give him way. Which he per- 
formed upon divers of the foremost, who, 
as the mariners term it, sprang their luff, and 
fell under the lee of the Revenge. But the 
other course had been the better, and might 
right well have been answered in so great an 
impossibility of prevailing. Notwithstand- 
ing out of the greatness of his mind, he could 
not be persuaded. In the mean while as he 
attended those which were nearest him, the 
great San Philip being in the wind of him, 


50 without intermission, 


ment. Some say that the ship foundered, 
but we cannot report it for truth, unless we 
were assured. The Spanish ships were filled 
with companies of soldiers: in some two 
in some five, 
in others eight hundred. In ours there were 
none at all beside the mariners, but the serv- 
ants of the commanders and some few 
voluntary gentlemen only. After many 
interchanged volleys of great ordnance and 
small shot, the Spaniards deliberated to 
enter the Revenge, and made divers attempts,” 
hoping to force her by the multitudes of 
their armed soldiers and musketeers, but 


40 were still repulsed again and again, and at all 


times beaten back into their own ships, or 
into the seas. In the beginning of the fight, 
the George Noble of London having received 
some shot through her by the armadas, fell 


45 under the lee of the Revenge, and asked Sir 


Richard what he would command him, being 
but one of the vietualers and of small force: 
Sir Richard bade him save himself, and leave 
him to his fortune. After the fight had thus, 
continued while the 
day lasted and some hours of the night, 
many of our men were slain and hurt, and 
one of the great galleons of the armada, and 
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the admiral of the hulks both sunk, and in 
many other of the Spanish ships great slaugh- 
ter was made. Some write that Sir Richard 
was very dangerously hurt almost in the be- 
ginning of the fight, and lay speechless for a 
time ere he recovered. But two of the 
Revenge’s own company, brought home in a 
ship of Lima from the islands, examined by 
some of the lords and others, affirmed that 
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boardings, and enterings of fifteen ships of 
war, besides those which beat her at large. 
On the contrary, the Spanish were always 
supplied with soldiers brought from every 


5 squadron: all manner of arms and powder 


at will. Unto ours there remained no com- 
fort at all, no hope, no supply either of ships, 
ren, or weapons; the masts all beaten over- 
board, all her tackle cut asunder, her upper 


he was never so wounded as that he forsook 10 work altogether razed, and in effect evened 


the upper deck, till an hour before midnight: 
and then being shot into the body with a 
musket as he was a-dressing, was again 
shot into the head, and withal his surgeon 


she was with the water, but the very founda- 
tion or bottom of a ship, nothing being left 
overhead either for flight or defence. Sir 
Richard finding himself in this distress, and 


wounded to death. This agreeth also with 15 unable any longer to make resistance, having 


an examination taken by Sir Francis Go- 
dolphin, of four other mariners of the same 
ship being returned, which examination, 
the said Sir Francis sent unto Master Wil- 
ham Killigrew, 
chamber. 

But to return to the fight, the Spanish 
ships which attempted to board the Revenge, 
as they were wounded and beaten off, so 


endured in this fifteen hours’ fight, the as- 
sault of fifteen several armadas, all by turns 
aboard him, and by estimation eight hun- 
dred shot of great artillery, besides many 


of her Majesty’s privy 20 assaults and entries; and that himself and 


the ship must needs be possessed by the 
enemy, who were now all cast in a ring round 
about him. (The Revenge not able to move 
one way or other, but as she was moved with 


always others came in their places, she 25 the waves and billow of the sea) commanded 


having never less than two mighty galleons 
by her sides, and aboard her: so that ere the 
morning, from three of the clock the day 
before, there had fifteen several armadas 


the master gunner, whom he knew to be 
a most resolute man, to split. and sink the 
ship; that thereby nothing might remain 
of glory or victory to the Spaniards: see- 


assailed her; and dll so ill approved their 30 ing in so many hours fight, and with so 


entertainment, as they were by the break of 
day, far more willing to hearken to a compo- 
sition than hastily to make any more assaults 
or entries. But as the day increased, so our 


great a navy they were not able to take 
her, having had fifteen hours time, fifteen 
thousand men, and fifty and three sail 
of men-of-war to perform it withal: and 


men decreased: and as the light grew more 35 persuaded the company, or as many as he 


and more, by so much more grew our dis- 
comforts. \For none appeared in sight but 
enemies, saving one small ship called the 
Pilgrim, commanded. by Jacob Whiddon, 


could induce, to yield themselves unto God, 
and to the mercy of none else; but as they 
had, like valiant resolute men, repulsed 
so many enemies, they should not now 


who hovered all night to see the success: 40 shorten the honour of their nation, by pro- 


but in the morning bearing with the Re- 
venge, was hunted lke a hare amongst many 
ravenous hounds, but escaped. 

All the powder of the Revenge to the 


longing their own lives for a few hours, 
or a few days. The master gunner readily 
condescended and divers others; but the 
captain and the master were of another 


last barrel was now spent, all her pikes 45 opinion, and besought Sir Richard to have 


broken, forty of her best men slain, and the 
most part of the rest hurt. In the begin- 
ning of the fight she had but one hundred 
free from sickness, and fourscore and ten 


care of them: alleging that the Spaniard 
would be as ready to entertain a composi- 
tion, as they were willing to offer the same: 
and that there being divers sufficient and 


sick, laid in hold upon the ballast. A small 50 valiant men yet living, and whose wounds 


troop to man such a ship, and a weak gar- 
rison to resist so mighty an army. By those 
hundred all was sustained, the volleys, 


were not mortal, they might do their coun- 
try and prince acceptable service here- 
after. And (that where Sir Richard had 


L 


L 
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alleged that the Spaniards should never 
glory to have taken one ship of her Maj- 
esty, seeing they had so long and so no- 
tably defended themselves); they answered, 
that the ship had six foot water in hold, 
three shot under water, which were so 
weakly stopped as with the first working 
of the sea, she must needs sink, and was 
besides so crushed and bruised, as she could 
never be removed out of the place. 

And as the matter was thus in dispute, 
and Sir Richard refusing to hearken to 
any of those reasons: the master of the 
Revenge (while the captain won unto him 


5 


10 


the greater party) was convoyed aboard 15 


the General Don Alfonso Bacgan. Who 
finding none over hasty to enter the Revenge 
again, doubting lest Sir Richard would 
have blown them up and himself, and 


perceivin$ by the report of the master of 20 


the Revenge his dangerous disposition, 
yielded that all their lives should be saved, 
the company sent for England, and the 
better sort to pay such reasonable ransom 


as their estate would bear, and in the25 


mean season to be free from galley or im- 
prisonment. To this he so much the rather 
condescended as well, as I have said, for 
fear of further loss and mischief to them- 


selves, as also for the desire he had to re- 30 


cover Sir Richard Grenville; whom for his 
notable valor he seemed greatly to honour 
and admire. 

When this answer was returned, and 


that safety of life was promised, the com- 35 


mon sort being now at the end of their 
peril, the most drew back from Sir Richard 
and the master gunner, being no hard mat- 
ter to dissuade men from death to life. The 
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he might do with his body what he list, for he 
esteemed it not, and as he was carried out of 
the ship-he..swooned,.and_reviving again 
desired the company to pray for him. The 
General used Sir Richard with all humanity, 
and left nothing unattempted that tended 
to his recovery, highly commending his 
valour and worthiness, and greatly bewailed 
the danger wherein he was, being unto them 
a rare spectacle, and a resolution seldom 
approved, to see one ship turn toward so 
many enemies, to endure the charge and 
boarding of so many huge armadas, and 
to resist and repel the assaults and entries 
of so many soldiers. All which and more is 
confirmed by a Spanish captain of the 
same Armada, and a present actor in the 
fight, who being severed from the rest in a 
storm, was by the Lion of London a small 
ship taken, and is now prisoner in London, 


The general commander of the Armada”) 
was Don Alfonso Bagan, brother to the |) 


Marquis of Santa Cruz. The admiral of 
the Biscayan squadron, was Britan Dona. 
Of the squadron of Seville, the Marquis 
of Arumburch. The Hulks and Fly-boats 
were commanded by Luis Coutinho. There 
were slain and drowned in this fight, well 
near two thousand of the enemies, and 
two especial commanders Don Luis de Sant 
John, and Don George de Prunaria de 
Malaga, as the Spanish captain confesseth, 
besides divers others of special account, 
whereof as yet report is not made. 

The Admiral of the Hulks and the As- 
cension of Seville were both sunk by the side 
of the Revenge; one other recovered the 
road of Saint Michaels, and sunk also there; 
a fourth ran herself with the shore to save 


master gunner finding himself and Sir40 her men. Sir Richard died, as itis said, the 
second or third day aboard the General, 


Richard thus prevented and mastered by 
the greater number, would have slain him- 
self with a sword, had he not been by force 
withheld and locked into his cabin. Then 


the General sent many boats aboard the 45 
~Revenge,\and divers of our men fearing 


Sir Richard’s dispositon, stole away aboard 
the General and other ships. Sir Richard 
thus overmatched, was sent unto by Alfonso 


and was by them greatly bewailed. What 
became of his body, whether it was buried 
in the sea or on the land we know not: the 
comfort that remaineth to his friends is, 
that he hath ended his life honourably in 
respect of the reputation won to his nation 
and country, and of the same to his posterity, 
and that being dead, he hath not outlived 


Bagan to remove out of the Revenge, the ship 50 his own honour. 


being marvellous unsavory, filled with blood 
and bodies of dead, and wounded men like a 
slaughter-house. Sir Richard answered that 


For the rest of her Majesty’s ships that 
entered not so far into the fight as the 
Revenge, the reasons and causes were these. 


\ 
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There were of them but six in all, whereof together with the Revenge, and in her two 
two but small ships; the Revenge engaged hundred Spaniards, were cast away upon 
past recovery: the island of Flores was on \ the isle of St. Michaels. So it pleased them 
the one side, fifty-three sail of the Spanish, “to honour the burial of that renowned ship 
divided into squadrons on the other, all as 5 the Revenge, not suffering her to perish alone, 
full filled with soldiers as they could contain: for the great honour she achieved in her life- 
almost the one half of our men sick and not time. On the rest of the islands there were 
able to serve: the ships grown foul, un- cast away in this storm, fifteen or sixteen 
rummaged, and scarcely able to bear any more of the ships of war: and of an hundred 
sail for want of balast, having been six 10 and odd sail of the Indian fleet, expected this 
months at sea before. | If all the rest had year in Spain, what in this tempest, and 
entered, all had been lost: for the very what before in the bay of Mexico, and about 
hugenes of the Spanish fleet, if no other the Bermudas, there were seventy and odd 
violence had been offered, would have consumed and lost, with those taken by our 


, crushed them between them into shivers. 15 ships of London, besides one very rich In- 


Of which the dishonour and loss to the dian ship, which set herself on fire, being 
Queen had been far greater than the spoil boarded by the Pilgrim, and five other taken 
or harme that the enemie could any way by master Watts his ships of London, be- 
have received. Notwithstanding it is very tween the Havana and Cape St. Antonio. 
true, that the Lord Thomas would have 20 The fourth of this month of November we 
entered between the squadrons, but the rest received letters from the Tercera, affirming 
would not condescend; and the master of that there are three thousand bodies of men 
his own ship offered to leap into the sea, remaining in that island, saved out of the 
rather than to conduct that her Majesty’s perished ships: and that by the Spaniards’ 
ship and the rest to be a prey to the enemy, 25 own confession, there are ten thousand cast 
where there was no hope nor possibility away in this storm, besides those that are 
either of defense or victory. Which also in _ perished between the islands and the maine. 
my opinion had ill sorted or answered the \ Thus it hath pleased God to fight for us, and 
discretion and trust of a general, to commit to defend the justice of our cause, against 
himself and his charge to an assured de-30 the ambitious and bloody pretenses of the 
struction, without hope or any likelihood of | Spaniard, who seeking to devour all nations, 
prevailing: thereby to diminish the strength are themselves devoured. A manifest testi- 
of her Majesty’s navy, and to enrich the mony how unjust and displeasing, their 
pride and glory of the enemy. The Fore- attempts are in the sight of God, who hath 
sight, of the Queen’s commanded by M.35 pleased to witness by the success of their 
Thomas Vavisour performed a very great affairs, his mislike of their bloody and in- 
fight, and staid two hours as near the Re- jurious designs, purposed and _ practised 
venge as the weather would permit him, not against all Christian princes, over whom they 
forsaking the fight, till he was like to be seek unlawful and ungodly rule and empery. 
encompassed by the squadrons, and with40 One day or two before this wreck hap- 
ereat difficulty cleared himself. The rest pened to the Spanish fleet, when as some 
gave divers volleys of shot, and entered of our. prisoners desired to be set on shore 
as far as the place permitted, and their upon the islands, hoping to be from thence 
own necessities, to keep the weather gage transported into England, which liberty 
of the enemie, until they were parted by45 was formerly by the general promised: 
night. | A few days after the fight was ended, one Morice Fitz John, son of old John of 
and, the English prisoners dispersed into Desmond, a notable traitor, cousin german 
the Spanish and Indian ships, there arose to the late Earl of Desmond, was sent to the 
so great a storm from the west and north- English from ship to ship, to persuade them 
west, that all the fleet was dispersed, as well 50 to serve the King of Spain. The arguments 
the Indian fleet which were then come unto he used to induce them.were these: The 
them, as the rest of the Armada which at- increase of pay which he promised to be 
tended their arrival, of which, fourteen sail trebled: advancement to the better sort: 


RICHARD HAKLUYT 


and the exercise of the true Catholic Re- 

igion, and safety of their souls to all. For 
bthe first, even the beggarly and unnatural 
behavior of those English and Irish rebels, 
that served the King in that present action, 
was sufficient to answer that first argument 
of rich pay. For so poor and beggarly they 
were, as for want of apparel they stripped 
their poor countrymen prisoners out of their 
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voured by ravens: the third brother Sir 
James hanged, drawn, and quartered in the 
same place. If he had withall vaunted of 
this success of his own house, no doubt the 
5 argument would have moved .much, and 
wrought great effect: which because, he 
for that present forgot, I thought it good 
to remember in his behalf. For matter of 
religion it would require a particular volume, 


ragged garments, worn to nothing by six 10 if I should set down how irreligiously they 


months service, and spared not to despoil 
them even of their bloody shirts, from their 
wounded bodies, and the very shoes from 
their feet: a notable testimony of their rich 


cover their greedy and ambitious pretences, 
with that veil of piety. But sure I am, that | 
there is no kingdom or commonwealth in 
all Europe, but if they be reformed, they 


entertainment and great wages. The sec-15 then invade it for religion sake: if it be, as 


ond reason was hope of advancement if they 
served well, and would continue faithful 
to the King. But what man can be so 
blockishly ignorant ever to expect place or 


they term Catholic, they pretend title; 
as if the Kings of Castile were the natural 
heirs of all the world: and so between both, 
no kingdom is unsought. Where they dare 


honour from a foreign King, having no other 20 not with their own forces to invade, they 


argument or persuasion than his own dis- 
loyalty; to be unnatural to his own country 
that bred him; to his parents that begat 
him, and rebellious to his true prince, to 


basely entertain the traitors and vagabonds 
of all nations: seeking by those and by 
ther runnagate Jesuits to win parts, and 
have by that mean ruined many noble houses 


whose obedience he is bound by oath, by 25 and others in this land, and have extin- 


nature, and by religion? No, they are only 
assured to be employed in all desperate 
enterprises, to be held in scorn and disdain 
ever among those whom they serve. And 


guished both their lives and families. What | 
good, honour, or fortune ever man yet by 
them achieved, is yet unheard of, or un- 
written. And if our English Papists do, 


that ever traitour was either trusted or 30 but look into Portugal, against whom they 


advanced I could never yet read, neither 
can I at this time remember any example. 
And no man could have less become the 
place of an orator for such a purpose, than 
this Morice of Desmond. 
cousin being one of the greatest subjects 
in that kingdom of Ireland, having almost 
whole countries in his possession; so many 
goodly manors, castles, and lordships; the 


Count Palatine of Kerry, five hundred gen- 40 


tlemen of his own name and family to follow 
him, besides others, all which he possessed 
in peace for three or four hundred years, 
was in less than three years after his adhering 


to the Spaniards and rebellion, beaten from 45 


all his holds, not so many as ten gentlemen 
of his name left living, himself taken and 
beheaded by a soldier of his own nation, and 
his land given by a Parliament to her Maj- 


esty, and possessed by the English: his 50 


other cousin Sir John of Desmond taken by 
Master John Zouch, and his body hanged 
over the gates of his native city to be de- 


For the Earl his 35 


have no pretence of religion, how the nobility 
are put to death, imprisoned, their rich men 
made a prey, and all sorts of people captived; 
they shall find that the obedience even of 
the Turk is easy and a liberty, in respect of 
the slavery and tyranny of Spain. What 
have they done in Sicily, in Naples, Milan, 
and in the low countries; who bath there 
been spared for religion at all? And it 
commeth to my remembrance of a certain 
Burger of Antwerp, whose house being 
entered by a company of Spanish soldiers, 
when they first sacked the city, he besought 
them to spare him and his goods, being a 
good Catholic, and one of their own party 
and faction. The Spaniards answered, that 
they knew him to be of a good conscience for 
himself, but his money, plate, jewels, and 
goods, were all heretical, and therefore good 
prize. So they abused and tormented the 
foolish Fleming, who hoped that an Agnus 
Dei had been a sufficient target against all 
force of that holy and charitable nation. 
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Neither have they at any time as they pro- 
test invaded the kingdoms of the Indies 
and Peru, and elsewhere, but only led there- 
unto, rather to reduce the people to Chris- 
tianity, than for either gold or empery. 
When as in one only island called Hispaniola, 
they have wasted thirty hundred thousand 
of the natural people, besides many millions 
else in other places of the Indies: a poor and 
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esteemeth base and traitorous, unworthy 
persons, or unconstant fools: and that he 
useth his pretence of religion, for no other 
purpose but to bewitch us from the obedi- 


5 ence of our natural prince, thereby heping 


in time to bring us to slavery and subjection, 
and then none shall be unto them so odious, 
and disdained as the traitors themselves, who 
have sold their country to a stranger, and 


harmless people created of God, and might 10 forsaken their faith and obedience contrary 


have been won to his knowledge, as many 
of them were, and almost as many as ever 
were persuaded thereunto. The story 
whereof is at large written by a bishop of 


to nature and religion; and contrary to that 
human and general honour, not only of 
Christians, but of heathen and _ irreligious 
nations, who have always sustained what 


their own nation called Bartholomew de las 15 labour soever, and embraced even death 


Casas, and translated into English and 
many other languages, entitled The Spanish 
Cruelties. Who would therefore repose trust 
in such a nation of ravenous strangers, and 


itself, for their country, prince, or common- 
wealth. To conclude, it hath ever to this 
day pleased God to prosper and defend her 
Majesty, to break the purposes of malicious 


especially in those Spaniards which more 20 enemies, of forsworn traitors, and of unjust 


greedily thirst after English blood, than after 
the lives of any other people of Europe, for 
the many overthrows and dishonours they 
have received at our hands, whose weakness 


practises and invasions. She hath ever been 
honoured of the worthiest kings, served by 


faithful subjects, and shall by the favour of 


God resist, repel, and confound all whatso- 


we have discovered to the world, and whose 25 ever attempts against her sacred person or 


forces at home, abroad, in Europe, in India, 
by sea and land, we have even with handfuls 
of men and ships, overthrown and dis- 
honoured. Let not therefore any English 


kingdom. In the meantime let the Spaniard 


and traitor vaunt of their success, and we 
her true and obedient vassals, guided by 
the shining light of her virtues, shall always 


man, of what religion soever, have other 30 love her, serve her, and obey her to the end 


opinion of the Spaniards, but that those 
whom he seeketh to win of our nation, he 


of our lives. 
1591, 1598 


PAMPHLETS 


Robert Greene (1558?-1592) 


A GROATSWORTH OF WIT, BOUGHT 
WITH A MILLION OF REPENTANCE 


To His Quondam Acquaintance: 


If woeful experience may move you (Gen- 
tlemen) to beware, or unheard of wretched- 
ness entreat you to take heed: I doubt not 
but you will look back with sorrow on your 
time past, and endeavor with repentance to 
spend that which is to come. Wonder not 


on 


So 


(for with thee will I first begin) thou famous 
gracer of tragedians, that Greene, who hath 
said with thee like the fool in his heart 
‘there is no God,’ should now give glory 
unto his greatness: for penetrating is his 
power, his hand hes heavy upon me, he hath 
spoken unto me with a voice of thunder, and 
I have felt he is a God that can punish 
enemies. Why should thy excellent wit, his 
gift, be so blinded, that thou shouldst give 
no glory to the giver? Is it pestilent Machia- 
vellian policy that thou hast studied? O 
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peevish folly! What are his rules but mere 
confused mockeries, able to extirpate in small 
time the generation of mankind. For if 
Sic volo, ste jubeo, hold in those that are able 
to command: and if it be lawful Fas et nefas 
to do anything that is beneficial, only tyrants 
should possess the earth, and they striving to 
exceed in tyranny, should each to other be a 
slaughter man; till the mightiest outliving 
all, one stroke were left for Death, that in 
one age man’s life should end. The brocher 
of this Diabolical atheism is dead, and in his 
life had never the felicity he aimed at; but as 
he began in craft, lived in fear, and ended in 
despair. Quam inscrutabilia sunt Dei judicia! 
This murderer of many brethren had his 
conscience seared like Cain: this betrayer of 
him that gave his life for him, inherited the 
portion of Judas: this Apostata perished as 
ill as Julian: and wilt thou, my friend, be his 
disciple? Look but to me, by him persuaded 
to that liberty, and thou shalt find it an in- 
fernal bondage. I know the least of my de- 
merits merit this miserable death, but wilful 
striving against known truth, exceedeth all 
the terrors of my soul. Defer not (with me) 
till this last point of extremity; for little 
knowest thou how in the end thou shalt be 
visited. 
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puppets (I mean) that spake from our 
mouths, those anticks garnished in our col- 
ors. Is it not strange that I, to whom they 
all have been beholding: is it not like that 
5 you, to whom they all have been beholding, 
shall (were ye in that case as I am now) be 
both at once of them forsaken? Yes, trust 
them not: for there is an upstart Crow, 
beautified with our feathers that with his 


10 Tigers heart wrapt in a Players hide, supposes 


he is as well able to bombast out a blank 
verse as the best of you! and being an abso- 
lute Johannes fac totum, is in his own conceit 
the only Shake-scene in a country. O that I 


15 might entreat your rare wit to be employed 


in more profitable courses; and let those 
apes imitate your past excellence, and never 
more acquaint them with your admired in- 
ventions. I know the best husband of you 


20 all will never prove an usurer, and the kindest 


of them all will never prove a kind nurse: 
yet whilst you may, seek you better masters; 
for it is a pity men of such rare wits should 
be subject to the pleasures of such rude 


25 grooms. 


Tn this I might insert two more, that both 
have writ against these buckram gentlemen: 
but let their own works serve to witness 
against their own wickedness, if they per- 


With thee I join young Juvenal, that biting 30 severe to maintain any more such peasants. 


satyrist, that lastly with me together writ a 
comedy. Sweet boy, might I advise thee, be 
advised, and get not many enemies by bitter 
words: inveigh against vain men, for thou 


For other new comers, I leave them to the 
mercy of these painted monsters, who (I 
doubt not) will drive the best minded to 
despise them: for the rest, it skills not 


canst do it, no man better, no man so well: 35 though they make a jest at them. 


thou hast a liberty to reprove all and name 
none; for one being spoken to, all are 
offended, none being blamed, no man is in- 
jured. Stop shallow water still running, it 


will rage, or tread on a worm and it will turn: 40 ligious oaths; 


then blame not scholars vexed with sharp 
lines, if they reprove thy too much liberty of 
reproof. 

And thou no less deserving than the other 


two, in some things rarer, in nothing inferior; 45 the Temple of the Holy Ghost. 


driven (as myself) to extreme shifts, a little 
have I to say to thee; and were it not an 
idolatrous oath, I would swear by sweet St. 
George, thou art unworthy better hap, sith 
thou dependest on so mean a stay. 
minded men all three of you, if by my misery 
ye be not warned: for unto none of you 
(like me) sought those burrs to cleave, those 


But now return I again to you three, know- 
ing my misery is to you no news; and let me 
heartily entreat you to be warned by my 
harms. Delight not (as I have done) in irre- 
for from the blasphemer’s 
house, a curse shall not depart. Despise 
drunkenness, which wasteth the wit, and 
maketh men all equal unto beasts. Fly lust, 
as the deathsman of the soul, and defile not 
Abhor 
those epicures, whose loose life hath made 
religion loathsome to your ears; and when 
they soothe you with terms of mastership, 
remember Robert Greene, whom they have 


Base 50 so often flattered, perishes now for want of 


comfort. Remember, Gentlemen, your lives 
are like so many lighted tapers, that are with 
care delivered to all of you to maintain; 


304 


these with wind-puffed wrath may be ex- 
tinguished, which drunkenness put out, 
which negligence let fall: for man’s time is 
not of itself so short, but it is more shortened 
by sin. The fire of my life is now at the last 5 
snuff, and for want of wherewith to sustain it, 
there is no substance left for life to feed on. 
Trust not then (I beseech ve) to such weak 
stays; for they are as changeable in mind as 
in many attires. Well, my hand is tired, and 10 
T am forced to leave where I would begin; 
for a whole book cannot contain their 
wrongs, which I am foreed to kmit up in 
some few lines of words. 

Desirous that you should live, though 1 

himself be dying, 
Ropert GREENE. 
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Thomas Wekker (15702-1641) 


THE GULL’S HORN-BOOK 


HOW A GALLANT SHOULD BEHAVE HIMSELF IN 
A PLAY-HOUSE 


25 


The theatre is your poets’ royal exchange, 
upon which their muses (that are now turned 
to merchants) meeting, barter away that 
light commodity of words for a lighter ware 30 
than words, Plaudites, and the breath of the 
great beast; which (like the threatenings of 
two cowards) vanish all into air. Players and 
their factors, who put away the stuff, and 
make the best of it they possibly can (as in- 35 
deed ‘tis their parts so to do), your gallant, 
your courtier, and your captain, had wont 
to be the soundest paymasters; and I think 
are still the surest chapmen; and these, by 
means that their heads are well stocked, deal 40 
upon this comical freight by the gross: when 
your groundling and gallery-commoner buys 
his sport by the penny, and, like a haggler, is 
glad to utter it again by retailing. 

Sithence then the place is so free in enter 45 
tainment, allowing a stool as well to the 
farmer's son as to vour templer: that your 
stinkard has the selfsame liberty to be there 
in his tobacco fumes, which your sweet 
courtier hath: and that your carman and 50 
tinker claim as strong a voice in their suf- 
frage, and sit to give judgment on the play's 
life and death, as well as the proudest 


~~ 
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Momus among the tribes of critic: it is fit 
that he, whom the most tailors’ bills do 
make room for, when he comes, should not 
be basely (like a viol) cased up in a corner. 

Whether therefore the gatherers of the 
public or private playhouse stand to receive 
the afternoon’s rent, let our gallant (having 
paid it) presently advance himself up to the 
throne of the stage. I mean not into the 
lord’s room (which is now but the stage’s 
suburbs): no, those boxes, by the iniquity of 
custom, conspiracy of waiting women and 
gentlemen ushers, that there sweat  to- 
gether, and the covetousness of sharers, are 
contemptibly thrust into the rear, and much 
new satin is there damned, by being smoth- 
ered to death in darkness. But on the very 
rushes where the comedy is to dance, yea, 
and under the state of Cambises himself must 
our feathered estridge, like a piece of ord- 
nance, be planted, valiantly (because im- 
pudently) beating down the mewes and 
hisses of the opposed rascality. 

For de but east up a reckoning, what large 
comings-in are pursed up by sitting on the 
stage. First, a conspicuous eminence is got- 
ten; by which means, the best and most es- 
sential parts of a gallant (good clothes, a 
proportionable leg, white hand, the Persian 
lock, and a tolerable beard) are perfectly re- 
vealed, 

By sitting on the stage, you have a signed 
patent to engross the whole commodity of 
censure; may lawfully presume to be a gir- 
der; and stand at the helm to steer the pas- 
sage of scenes; vet no man shall once offer to 
hinder you from obtaining the title of an 
insolent, overweening coxcomb. 

By sitting on the stage, you may (without 
travelling for it) at the very next door ask 
whose play it is: and, by that ‘quest of in- 
quiry,’ the law warrants you to avoid much 
mistaking: if vou know not the author, you 
may rail against him: and peradventure so 
behave yourself, that you may enforce the 
author to know you. 

By sitting on the stage, if you be a knight, 
you may happily get you a mistress; if a 
mere Fleet street gentleman, a wife: but as- 
sure yourself, by continual residence, you 
are the first and principal man in election to 
begin the number of ‘ we three.’ 

By spreading your body on the stage 
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THOMAS DEKKER 


and by being a justice in examining of plays, 
you shall put yourself into such true scenical 
authority, that some poet shall not dare to 
present his muse rudely upon your eyes 
without having first unmasked her, rifled 
her, and discovered all her bare and most 
mystical parts before you at a tavern; when 
you most knightly shall, for his pains, pay 
for both their suppers. 


305 


that as you would the bastome. It shall 
crown you with rich commendation to 
laugh aloud in the midst of the most serious 
and saddest scene of the terriblest tragedy, 
5 and to let that clapper (your tongue) be 
tossed so high that all the house may ring 
of it: your lords use it; your knights are 
apes to the lords, and do so too; your inn- 
o’-court man is zany to the knights, and 


By sitting on the stage, you may (with 10 (marry, very scurvily) comes likewise limping 


small cost) purchase the dear acquaintance 
of the boys, have a good stool for sixpence, 
at any time know what particular part any 
of the infants present, get your match 


after it. Be thou a beagle to them all and 
never lin snuffing till you have scented them; 
for by talking and laughing (like a plough- 
man in a morris) you heap Pelion upon 


lighted, examine the playsuits’ lace, and 15 Ossa, glory upon glory: as first, all the eyes 


perhaps win wagers upon laying ’t is copper, 
ete. And to conclude, whether you be a fool 
or a justice of peace, a cuckold or a captain, 
a Lord Mayor’s son or a dawcock, a knave or 


in the galleries will leave walking after the 
players and only follow you, the simplest 
dolt in the house snatches up your name, 
and, when he meets you in the streets, or 


an under-sheriff, of what stamp soever you 20 that you fall into his hands in the middle 


be, current or counterfeit, the stage, like 
time, will bring you to most perfect light and 
lay you open. Neither are you to be hunted 
from thence though the scarecrows in the 
yard hoot at you, hiss at you, spit at you, 
yea, throw dirt even in your teeth; ’t is most 
gentlemanlike patience to endure all this and 
to laugh at the silly animals. But if the 
rabble, with a full throat, ery ‘Away with 
the fool!’ you were worse than a madman 
to tarry by it, for the gentleman and the fool 
should never sit on the stage together. 
Marry, let this observation go hand in 
hand with the rest, or rather, like a country 
serving-man, some five yards before them. 
Present not yourself on the stage (espe- 
cially at a new play) until the quaking 
Prologue hath (by rubbing) got colour into 
his cheeks and is ready to give the trum- 
pets their cue that he’s upon point to enter; 
for then it is time, as though you were one 
of the properties, or that you dropped out 
of the hangings, to creep from behind the 
arras, with your tripos or three-footed 


stool in one hand and a teston mounted 45 your oars are your only sea-crabs. 


between a forefinger and a thumb in the 
other; for, if you should bestow your 
person upon the vulgar when the belly of 
the house is but half full, your apparel is 


of a watch, his word shall be taken for you; 
he’ll ery, ‘He’s such a gallant,’ and you 
pass. Secondly, you publish your tem- 
perance to the world, in that you seem not 


25 to resort thither to taste vain pleasures 


with a hungry appetite, but only as a gen- 
tleman to spend a foolish hour or two be- 
cause you can do nothing else. Thirdly, 
you mightily disrelish the audience, and 


30 disgrace the author; marry, you take up 


(though it be at the worst hand) a strong 
opinion of your own judgment and enforce 
the poet to take pity of your weakness, and, 
by some dedicated sonnet, to bring you into 


35 a better paradise, only to stop your mouth. 


If you can (either for love or money) pro- 
vide yourself a lodging by the waterside, 
for, above the convenience it brings to shun 
shoulder-clapping and to ship away your 


40 cockatrice betimes in the morning, it adds 


a kind of state unto you to be carried from 
thence to the stairs of your playhouse. Hate 
a sculler — remember that — worse than to 
be acquainted with one o’ th’ scullery. No, 
Board , 
them, and take heed you never go twice 
together with one pair; often shifting is 
a great credit to gentlemen, and that divid- 
ing of your fare will make the poor water- 


quite eaten up, the fashion lost, and the 50 snakes be ready to pull you in pieces to 


proportion of your body in more danger 
to be devoured than if it were served up 
jn the Counter amongst the poultry: avoid 


enjoy your custom. No matter whether, 
upon landing, you have money or no; 
you may swim in twenty of their boats 
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over the river upon ticket. Marry, when 
silver comes in, remember to pay treble 
their fare, and it will make your flounder- 
catchers to send more thanks after you 
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what troop you can from the stage after you. 
The mimics are beholden to you for allowing 
them elbow-room; their poet cries, perhaps, 
‘A pox go with you,’ but care not you for 


when you do not draw than when you do, for 5 that, — there’s no music without frets. 


they know it will be their own another day. 

Before the play begins, fall to cards. You 
may win or lose (as fencers do in a prize) and 
beat one another by confederacy, yet share 


Marry, if either the company or indis- 
position of the weather bind you to sit it 
out, my counsel is then that you turn plain 
ape: take up a rush and tickle the earnest 


the money when you meet at supper. Not-10 ears of your fellow gallants to make other 


withstanding, to gull the ragamuffins that 
stand aloof gaping at you, throw the cards 
(having first torn four or five of them) round 
about the stage, just, upon the third sound, 


fools fall a laughing; mew at passionate 
speeches; blare at merry; find fault with 
the music; whew at the children’s action; 
whistle at the songs; and, above all, curse 


as though you had lost. It skills not if the 15 the sharers, that whereas the same day 


four knaves he on their backs and outface 
the audience; there’s none such fools as dare 
take exceptions at them, because, ere the 
play go off, better knaves than they will fall 
into the company. 

Now, sir, if the writer be a fellow that 
hath either epigrammed you, or hath had 
a flirt at your mistress, or hath brought 
either your feather or your red beard, or 


you had bestowed forty shillings on an 
embroidered felt and feather (Scotch fashion) 
for your mistress in the court, or your punk 
in the city, within two hours after you en- 


20 counter the very same block on the stage, 


when the haberdasher swore to you the im- 
pression was extant but that morning. 

To conclude: hoard up the finest play- 
scraps you can get, upon which your lean 


your little legs, ete. on the stage, you shall 25 wit may most savourly feed for want of 


disgrace him worse than by tossing him 
in a blanket or giving him the bastinado 
in a tavern if, in the middle of his play (be 
it pastoral or comedy, moral or tragedy) 


other stuff, when the Arcadian and Eu- 
phuized gentlewomen have their tongues 
sharpened to set upon you. That quality 
(next to your shittlecock) is the only furni- 


you rise with a screwed and discontented 30 ture to a courtier that’s but a new begin- 


face from your stool to be gone. No mat- 
ter whether the scenes be good or no; the 
better they are, the worse do you distaste 
them. And, being on your feet, sneak not 


ner, and is but in his A B C of compliment. 
The next places that are filled, after the 
playhouses be emptied, are (or ought to 
be) taverns; into a tavern then let us next 


away like a coward, but salute all your gentle 35 march, where the brains of one hogshead 


acquaintance that are spread either on the 
rushes or on stools about you; and draw 


must be beaten out to make up another. 
1609 
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John Florio (15532-1625) 


TRANSEATION OF MONTAIGNE’S 
ESSAYS 
OF IDLENESS 


As we see some idle-fallow grounds, if 
they be fat and fertile, to bring forth store 
and sundry roots of wild and unprofitable 


weeds, and that to keep them in ure we must 
subject and imploy them with certain seeds 
for our use and service; and as we see some 
women, though single and alone, often to 


5 bring forth lumps of shapeless flesh, whereas 


to produce a perfect and natural generation, 
they must be manured with another kind of 
seed; so is it of minds, which except they be 
busied about some subject, that may bridle 
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and keep them under, they will here and _ register of them, hoping, if I live, one day to 
there wildly scatter themselves through make him ashamed, and blush at himself. 


the vast field of imaginations. 
OF THE CANNIBALS 


Sicut aque tremulum labris ubi lumen ahenis . q ; 

Sole repercussum, aut radiantis imagine Lune, 5 At what time King Pyrrhus came into 
Omnia pervolitat late loca, jamque sub auras Italy, after he had surveyed the marshaling 
Erigitur, summique ferit laquearia tecti. of the Army, which the Romans sent against 


Sete hhne’ ght redseted Mibnl wis Sun him: ‘I wot not,’ said he, ‘what barbarous 
Blt Varna tM Ace: (brs eke Ril heake lavers, men these are’ (for so were the Grecians 


Flies over all, in air unpraised soon, 10 wont to call all strange nations) ‘but the 
Strikes house-top beams, betwixt both disposition of this Army, which I see, is 
strangely wavers. nothing barbarous.’ So said the Grecians 


of that which Flaminius sent into their 
country: And Philip viewing from a Tower 
f ; 15 the order and distribution of the Roman 
- . velul egri somnia, vane camp, in his kingdom under Publius Sulpi- 


And there is no folly, or extravagant 
raving, they produce not in that agitation. 


Finguntur species. tius Galba. Lo how a man ought to take 
Like sick men’s dreams, that feign heed, lest he over-weeningly follow vulgar 
Imaginations vain. opinions, which should be measured by the 


The mind that hath no fixed bound, will 20 rule of reason, and not by the common re- 
easily lose itself: For, as we say, ‘To be port. I have had long time dwelling with 
everywhere, is to be nowhere.’ me aman, who for the space of ten or twelve 
<< E , Mari years had dwelt in that other world, which 
ig nn a eee Oe or age was lately discovered in those 

; 25 parts where Villegaignon first landed, and 

Good sir, he that dwells everywhere, surnamed Antarctic France. This dis- 

No where can say, that he dwells there. covery of so infinite and vast a country, 

It is not long since I retired myself unto seemeth worthy great consideration. I 
mine own house, with full purpose, as much wot not whether J can warrant my self, that 
as lay in me, not to trouble myself with 30 some other be not discovered hereafter, 
any business, but solitarily and quietly to  sithence so many worthy men, and better 
wear out the remainder of my well-nigh-spent learned than we are, have so many ages been 
life; where me thought I could do my spirit deceived in this. I fear me our eyes be 
no greater favour, than to give him the full greater than our bellies, and that we have 
scope of idleness, and entertain him as he 35 more curiosity than capacity. We embrace 
best pleased, and withal, to settle himself all, but we fasten nothing but wind. Plato 
as he best liked: which I hoped he might maketh Solon to report that he had learned 
now, being by time become more settled of the Priests of the City of Says in Egypt, 
and ripe, accomplish very easily: but I that whilom, and before the general Del- 
find, 40 uge, there was a great Island called Atlantis, 
situated at the mouth of the strait of Gibral- 
f tar, which contained more firm land than 

Evermore idleness, Africa and Asia together. And that the 
Doth wavering minds address. kings of that country did not only possess 

That contrariwise playing the skittish 45 that Island, but had so far entered into the 
and loose-broken jade, he takes a hundred main land, that of the breadth of Africa, they 
times more cariere and liberty unto himself, held as far as Egypt; and of Europe’s 
than he did for others, and begets in me so length, as far as Tuscany: and that they 
many extravagant Chimeres, and fantasti- undertook to invade Asia, and to subdue all 
cal monsters, so orderless, and without any 50 the nations that compass the Mediterranean 
reason, one hudling upon another, that at Sea, to the gulf of Mare-Maggiore (the 
leisure to view the foolishness and monstrous _ Black Sea), and to that end they traversed 
strangeness of them, I have begun to keepa all Spain, France and Italy, so far as Greece, 


Variam semper dant otia mentem. 
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where the Athenians made head against 
them; but that a while after, both the 
Athenians themselves, and that great Is- 
land, were swallowed up by the Deluge. It 
is very likely this extreme ruin of waters 
wrought strange alterations in the habita- 
tions of the earth: as some hold that the 
Sea hath divided Sicily from Italy, 


Hec loca vt quandam, et vasta convulsa ruina 
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changes and alterations. Sometimes they 
overflow and spread themselves on one side, 
sometimes on another; and other times they 
contain themselves in their natural beds or 


5 channels. I speak not of sudden inundations, 


whereof we now treat the causes. In Medoe 
alongst the Sea-coast, my brother the Lord 
of Arsacke, may see a town of his buried 
under the sands, which the sea casteth up 


Dissiluisse ferunt, cium protinus utraque tellus 19 before it: The tops of some buildings are yet 


Una foret. 


Men say, sometimes this land by that for- 
saken, 
And that by this, were split, and ruin-shaken, 


to be discerned. His Rents and Domains 
have been changed into barren pastures. 
The inhabitants thereabouts affirm, thatsome 
years since, the Sea encroacheth so much 


Whereas till then both lands as one were 15 upon them, that they have lost four leagues 


taken. 
Cypres from Suria, the Island of Negroponte 
from the main land of Beotia, and in other 
places joined lands that were sundered by 


of firm land: These sands are her fore- 
runners. And we see great hillocks of gravel 
moving, which march half a league before it, 
and usurp on the firm land. The other testi- 


the Sea, filling with mud and sand the 20 mony of antiquity, to which some will refer 


channels between them. 


. sterilisque diwu palus aptaque remis 
Vicinas urbes alit, et grave sentit aratrum. 


this discovery, is in Aristotle (Gf at least that 
little book of unheard of wonders be his) 
where he reporteth that certain Carthagin- 
ians having sailed athwart the Atlantic Sea, 


The fen long barren, to be rowed in, now 95 without the strait of Gibraltar, after long 


Both feeds the neighbour, and feels the plow. 


But there is no great appearance the said 
Island should be the new world we have 
lately discovered; for it well-nigh touched 


time, they at last discovered a great fertile 
Island, all replenished with goodly woods, 
and watered with great and deep rivers, 
far distant from all land, and that both they 


Spain, and it were an incredible effect of in- 30 and others, allured by the goodness and fer- 


undation to have removed the same more 
than twelve hundred leagues, as we see it is. 
Besides, our modern Navigations have now 
almost discovered that it is not an Island, 


tility of the soil, went thither with their 
wives, children, and household, and there 
began to inhabit and settle themselves. 
The Lords of Carthage seeing their country 


but rather firm land, and a continent, with 35 by little and little to be dispeopled, made a 


the East Indias on one side, and the countries 
lying under the two Poles on the other; from 
which if it be divided, it is with so narrow a 
strait and interval, that it no way deserveth 


law and express inhibition, that upon pain 
of death no more men should go thither, 
and banished all that were gone thither to 
dwell, fearing (as they said) that in success 


to be named an Island: For, it seemeth there 40 of time, they would so multiply as they 


are certain motions in these vast bodies, 
some natural, and other some febricitant, 
as well as in ours. When I consider the im- 
pression my river of Dordoigne worketh in 


might one day supplant them, and over- 
throw their own estate. This narration of 
Aristotle hath no reference unto our new 
found countries. This servant I had, was a 


my time, toward the right shore of her 45 simple and rough-hewn fellow: a condition 


descent, and how much it hath gained in 
twenty years, and how many foundations of 
divers houses it hath overwhelmed and yio- 
lently carried away; I confess it to be an 


fit to yield a true testimony. For subtile 
people may indeed mark more curiously, and 
observe things more exactly, but they 
amplify and glose them: and the better to 


extraordinary agitation: for, should it al-50 persuade, and make their interpretations of 


ways keep one course, or had it ever kept 
the same, the figure of the world had ere this 
been overthrown: But they are subject to 


more validity, they cannot choose but some- 
what alter the story. They never represent 
things truly, but fashion and mask them ac- 
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cording to the visage they saw them in; in respect of ours they are most excellent, 
and to purchase credit to their judgment, and as delicate unto our taste; there is no 
and draw you on to believe them, they com- reason, art should gain the point of honour 
monly adorn, enlarge, yea, and hyperbolize of our great and puissant mother Nature. 
the matter. Wherein i$ required either a 5 We have so much by our inventions sur- 
most sincere Reporter, or a man so simple, charged the beauties and riches of her works, 
that he may have no invention to buldupon, that we have altogether overchoked her: 
and to give a true likelihood unto false yet where ever her purity shineth, she makes 
devices, and be not wedded to his own will. our vain and frivolous enterprises wonder- 
Such a one was my man; who besides his 10 fully ashamed. : 
own report, hath many times shewed me 
divers Marines and Merchants, whom he 
had known in that voyage. So am I pleased 
with his information, that I never enquire 
what Cosmographers say of it. We had need15 vies spring better of their own accord, 
of Topographers to make us particular narra- Unhaunted spots much fairer trees afford. 
tions of the places they, have been in. For Birds by no art much sweeter notes re- 
some of them, if they have the advantage of es 

us, that they have seen Palestine, will All our endeavour or wit cannot so much 
challenge a privilege, to tell us news of all20as reach to represent the nest of the least 
the world besides. 1 would have every man  birdlet, its contexture, beauty, profit and 
write what he knows, and no more: not use, no nor the web of a silly spider. All 
only in that, but in all other subjects. things (saith Plato) are produced either by 
For one may have particular knowledge of nature, by fortune, or by art. The greatest 
the nature of one river, and experience of the 25 and fairest by one or other of the two first, 
quality of one fountain, that in other things _ the least and imperfect by the last. Those 
knows no more than another man: who nations seem therefore so barbarous unto me, 
nevertheless to publish this little scantling, because they have received very little fash- 
wili undertake to write of al) the Physics. ion from human wit, and are yet near their 
From which vice proceed divers great in- 30 original naturality. The laws of nature do 
conveniences. Now (to return to my pur- yet command them which are but little 
pose) I find (as far as I have been informed) bastardized by ours, and that with such 
there is nothing in that nation that is either purity, as I am sometimes grieved the knowl- 
barbarous or savage, unless men call that edge of it came no sooner to light, at what 
barbarism which is not common to them. 35 time there were men that better than we 
As indeed, we have no other aim of truth and could have judged of it. Iam sorry, Lycur- 
reason, than the example and idea of the gus and Plato had it not: for me seemeth 
opinions and customs of the country we live that what in those nations we see by ex- 
in. There is ever perfect religion, perfect perience, doth not only exceed all the pic- 
policy, perfect and complete use of all things. 40 tures wherewith licentious Poesy hath 
They are even savage, as we call those fruits proudly imbellished the golden age, and all 
wild which nature of her self and of her her quaint inventions to feign a happy 
ordinary progress hath produced: whereas condition of man, but also the conception 
indeed, they are those which our selves have and desire of Philosophy. They could not 
altered by our artificial devices, and diverted 45 imagine a genuity so pure and simple as we 
from their common order, we should rather see it by experience; nor ever believe our 
term savage. In those are the trueand most society might be maintained with so little 
profitable virtues, and natural properties art and human combination. It is a nation, 
most lively and vigorous, which in these we would I answer Plato, that hath no kind of 
have bastardized, applying them to the so traffick, no knowledge of letters, no in- 
pleasure of our corrupted taste. And if not-  telligence of numbers, no name of magistrate, 
withstanding, in divers fruits of those coun- nor of politick superiority; no use of serv- 
tries that were never tilled, we shall find that ice, of riches or of poverty; no contracts, 


Et veniunt hedere sponte sua melius, 
Surgit et in solis formosior arbutus antris, 
Et volucres nulla dulcius arte canunt. 
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no successions, no partitions, no occupation of some other people of the East, which 
but idle; no respect of kindred, but common, drank after meals but drink many times a 
no apparel but natural, no manuring of day, and are much given to pledge carouses. 
lands, no use of wine, corn, or metal. The Their drink is made of a certain root, and of 
very words that import lying, falsehood, 5 the.colour of our Claret wines, which lasteth 
treason, dissimulations, covetousness, envy, but two or three days; they drink it warm: 
detraction, and pardon, were never heard of It hath somewhat a sharp taste, wholesome 
amongst them. How dissonant would he for the stomach, nothing heady, but laxative 
find his imaginary commonwealth from this for such as are not used unto it, yet very 
perfection? 10 pleasing to such as are accustomed unto it. 
In stead of bread, they use a certain white 
composition, like unto Corianders confected. 
I have eaten some, the taste whereof is 
somewhat sweet and wallowish. They 

Furthermore, they live in a country of so15 spend the whole day in dancing. Their 
exceeding pleasant and temperate situation, young men go a hunting after wild beasts 
that as my testimonies have told me, it is with bows and arrows. Their women busy 
very rare to see a sick body amongst them; themselves therewhilst with warming of 
and they have further assured me, they their drink, which is their chiefest office. 
never saw any man there either shaking 20 Some of their old men, in the morning before 
with the palsy, toothless, with eyes dropping, they go to eating, preach in common to all 
or crooked and stooping through age. They the household, walking from one end of 
are seated alongst the sea-coast, encompassed the house to the other, repeating one self- 
toward the land with huge and steepy same sentence many times, till he have ended 
mountains, having between both, a hun-25 his turn (for their buildings are a hundred 
dred leagues or thereabout of open and cham- paces in length) he commends but two 
pain ground. They have great abundance of _ things unto his auditory, First, valour against 
fish and flesh, that have no resemblance at their enemies, then lovingness unto their 
all with ours, and eat them without any wives. They never miss (for their restraint) 
sauces, or skill of cookery, but plain boiled 30 to put men in mind of this duty, that it is 
or broiled. The first man that brought a their wives which keep their drink luke- 
horse thither, although he had in many warm and well-seasoned. The form of their 
other voyages conversed with them, bred so beds, cords, swords blades, and wooden 
great a horror in the land, that before they bracelets, wherewith they cover their hand 
could take notice of him, they slew him with 35 wrists, when they fight, and great canes 
arrows. Their buildings are very long, and open at one end, by the sound of which they 
able to contain two or three hundred souls, keep time and cadence in their dancing, are 
covered with barks of great trees, fastened in many places to be seen, and namely in 
in the ground at one end, enterlaced and mine own house. They are shaven all over, 
joined close together by the tops, after the 40 much more close and cleaner than we are, 
manner of some of our granges; the cover- with no other razors than of wood or stone. 
ing whereof hangs down to the ground, and They believe their souls to be eternal, and 
steadeth them as a flank. They havea kind those that have deserved well of their Gods 
of wood so hard, that riving and cleaving the _ to be placed in that part of heaven where the 
same, they make blades, swords, and grid- 45 Sun riseth, and the cursed toward the West 
irons to broil their meat with. Their beds in opposition. They have certain Prophets 
are of a kind of cotton cloth, fastened to the and Priests which commonly abide in the 
house roof, as our ship-cabins: every one mountains, and very seldom shew themselves 
hath his several couch; for the women lie unto the people; but when they come down 
from their husbands. They rise with the 50 there is a great feast prepared, and a solemn 
Sun, and feed for all day, as soon as they are assembly of many townships together (each 
up: and make no more meals after that. Grange as I have described maketh a village, 
They drink not at meat, as Suidas reporteth, and they are about a French league one 


Hos natura modos primum dedit. 


Nature at first uprise, 
These manners did devise. 
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from another). The Prophet speaks to the 
people in public, exhorting them to embrace 
virtue, and follow their duty. All their 
moral discipline containeth but these two 
articles; first an undismayed resolution to 
war, then an inviolable affection to their 
wives. He doth also prognosticate of things 
to come, and what success they shall hope for 
in their enterprises: he either persuadeth or 
dissuadeth them from war; but if he chance 
to miss of his divination, and that it succeed 
otherwise than he foretold them, if he be 
taken, he is hewn in a thousand pieces, and 
condemned for a false prophet. And there- 
fore he that hath once misreckoned himself 
is never seen again. Divination is the gift 
of God; the abusing whereof should be a 
punishable imposture. When the divines 
amongst the Scythians had foretold an un- 
truth, they were couched along upon hurdles 
full of heath or brushwood, drawn by oxen, 
and so manacled hand and foot, burned to 
death. Those which manage matters sub- 
ject to the conduct of man’s sufficiency are 
excusable, although they shew the utmost 
of their skill. But those that gull and coni- 
catch us with the assurance of an extraor- 
dinary faculty, and which is beyond our 
knowledge, ought to be double punished; 
first because they perform not the effect of 
their promise, then for the rashness of their 
imposture and unadvisedness of their fraud. 
They war against the nations that lie be- 
yond their mountains, to which they go 
naked, having no other weapons than bows 
or wooden swords, sharp at one end, as our 
broaches are. It is an admirable thing to see 
the constant resolution of their combats, which 
never end but by effusion of bloodandmurther: 
for they know not what fear or routs are. 
Every victor brings home the head of the 
enemy he hath slain as a trophy of his 
victory, and fasteneth the same at the en- 
trance of his dwelling place. After they have 
long time used and entreated their prisoners 
well, and with all commodities they can 
devise, he that is the master of them; sum- 
moning a great assembly of his acquaint- 
ance; tyeth a cord to one of the prisoners’ 
arms, by the end whereof he holds him fast, 
with some distance from him, for fear he 
might offend him, and giveth the other arm, 
bound in like manner, to the dearest friend 
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he hath, and both in the presence of all the 
assembly kill him with swords: which done, 
they roast and then eat him in common, and 
send some slices of him to such of their 
5friends as are absent. It is not, as some 
imagine, to nourish themselves with it (as 
anciently the Scithians wont to do), but to 
represent an extreme and inexpiable revenge. 
Which we prove thus; some of them per- 
10 ceiving the Portugales, who had confeder- 
ated themselves with their adversaries, to use 
another kind of death when they took them 
prisoners; which was, to bury them up to 
the middle, and against the upper part of the 
15 body to shoot arrows, and then being almost 
dead, to hang them up; they supposed, that 
these people of the other world (as they who 
had sowed the knowledge of many vices 
amongst their neighbours, and were much 
20 more cunning in all kinds of evils and mis- 
chief than they) undertook not this manner 
of revenge without cause, and that conse- 
quently it was more smartful and cruel than 
theirs, and thereupon began to leave their 
25 old fashion to follow this. I am not sorry 
we note the barbarous horror of such an 
action, but grieved, that prying so narrowly 
into their faults we are so blinded in ours. 
I think there is more barbarism in eating 
30 men alive, than to feed upon them being 
dead; to mangle by tortures and torments a 
body full of lively sense, to roast him in 
pieces, to make dogs and swine to gnaw 
and tear him in mammocks (as we have not 
35 only read, but seen very lately, yea and in 
our own memory, not amongst ancient 
enemies, but our neighbours and _fellow- 
citizens; and which is worse, under pretence 
of piety and religion) than to roast and eat 
40 him after he is dead. Chrysippus and Zeno, 
arch-pillars of the Stoic sect, have supposed 
that it was no hurt at all in time of need, and 
to what end soever, to make use of our 
carrion bodies, and to feed upon them, 
45 as did our forefathers, who being besieged by 
Cesar in the city of Alexia, resolved to 
sustain the famine of the siege, with the 
bodies of old men, women, and other per- 
sons unserviceable and unfit to fight. 
Vascones (fama est) alimentis talibus usi 
Produxere animas. 
Gascoynes (as fame reports) 
Lived with meats of such sorts. 
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And physicians fear not, in all kinds 
of compositions availful to our health, to 
make use of it, be it for outward or inward 
applications. But there was never any opin- 
ion found so unnatural and immodest, that 
would excuse treason, treachery, disloyalty, 
tyranny, cruelty, and such like, which are 
our ordinary faults. We may then well call 
them barbarous, in regard of reason’s rules, 
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jot of an invincible courage. There is none 
seen that would not rather be slain and de- 
voured, than sue for life, or shew any fear: 
They use their prisoners with all liberty, that 


5 they may so much the more hold their lives 


dear and precious, and commonly entertain 
them with threats of future death, with the 
torments they shall endure, with the prep- 
arations intended for that purpose, with 


but not in respect of us that exceed them in 10 mangling and slicing of their members, and 


all kind of barbarism. Their wars are noble 
and generous, and have as much excuse 
and beauty as this human infirmity may 
admit: they aim at nought so much, and 


with the feast that shall be kept at their 
charge. All which is done, to wrest some 
remiss, and exact some faint-yielding speech 
of submission from them, or to possess 


have no other foundation amongst them, but 15 them with a desire to escape or run away; 


the mere jealousy of virtue. They contend 
not for the gaining of new lands; for to this 
day they yet enjoy that natural uberty and 
fruitfulness, which without labouring toil, 


doth in such plenteous abundance furnish 20 


them with all necessary things, that they 
need not enlarge their limits. They are 
yet in that happy estate as they desire no 
more than what their natural necessities 


direct them: whatsoever is beyond it, is to 25 


them superfluous. Those that are much 
about one age, do generally enter-call one 
another brethren, and such as are younger 
they eall children, and the aged are esteemed 
as fathers to all the rest. 
full possession of goods in common, and 
without division to their heirs, without other 
claim or title but that which nature doth 
plainly impart unto all creatures, even as 
she brings them into the world. 
neighbours chance to come over the moun- 
tains to assail or invade them, and that they 
get the victory over them, the victors’ con- 
quest is glory, and the advantage to be and 


that so they may have the advantage to 
have daunted and made them afraid, and to 
have forced their constancy. For certainly 
true victory consisteth in that only point. 


Victoria nulla est 
Quam que confessos animo quoque subjugat 
hostes. 


No conquest such, as to suppress 
Foes’ hearts, the conquest to confess. 


The Hungarians, a most war-like nation, 
were whilom wont to pursue their prey no 
longer than they had forced their enemy to 
yield unto their mercy. For, having wrested 


These leave this 39 this confession from him, they set him at 


liberty without offence or ransom, except it 
were to make him swear never after to bear 
arms against them. We get many advan- 
tages of our enemies, that are but borrowed 


If their 35 and not ours: It is the quality of porterly- 


rascal, and not of virtue, to have stronger 
arms and sturdier legs: Disposition is a 
dead and corporal quality. It is a trick of 
fortune to make our enemy stoop, and to 


remain superior in valour and virtue: else 40 blear his eyes with the Sun’s light: It is a 


have they nothing to do with the goods and 
spoils of the vanquished, and so return into 
their country, where they neither want any 
necessary thing, nor lack this great portion, 


prank of skill and knowledge to be cunning 
in the art of fencing, and which may happen 
unto a base and worthless man. The repu- 
tation and worth of a man consisteth in his 


to know how to enjoy their condition happily, 45 heart and will: therein consists true honour: 


and are contented with what nature affordeth 
them. So do these when their turn cometh. 
They require no other ransom of their pris- 
oners, but an acknowledgment and con- 
fession that they are vanquished. 
whole age, a man shall not find one that doth 
not rather embrace death, than either by 
word or countenance remissly to yield one 


Constancy is valour, not of arms and legs, 
but of mind and courage; it consisteth not 
in the spirit and courage of our horse, nor of 
our arms, but in ours. He that obstinately 


And in a 50 faileth in his courage, S7 suceiderit, de genu 


pugnat: ‘If he slip or fall, he fights upon his 
knee.’ He that in danger of imminent death 
is no whit daunted in his assuredness; he 
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that in yielding up his ghost beholding his 
enemy with a scornful and fierce look, he is 
vanquished, not by us, but by fortune: 
he is slain, but not conquered. The most 
valiant are often the most unfortunate. So 
are there triumphant losses in envy of vic- 
tories. Not those four sister victories, the 
fairest that ever the Sun beheld with his all- 
seeing eye, of Salamis, of Platza, of Mycale, 
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ever carry a cheerful countenance, and urge 
their keepers to hasten their trial, they out- 
rageously defy and injure them. They up- 
braid them with their cowardliness, and 
5 with the number of battles they have lost 
against theirs. I have a song made by a 
prisoner, wherein is this clause, ‘Let them 
boldly come altogether, and flock in multi- 
tudes, to feed on him; for with him they 


and of Sicilia, durst ever dare to oppose allioshall feed upon their fathers and grand- 


their glory together to the glory of the King 
Leonidas his discomfiture and of his men, 
at the passage of Thermopylz: what man 
did ever run with so glorious an envy or 


fathers, that heretofore have served his 
body for food and nourishment: These 
muscles,’ saith he, ‘this flesh, and these veins, 
are your own; fond men as you are, know 


more ambitious desire to the goal of a com-15 you not that the substance of your fore- 


bat, than Captain Ischolas to an evident loss 
and overthrow? who so ingeniously or more 
politicly did ever assure himself of his wel- 
fare than he of his ruin? He was appointed 


fathers’ limbs is yet tied unto ours? Taste 
them well, for in them shall you find the 
relish of your own flesh:’ An invention that 
hath no shew of barbarism, those that 


to defend a certain passage of Peloponnesus 20 paint them dying, and that represent this 


against the Arcadians, which finding himself 
altogether unable to perform, seeing the na- 
ture of the place and inequality of the forces, 
and resolving that whatsoever should present 


action, when they are put to execution, de- 
lineate the prisoners spitting in their exe- 
cutioners’ faces, and making mows at them. 
Verily, so long as breath is in their body 


it self unto his enemy, must necessarily be 25 they never cease to brave and defy them, 


utterly defeated: On the other side, deem- 
ing it unworthy both his vertue and mag- 
nanimity, and the Lacedemonian name, to 
fail or faint in his charge, between these two 


both in speech and countenance. Surely, in 
respect of us these are very savage men: 
for either they must be so in good sooth, or 
we must be so indeed: There is a wondrous 


extremities he resolved upon a mean and 30 distance between their form and _ ours. 


indifferent course, which was this. The 
youngest and best disposed of his troop he 
reserved for the service and defence of their 
country, to which he sent them back; and 


with those whose loss was least, and who 35strange and remarkable: 


might best be spared, he determined to main- 
tain that passage, and by their death to force 
the enemy to purchase the entrance of it as 
dear as possibly he could; as indeed it 
followed. 
round by the Arcadians, after a great 
slaughter made of them, both himself and 
all his were put to the sword. Is any trophy 
assigned for conquerours that is not more 


Their men have many wives, and by how 
much more they are reputed valiant so much 
the greater is their number. The manner 
and beauty of their marriages is wondrous 
For, the same 
jealousy our wives have to keep us from the 
love and affection of other women, the same 
have theirs to procure it. Being more care- 
ful for their husbands’ honour and content 


For being suddenly environed 40 than of any thing else, they endeavour and 


apply all their industry to have as many 
rivals as possibly they can, forasmuch as it 
is a testimony of their husbands’ vertue. 
Our women would count it a wonder, but it 


duly due unto these conquered? A true 45 is not so: It is virtue properly matrimonial, 


conquest respecteth rather an undaunted 
resolution, an honourable end, than a fair 
escape, and the honour of vertue doth more 
consist in combating than in beating. But 


but of the highest kind. And in the Bible, 
Lea, Rachel, Sara, and Iacob’s wives 
brought their fairest maiden servants into 
their husbands’ beds. And Livia seconded 


to return to our history, these prisoners, 50the lustful appetites of Augustus to her 


howsoever they are dealt withal, are so far 
from yielding, that contrariwise during two 
or three months that they are kept, they 


great prejudice. And Stratonica, the wife 
of King Dejotarus did not only bring the 
most beauteous chamber-maid that served 


314 ELIZABETHAN AND 


her to her husband’s bed, but very carefully 
brought up the children he begot on her, 
and by all possible means aided and furthered 
them to succeed in their father’s royalty. 
And lest a man should think that all this is 
done by a simple and servile or awful duty 
unto their custom, and by the impression 
of their ancient custom’s authority, without 
discourse or judgment, and because they are 
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did not rather choose one amongst them to 
command the rest.’ Secondly (they have a 
manner of phrase whereby they call men but 
a moity one of another.) ‘They had per- 


5ceived there were men amongst us full 


gorged with all sorts of commodities, and 
others which, hunger-starved and bare with 
need and poverty, begged at their gates: 
and found it strange these moities so needy 


so blockish and dull-spirited, that they can10 could endure such an injustice, and that 


take no other resolution, it is not amiss we 
allege some evidence of their sufficiency. 
Besides what I have said of one of their 
warlike songs, I have another amorous can- 


they took not the others by the throat, or 
set fire on their houses.’ I talked a good 
while with one of them, but I had so bad an 
interpreter, who did so ill apprehend my 


zonet, which beginneth in this sense: “Adder 15 meaning, and who through his foolishness 


stay, stay good adder, that my sister may by 
the pattern of thy party-coloured coat draw 
the fashion and work of a rich lace, for me to 
give unto my love; so may thy beauty, thy 


was so troubled to conceive my imagina- 
tions, that I could draw no great matter 
from him. Touching that point, wherein I 
demanded of him what good he received by 


nimbleness or disposition be ever preferred 20 the superiority he had amongst his country- 


before all other serpents.’ The first couplet 
is the burthen of the song. Iam so conversant 
with Poesie that I may judge this invention 
hath no barbarism at all in it, but is alto- 
gether Anacreontic. 
kind of pleasant speech, and hath a pleasing 
sound, and some affinity with the Greek 
terminations. Three of that nation, ig- 
norant how dear the knowledge of our 


men (for he was a captain and our mariners 
called him King), he told me it was to march 
foremost in any charge of war: further, I 
asked him how many men did follow him, 


Their language is a25 he shewed me a distance of place, to signify 


they were as many as might be contained 
in so much ground, which I guessed to be 
about four or five thousand men: moreover, 
I demanded if when wars were ended, all his 


corruptions will one day cost their repose, 30 authority expired; he answered, that he had 


security, and happiness, and how their ruin 
shall proceed from this commerce, which I 
imagine is already well advanced (miser- 
able as they are to have suffered themselves 


only this left him, which was, that when 
he went on progress, and visited the villages 
depending of him, the inhabitants prepared 
paths and high-ways athwart the hedges of 


to be so cosened by a desire of new-fangled 35 their woods, for him to pass through at ease. 


novelties, and to have quit the calmness of 
their climate to come and see ours), were at 
Rouen in the time of our late King Charles 
the ninth, who talked with them a great 
while. 
pomp, and the form of a fair city; afterward 
some demanded their advice, and would 
needs know of them what things of note and 
admirable they had observed amongst us: 


they answered three things, the last of which 45 


I have forgotten, and am very sorry for it, 
the other two I yet remember. They said, 
‘First they found it very strange that so 
many tall men with long beards, strong and 


They were shewed our fashions, our 40 


All this is not very ill; but what of that? 
They wear no kind of breeches nor hose. 
1603 


Francis Bacon (1561-1626) 


ESSAYS 


I. OF TRUTH 


What is truth? said jesting Pilate; and 
would not stay for an answer. Certainly 
there be that delight in giddiness; and 


well armed, as it were about the King’s 50 count it a bondage to fix a belief; affecting 


person (it is very likely they meant the 
Switzers of his guard) would submit them- 
selves to obey a beardless child, and that we 


free-will in thinking, as well as in acting. 
And though the sects of philosophers of that 
kind be gone, yet there remain certain dis- 
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coursing wits, which are of the same veins, light into the face of his chosen. The poet 
though there be not so much blood in them — that beautified the sect, that was otherwise 
as was in those of the ancients. Butit isnot inferior to the rest, saith yet excellently 
only the difficulty and labor which men take well: ‘It is a pleasure to stand upon the 
in finding out of truth; nor again, that 5shore, and to see ships tost upon the sea: 
when it is found, it imposeth upon men’s a pleasure to stand in the window of a 
thoughts; that doth bring lies in favor: castle, and to see a battle, and the ad- 
but a natural though corrupt love of the ventures thereof below; but no pleasure 
lie itself. One of the later school ‘of the is comparable to the standing upon the 
Grecians examineth the matter, and is10 vantage ground of truth, a hill not to be 
at a stand to think what should be in it, commanded, and where the air is always 
that men should love lies; where neither clear and serene: and to see the errors, 
they make for pleasure, as with poets; and wanderings, and mists, and tempests, 
nor for advantage, as with the merchant; in the vale below’: so always, that this 
but for the lie’s sake. But I cannot tell: 15 prospect be with pity, and not with swelling 
this same truth is a naked and open day-light, or pride. Certainly it is heaven upon earth, 
that doth not show the masques, and mum- to havea man’s mind move in charity, rest in 
meries, and triumphs of the world, half so Providence, and turn upon the poles of truth. 
stately and daintily as candle-lights. Truth To pass from theological and philosoph- 
may perhaps come to the price of a pearl, 20 ical truth, to the truth of civil business; 
that showeth best by day: but it will not it will be acknowledged, even by those 
rise to the price of a diamond or carbuncle, that practice it not, that clear and round 
that showeth best in varied lights. A mix- dealing is the honour of man’s nature; and 
ture of a lie doth ever add pleasure. Doth that mixture of falsehood is like alloy in 
any man doubt, that if there were taken out 25 coin of gold and silver; which may make 
of men’s minds, vain opinions, flattering the metal work the better, but it embaseth 
hopes, false valuations, imaginations as one it. For these winding and crooked courses 
would, and the like; but it would leave the are the goings of the serpent; which goeth 
minds of a number of men, poor shrunken  basely upon the belly, and-not upon the feet. 
things; full of melancholy and indisposition, 30 There is no vice that doth so cover a man 
and unpleasing to themselves? One of the with shame, as to be found false and per- 
fathers, in great severity, called poesy fidious. And therefore Montaigne saith 
vinum demonum, because it filleth the prettily, when he inquired the reason why 
imagination, and yet it is but with the the word of the lie should be such a disgrace, 
shadow of a lie. But it is not the lie that 35 and such an odious charge? Saith he, ‘If 
passeth through the mind, but the lie that it be well weighed, to say that a man lieth, 
sinketh in, and settleth in it, that doth the is as much as to say that he is brave towards 
hurt, such as we spake of before. But how- God, and a coward towards man. For a lie 
soever these things are thus in men’s de-_ faces God, and shrinks from man.’ Surely 
praved judgments and affections, yet truth, 40 the wickedness of falsehood, and breach of 
which only doth judge itself, teacheth, that faith, cannot possibly be so highly expressed, 
the inquiry of truth, which is the love-mak- as in that it shall be the last peal to call the 
ing, or wooing of it; the knowledge of truth, judgments of God upon the generations 
which is the presence of it; and the belief of men: it being foretold, that when Christ 
of truth, which is the enjoying of it; is the 45 cometh he shall not find faith upon the earth. 
sovereign good of human nature. The first 
creature of God, in the works of the days, 
was the light of the sense; the last was the 
light of reason; and his Sabbath work ever It was a high speech of Seneca, after 
since is the illumination of his Spirit. First 50the manner of the Stoics, that the good 
he breathed light upon the face of the matter, things which belong to prosperity are to 
or chaos; then he breathed light into the face be wished, but the good things that belong 
of man; and still he breatheth and inspireth — to adversity are to be admired: Bona rerum 


VY. OF ADVERSITY 
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secundarum optabilia, adversarum mirabilia. 
Certainly if miracles be the command over 
nature, they appear most in adversity. 
It is yet a higher speech of his than the other, 
much too high for a heathen, It is true 
greatness to have in one the frailty of 
-a man, and the security of a God: Vere 
magnum, habere fragilitatem hominis, securi- 
tatem Dei. This would have done better in 
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of virtue or mischief. Certainly the best 
works and of greatest merit for the public, 
have proceeded from the unmarried or 
childless men: which both in affection and 


5 means have married and endowed the public. 


Yet it were great reason, that those that 
have children should have greatest care of 
future times; unto which they know they 
must transmit their dearest pledges. Some 


poesy, where transcendencies are more al-10 there are, who though they lead a single hfe, 


lowed. And the poets indeed have been 
busy with it; for it is in effect the thing 
which is figured in that strange fiction of the 
ancient poets, which seemeth not to be 


yet their thoughts do end with themselves, 
and account future times impertinences. 
Nay, there are some other, that account 
wife and children but as bills of charges. 


without mystery; nay, and to have some15 Nay more, there are some foolish rich covet- 


approach to the state of a Christian: that 
Hercules, when he went to unbind Prome- 
theus, by whom human nature is represented, 
sailed the length of the great ocean in an 
earthen pot or pitcher; 
Christian resolution, that saileth in the frail 
bark of the flesh through the waves of the 
world. But to speak in a mean: the virtue 
of prosperity is temperance; the virtue of 


ous men, that take a pride in having no 
children, because they may be thought so 
much the richer. For perhaps they have 
heard some talk, Such a one is a great rich 


lively describing 20man; and another except to it, Yea, but 


he hath a great charge of children: as if it 
were an abatement to his riches. But the 
most ordinary cause of a single life is hberty; 
especially in certain self-pleasing and humor- 


adversity 1s fortitude; which in morals is the 25 ous minds, which are so sensible of every 


more heroical virtue. Prosperity is the 
blessing of the Old Testament; adversity 
is the blessing of the New, which carrieth 
the greater benediction, and the clearer 


restraint, as they will go near to think their 
girdles and garters to be bonds and shackles. 
Unmarried men are best friends, best masters, 
best servants, but not always best subjects; 


revelation of God’s favour. Yet, even in the 30 for they are light to run away; and almost 


Old Testament, if you listen to David’s harp, 
you shall hear as many hearse-like airs as 
carols: and the pencil of the Holy Ghost 
hath laboured more in describing the afflic- 


all fugitives are of that condition. A single 
life doth well with churchmen: for charity will 
hardly water the ground, where it must first 
filla pool. It is indifferent for judges and 


tions of Job than the felicities of Solomon. 35 magistrates: for if they be facile and cor- 


Prosperity is not without many fears and dis- 
tastes; and adversity is not without comforts 
and hopes. We see in needle-works and em- 
broideries, it is more pleasing to have a lively 


rupt, you shall have a servant five times 
worse than a wife. For soldiers, I find the 
generals commonly, in their hortatives, put 
men in mind of their wives and children. 


work upon a sad and solemn ground, than4o And I think the despising of marriage 


to have a dark and melancholy work upon 
a lightsome ground: judge therefore of the 
pleasure of the heart by the pleasure of the 
eye. Certainly virtue is like precious odours, 


amongst the Turks, maketh the vulgar 
soldiers more base. Certainly, wife and 
children are a kind of discipline of humanity: 
and single men, though they be many times 


most fragrant when they are incensed, or 45 more charitable, because their means are less 


crushed; for prosperity doth best discover 
vice, but adversity doth best discover virtue. 


VIII. 


He that hath wife and children, hath 
given hostages to fortune; for they are 
impediments to great enterprises, either 
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exhaust; yet, on the other side, they are 
more cruel and hard-hearted, good to make 
severe inquisitors, because their tenderness 
is not so oft called upon. Grave natures, 


50 led by custom, and therefore constant, are 


commonly loving husbands; as was said of 
Ulysses, vetwlam suam praetulit ¢mmortalitate. 
Chaste women are often proud and froward, 
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as presuming upon the merit of their chastity. 
It is one of the best bonds, both of chastity 
and obedience, in the wife, if she think her 
husband wise; which she will never do if she 
find him jealous. Wives are young men’s 
mistresses; companions for middle age; and 
old men’s nurses. So as a man may have a 
quarrel to marry when he will. But yet he 
was reputed one of the wise men, that made 
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It is a strange thing to note the excess of this 
passion; and how it braves the nature and 
value of things by this, that the speaking in a 
perpetual hyperbole is comely in nothing but 
5im love. Neither is it merely in the phrase; 
for whereas it hath been well said, that the 
arch-flatterer, with whom all the petty 
flatterers have intelligence, is a man’s self; 
certainly the lover is more. For there was 


answer to the question, when a man should 10 never proud man thought so absurdly well 


marry? ‘A young man not yet, an elder 
man not at all.’ It is often seen, that bad 
husbands have very good wives; whether 
it be, that it raiseth the price of their hus- 


of himself, as the lover doth of the person 
loved; and therefore it was well said, that. it 
is impossible to love, and to be wise. Neither 
doth this weakness appear to others only, 


band’s kindness when it comes; or that the 15 and not to the party loved, but to the loved 


wives take a pride in their patience. But 
this never fails if the bad husbands were of 
their own choosing, against their friends’ 
consent; for then they will be sure to make 
good their own folly. 


X. OF LOVE 
The stage is more beholden to love, than 


most of all; except the love be reciproque. 
For it is a true rule, that love is ever rewarded 
either with the reciproque, or with an inward 
and secret contempt: by how much the 


20 more men ought to beware of this passion, 


which loseth not only other things, but itself. 
As for the other losses, the poet’s relation 
doth well figure them; that he that pre- 
ferred Helena, quitted the gifts of Juno and 


the life of man. For as to the stage, love is 25 Pallas: for whosoever esteemeth too much 


ever a matter of comedies, and now and 
then of tragedies; but in life it doth much 
mischief, sometimes like a'syren, sometimes 
like afury. You may observe, that amongst 


of amorous affection quitteth both riches and 
wisdom. This passion hath its floods in 
the very times of weakness, which are 
great prosperity, and great adversity; 


all the great and worthy persons, whereof 30 though this latter hath been less observed; 


the memory remaineth, either ancient or 
recent, there is not one that hath been 
transported to the mad degree of love; which 
shows, that great spirits and great business 
do keep out this weak passion. 
except nevertheless Marcus Antonius the 
half-partner of the empire of Rome, and 
Appius Claudius the decemvir and lawgiver; 
whereof the former was indeed a voluptuous 


both which times kindle love, and make it 
more fervent, and therefore show it to be 
the child of folly. They do best, who, if 
they cannot but admit love, yet make it 


You must 35 keep quarter; and sever it wholly from their 


serious affairs and actions of life: for if it 
check once with business, it troubleth men’s 
fortunes, and maketh men that they can no 
ways be true to their own ends. I know 


man and inordinate; but the latter was an 40 not how, but martial men are given to love: 


austere and wise man: and therefore it 
seems, though rarely, that love can find en- 
trance, not only into an open heart, but 
also into a heart well fortified, if watch be 
not well kept. 
curus; Satis magnum alter alieri theatrum 
sumus: as if man, made for the contem- 
plation of heaven, and all noble objects, 
should do nothing but kneel before a little 


It is a poor saying of Epi- 45love of others, which, 


I think it is, but as they are given to 
wine; for perils commonly ask to be paid 
in pleasures. ‘There is in man’s nature 
a secret inclination and motion towards 
if it be not spent 
upon some one or a few, doth naturally 
spread itself towards many, and maketh 
men become humane and charitable; as it 
is seen sometimes in friars. Nuptial love 


idol, and make himself subject, though not 50 maketh mankind; friendly love perfecteth 


of the mouth, as beasts are, yet of the eye, 
which was given him for higher purposes. 


it; but wanton love corrupteth and em- 
baseth it. 
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conversus Deus, ut aspiceret opera, que fecer- 
unt manus suc, vidit quod omnia essent bona 

Men in great place are thrice servants: mnimis; and then the Sabbath. In the dis- 
servants of the sovereign or state; servants charge of thy place, set before thee the best 
of fame; and servants of business: so as they 5 examples; for imitation is a globe of precepts. 
have no freedom, neither in their persons, And after a time set before thee thine own 
nor in their actions, nor in their times. Itis example; and examine thyself strictly, 
a strange desire, to seek power, and to lose whether thou didst not best at first. Neg- 
liberty; or to seek power over others, and to _ lect not also the examples of those, that have 
lose power over a man’s self. The rising unto 10 carried themselves ill in the same place: not 
place is laborious; and by pains men come to to set off thyself by taxing their memory; 
greater pains; and it is sometimes base; and _ but to direct thyself what to avoid. Reform 
by indignities men come to dignities. The therefore, without bravery or scandal of 
standing is slippery, and the regress is either former times and persons; but yet set it 
a downfall, or at least an eclipse, which is a 15 down to thyself, as well to create good prec- 
melancholy thing. Cwm non sis qui fueris, edents, as to follow them. Reduce things 
non esse cur velis vivere. Nay, retire men to the first institution, and observe wherein 
cannot when they would; neither will they and how they have degenerated; but yet 
when it were reason: but are impatient of ask counsel of both times: of the ancient 
privateness, even in age and sickness, which 20 time what is best; and of the latter time 
require the shadow: like old townsmen, that what is fittest. Seek to make thy course 
will be still sitting at their street door, though regular; that men may know beforehand 
thereby they offer age to scorn. Certainly what they may expect: but be not too 
great persons had need to borrow other men’s positive and peremptory; and express thy- 
opinions to think themselves happy; for if 25 self well when thou digressest from thy rule. 
they judge by their own feeling, they cannot Preserve the right of thy place, but stir not 
find it; but if they think with themselves questions of jurisdiction: and rather assume 
what other men think of them, and that thy right in silence, and de facto, than voice 
other men would fain be as they are, then it with claims and challenges. Preserve 
they are happy as it were by report, when 30 likewise the rights of inferior places; and 
perhaps they find the contrary within. For think it more honour to direct in chief, than 
they are the first that find their own griefs; to be busy in all. Embrace and invite helps 
though they be the last that find their own and advices touching the execution of thy 
faults. Certainly men in great fortunes are place; and do not drive away such as bring 
strangers to themselves, and while they are 35 thee information, as meddlers, but accept 
in the puzzle of business, they have no time _ of them in good part. The vices of authority 
to tend their health either of body or mind. are chiefly four; delays, corruption, rough- 
Illi mors gravis incubat, qui notus nimis ness, and facility. For delays; give easy 
omnibus, ignotus moritur sibt. In place there access; keep times appointed; go through 
is license to do good and evil; whereof the 40 with that which is in hand; and interlace not 
latter is a curse; for in evil the best con- business but of necessity. For corruption; 
dition is not to will; the second not to can. do not only bind thine own hands, or thy 
But power to do good is the true and lawful servants’ hands, from taking, but bind the 
end of aspiring. For good thoughts, though hands of suitors also from offering. For 
God accept them, yet towards men are little 45 integrity used doth the one; but integrity 
better than good dreams, except they be professed, and with a manifest detestation 
put in act; and that cannot be without power of bribery, doth the other: and avoid not 
and place; as the vantage and commanding only the fault, but the suspicion. Whosoever 
ground. Merit and good works is the end of is found variable, and changeth manifestly 
man’s motion; and conscience of the same is 50 without manifest cause, giveth suspicion of 
the accomplishment of man’s rest. For ifa corruption. Therefore always when thou 
man can be partaker of God’s theatre, he changest thine opinion or course, profess it 
shall likewise be partaker of God’s rest. Et plainly, and declare it, together with the 
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reasons that move thee to change; and do and imaginations stream into their minds ~ 
not think to steal it. A servant or a favour- better, and as it were more divinely. Na- 
ite, if he be inward, and no other apparent tures that have much heat, and great and 
cause of esteem, is commonly thought but a violent desires and perturbations, are not 
by-way to close corruption. For roughness, 5 ripe for action, till they have passed the 
it is a needless cause of discontent; severity meridian of their years: as it was with 
breedeth fear, but roughness breedeth hate. Julius Cesar, and Septimius Severus. Of 
Even reproofs from authority ought to be the latter of whom it is said, Juventutem 
grave, and not taunting. As for facility, it egit erroribus, imo furoribus, plenam. And 
is worse than bribery. For bribes come but 10 yet he was the ablest emperor almost of all 
now and then; but if importunity or idle re- the list. But reposed natures may do well in 
spects lead a man, he shall never be without. youth: as it is seen in Augustus Cesar, 
As Salomon saith; to respect persons is not Cosmos, duke of Florence, Gaston de Fois, 
good; for such a man will transgress for a piece and others. On the other side, heat and 
of bread. It is most true that was anciently 15 vivacity in age is an excellent composition 
spoken, A place showeth the man: and it for business. Young men are fitter to invent 
showeth some to the better, and some to the than to judge; fitter for execution than for 
worse; omnium consensu, capax imperti, nisi counsel; and fitter for new projects than for 
imperasset, saith Tacitus of Galba: but of — settled business. For the experience of age, 
Vespasian he saith; solus imperantium Ves-20 in things that fall within the compass of it, 
pasianus mutatus in melius. Though the one  directeth them; but in new things abuseth 
Was meant of sufficiency, the other of man- them. The errors of young men are the ruin 
ners and affection. It is an assured sign ofa of business; but the errors of aged men 
worthy and generous spirit, whom honour amount but to this; that more might have 
amends. For honour is, or should be, the 25 been done, or sooner. Young men, in the con- 
place of virtue: andasinnaturethingsmove duct and manage of actions, embrace more 
violently to their place, and calmly in their than they can hold; stir more than they can 
place; so virtue in ambition is violent, in quiet; fly to the end, without consideration 
authority settled and calm. All rising to of the means and degrees; pursue some few 
great place is by a winding-stair; and if there 30 principles, which they have chanced upon, 
be factions, it is good to side a man’s self absurdly; care not to innovate, which draws 
whilst he is in the rising; and to balance unknown inconveniences; use extreme reme- 
himself when he is placed. Use the memory dies at first; and, that which doubleth all 
of thy predecessor fairly and tenderly; for if errors, will not acknowledge or retract them; 
thou dost not, it is a debt will sure be paid 35 like an unready horse, that will neither stop 
when thou art gone. If thou have colleagues, nor turn. Men of age object too much, con- 
respect them, and rather call them when they sult too long, adventure too little, repent 
look not for it, than exclude them when they too soon, and seldom drive business home 
have reason to look to be called. Be not too to the full period; but content themselves 
sensible, or too remembering of thy place in40 with a mediocrity of success. Certainly 
conversation, and private answers to suitors; it is good to compound employments of 
but let it rather be said, When he sits in place both; for that will be good for the present, 
he is another man. because the virtues of either age may correct 
the defects of both: and good for succession, 

45 that young men may be learners, while men 

ener SES Aes in age are actors: and, lastly, good for ex- 

A man that is young in years, may be tern accidents, because authority followeth 
old in hours, if he have lost no time. But old men, and favour and popularity youth. 
that happeneth rarely. Generally youth But for the moral part, perhaps youth 
is like the first cogitations, not so wise as50 will have the pre-eminence, as age hath 
the second. For thereisa youthinthoughts, for the politic. A certain Rabbin upon 
as well as in ages. And yet the invention of — the text, Your young men shall see visions, and 
young men is more lively than that of old; your old men shall dream dreams; inferreth, 
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that young men are admitted nearer to God men use them: for they teach not their own 
than old; because vision is a clearer revela- use; but that is a wisdom without them, 
tion thana dream. And certainly themorea and above them, won by _ observation. 
man drinketh of the world, the more it in- Read not to contradict and confute; nor 
toxicateth; and age doth profit rather in 5to believe and take for granted; nor to 
the powers of understanding, than in the find talk and discourse; but to weigh and 
virtues of the will and affections. There consider. Some books are to be tasted, 
be some have an over-early ripeness in their others to be swallowed, and some few to 
years, which fadeth betimes: these are, first, be chewed and digested: that is, some 
such as have brittle wits, the edge whereof is10 books are to be read only in parts; others 
soon turned; such as was Hermogenes the to be read, but not curiously; and some 
rhetorician, whose books are exceeding few to be read wholly, and with diligence 
subtile; who afterwards waxed stupid. A and attention. Some books also may be 
second sort, is of those that have some read by deputy, and extracts made of 
natural dispositions, which have better15them by others; but that would be only 
grace in youth than in age: such as_ in the less important arguments, and the 
is a fluent and luxuriant speech; which meaner sort of books: else distilled books 
becomes youth well, but not age. So Tully are like common distilled waters, flashy 
saith of Hortensius; idem manebat, neque things. Reading maketh a full man; con- 
idem decebat. The third is, of such as take 20 ference a ready man; and writing an exact 
too high a strain at the first; and are man. And therefore if a man write little, 
magnanimous, more than tract of years he had need have a great memory; if he 
ean uphold. As was Scipio Africanus, of — confer little, he had need have a present wit; 
whom Livy saith in etiect; wltima primis and if he read little, he had need have much 
cedebant. 25 cunning, to seem to know that he doth not. 
Histories make men wise; poets, witty; 
the mathematics, subtile; natural philos- 
ophy, deep; moral, grave; logic and rhetoric, 
Studies serve for delight, for ornament, able to contend: Abeunt studia in mores. 
and for ability. Their chief use for delight, 30 Nay, there is no stond or impediment in the 
is in privateness and retiring; for ornament, wit, but may be wrought out by fit studies; 
is in discourse; and for ability, is in the like as diseases of the body may have ap- 
judgment and disposition of business. For propriate exercises: bowling is good for the 
expert men can execute, and perhaps judge of | stone and reins; shooting for the lungs and 
particulars, one by one; but the general 35 breast; gentle walking for the stomach; 
counsels, and the plots and marshalling of riding for the head; and the like. So if a 
affairs, come best from those that are learned. man’s wit be wandering, let him study the 
To spend too much time in studies, is sloth; mathematics; for in demonstrations, if his 
to use them too much for ornament, is wit be called away never so little, he must 
affectation; to make judgment wholly by 40 begin again: if his wit be not apt to dis- 
their rules, is the humor of a scholar. They  tinguish or find differences, let him study the 
perfect nature, and are perfected by ex- schoolmen; for they are cymini sectores: 
perience: for natural abilities are like natu- if he be not apt to beat over matters, and te 
ral plants, that need pruning by study; and call up one thing to prove and illustrate 
studies themselves do give forth directions 45 another, let him study the lawyer’s cases: 
too much at large, except they be bounded so every defect of the mind may have a 
in by experience. Crafty men contemn _ special receipt. 
studies; simple men admire them; and wise 1597, 1612, 1625 
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CHARACTERS 
Joseph Hall (1574-1656) actions, not the sequel. If he see what he 
must do, let God see what shall follow. He 
CHARACTERS OF VIRTUES never loadeth himself with burdens above 
AND VICES his strength, beyond his will; and, once 
5 bound, what he can he will do; neither doth 
ee ee ee he will, but what he can do. His ear is the 


He looks not to what he might do, but sanctuary of his absent friend’s name, of his 
what he should. Justice is his first guide: present friend’s secret: neither of them can 
the second law of his actions, is Expedience. miscarry, in his trust. He remembers the 
He would rather complain, than offend: 10 wrongs of his youth, and repays them with 
and hates sin more for the indignity of it, that usury, which he himself would not take. 
than the danger. His simple uprightness He would rather want than borrow, and 
works in him that confidence, which oft- beg than not pay. His fair conditions are 
times wrongs him, and gives advantage to without dissembling; and he loves actions 
the subtle; when he rather pities their faith- 15 above words. Finally, he hates falsehood 
lessness, than repents of his credulity. He worse than death: he is a faithful client of 
hath but one heart and that lies open sight; truth; no man’s enemy; and, it is a question, 
and, were it not for discretion, he never whether more another man’s friend, or his 
thinks ought, whereof he would avoid a own. And, if there were no heaven, yet he 
witness. His word is his parchment and his 20 would be virtuous. 
yea his oath; which he will not violate, for 
fear, or for loss. The mishaps of following 
events may cause him to blame his provi- 
dence, can never cause him to eat his prom- A Hypocrite is the worst kind of player, 
ise: neither saith he, ‘This I saw not,’ but, 25 by so much as he acts the better part: which 
‘This I said.’ When he is made his friend’s hath always two faces; oft times, two hearts: 
executor, he defrays debts, pays legacies; that can compose his forehead to sadness and 
and scorneth to gain by orphans or to ran-_ gravity, while he bids his heart be wanton 
sack graves: and therefore will be true toa and careless within and in the meantime 
dead friend, because he sees him not. All 30 laughs within himself, to think how smoothly 
his dealings are square, and above the board: he hath cozened the beholder: in whose 
he bewrays the fault of what he sells, and _ silent face are written the characters of re- 
restores the overseen gain of a false reckon- ligion, which his tongue and gestures pro- 
ing. He esteems a bribe venemous, though nounce but his hands recant: that hath a 
it comes gilded over with the colour of 35 clean face and garment, with a foul soul: 
gratuity. His cheeks are never stained whose mouth belies his heart, and his fingers 
with the blushes of recantation; neither belie his mouth. Walking early up into the 
doth his tongue falter to make good a lie, city, he turns into the great church, and 
with the secret glosses of double or reserved salutes one of the pillars on one knee; 
senses: and, when his name is traduced, his 40 worshipping that God, which, at home, he 
innocency bears him out with courage: cares not for; while his eye is fixed on some 
then, lo, he goes on in the plain way of window, or some passenger; and his heart 
truth, and will either triumph in his integ- knows not whither his lips go: he rises, and, 
rity, or suffer with it. His conscience over- looking about with admiration, complains of 
rules his providence: so as, in all things, 45 our frozen charity; commends the ancient. 
good or ill, he respects the nature of the At church, he will ever sit where he may be 
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seen best; and in the midst of the sermon, 
pulls out his tables in haste as if he feared to 
lose that note; when he writes either his for- 
gotten errand or nothing: then, he turns his 
Bible with a noise to seek an omitted quo- 
tation; and folds the leaf, as if he had found 
it; and asks aloud the name of the preacher 


and repeats it; whom he publicly salutes, 
thanks, praises, invites, entertains with 
tedious good counsel, with good discourse, 
if it had come from an honester mouth. 
He can command tears when he speaks of his 
youth; indeed because it is past, not because 
it was sinful; himself is not better, but the 


times are worse. All other sins he reckons up 15 


with detestation, while he loves and hides 
his darling in his bosom. All his speech 
returns to himself, and every occurrent 
draws in a story to his own praise. When he 
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brief, he is the stranger’s saint; the neigh- 
bour’s disease; the blot of goodness; a 
rotten stick in a dark night; the poppy in 
a cornfield; an ill tempered candle with a 


5ereat snuff that in going out smells ill; an 


angel abroad, a devil at home; and worse 
when an angel than when a devil. 
1608 


Sic Thomas Oberburp (1581-1613) 
CHARACTERS 


AN AMORIST 


Is a man blasted or planet-stroken, and 
is the dog that leads blind Cupid; when he is 


should give, he looks about him, and says, 20 at the best, his fashion exeeeds the worth 


‘Who sees me?’ No alms, no prayers fall 
from him without a witness; belike Jest God 
should deny that He hath received them; 
and when he hath done, lest the world 


of his weight. He is never without verses 
and musk comfits, and sighs to the hazard of 
his buttons; his eyes are all white, either to 
wear the livery of his mistress’ complexion, 


should not know it, his own mouth is his25or to keep Cupid from hitting the black. 


trumpet to proclaim it. With the super- 
fluity of his usury he builds a hospital; and 
harbours them whom his extortion hath 
spoiled: so, while he makes many beggars, 
he keeps some. 
camels: and cares not to undo the world, 
for a circumstance: flesh on a Friday is 
more abomination to him than his neigh- 
bour’s bed: he abhors more not to uncover at 
the name of Jesus than to swear by the 
name of God. When a rhymer reads his 
poem to him, he begs a copy, and persuades 
the press. There is nothing that he dislikes 
in presence; that, in absence, he censures 
not. 
mother and weeps; when he secretly fears 
her recovery. He greets his friend in the 
street, with so clear a countenance, so fast 
a closure, that the other thinks he reads his 


He turneth all gnats into 30 ments. 


He fights with passion, and loseth much 
of his blood by his weapon; dreams, then his 
paleness. His arms are carelessly used, as 
if their best use was nothing but embrace- 
He is untrussed, unbuttoned and 
ungartered, not out of carelessness, but 
care; his farthest end being but going to 
bed. Some times he wraps his petition in 
neatness, but he goeth not alone; for he 


5makes some other quality moralise his 


affection, and his trimness is the grace of 
that grace. Her favour lifts him up, as the 
sun moisture; when she disfavours, unable 
to hold that happiness, it falls down in 


He comes to the sick-bed of his step- 40 tears; his fingers are his orators, and he ex- 


presseth much of himself upon some in- 
strument. He answers not, or not to the 
purpose; and no marvel, for he is not at 
home. He scotcheth time with dancing 


heart in his face; and shakes hands, with 45 with his mistress, taking up of her glove, 
an indefinite invitation of ‘When will you and wearing her feather; he is confined to 
come?’ and, when his back is turned, joys her colour, and dares not pass out of the 
that he is so well rid of a guest: yet if that circuit of her memory. His imagination is 
guest visit him unfeared, he counterfeits a a fool, and it goeth in a pied-coat of red 
smiling welcome; and excuses his cheer, 50and white: shortly, he is translated out of 
when closely he frowns on his wife for too a man into folly; his imagination is the 
much. He shews well, and says well; and _— glass of lust, and himself the traitor to his 
himself is the worst thing he hath. In own discretion. 


JOHN EARLE 


A FAIR AND HAPPY MILK-MAID 


Is a country wench, that is so far from 
making herself beautiful by art, that one look 
of hers is able to put all face-physic out of 
countenance. She knows a fair look is but a 
dumb orator to commend virtue, therefore 
minds it not. All her excellencies stand in her 
so silently, as if they had stolen upon her 


without her knowledge. The lining of her ap- 10 


parel (which is herself) is far better than out- 
sides of tissue: for though she be not arrayed 
in the spoil of the silkworm, she is decked in 
innocency, a far better wearing. She doth 
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all her care is she may die in the springtime, 
to have store of flowers stuck upon her 
winding-sheet. 

1614 


John Earle (16012-1665) 
MICROCOSMOGRAPHY 


A CHILD 


Is a man in a small letter, yet the best 
copy of Adam before he tasted of Eve or the 
apple; and he is happy whose small practice 


not, with lying long abed, spoil both her15in the world can only write his character. 


complexion and conditions; nature hath 
taught her, too, immoderate sleep is rust to 
the soul: she rises therefore with chanticleer, 
her dame’s cock, and at night makes the 
lamb her curfew. 
straining the teats through her fingers, it 
seems that so sweet a milk-press makes the 
milk the whiter or sweeter; for never came 
almond-glove, or aromatic ointment on her 
palm to taint it. 
fall and kiss her feet when she reaps them, 
as if they wished to be bound and led prison- 
ers by the same hand that felled them. Her 
breath is her own, which scents all the year 


He is nature’s fresh picture newly drawn in 
oul, which time, and much handling, dims 
and defaces. His soul is yet a white paper 
unscribbled with observations of the world, 


In milking a cow, and 20 wherewith, at length, it becomes a blurred 


note-book. He is purely happy because he 
knows no evil, nor hath made means by sin 
to be acquainted with misery. He arrives 
not at the mischief of being wise, nor endures 


The golden ears of corn 25 evils to come, by foreseeing them. He kisses 


and loves all, and when the smart of the rod 
is past, smiles on his beater. Nature and 
parents alike dandle him, and tice him on 
with a bait of sugar to a draught of worm- 


long of June, like a new-made hay-cock. 30 wood. He plays yet, like a young prentice - 


She makes her hand hard with labaur, and 
her heart soft with pity: and when winter 
evenings fall early (sitting at her merry 
wheel) she sings a defiance to the giddy wheel 


the first day, and is not come to his task of 
melancholy. All the language he speaks yet 
is tears, and they serve him well enough to 
express his necessity. His hardest labour is 


of fortune. She doth all things with so sweet 35 his tongue, as if he were loath to use so 


a grace, it seems ignorance will not suffer her 
to do ill, being her mind is to do well. She 
bestows her year’s wages at next fair; and in 
choosing her garments, counts no bravery in 
the world, like decency. 
bee-hive are all her physic and chirurgery, 
and she lives the longer for it. She dares go 
alone, and unfold sheep in the night, and 
fears no manner of ill, because she means 


deceitful an organ; and he is best company 
with it when he can but prattle. We laugh 
at his foolish sports, but his game is our 
earnest; and his drums, rattles and hobby 


The garden and 40 horses, but the emblems and mockings of 


man’s business. His father hath writ him as 
his own little story, wherein he reads those 
days of his life that he cannot remember, and 
sighs to see what innocence he has outlived. 


none: yet, to say truth, she is never alone, 45 The elder he grows he is a stair lower from 


for she is still accompanied with old songs, 
honest thoughts, and prayers, but short 
ones; yet they have their efficacy,.in that 
they are not palled with ensuing idle cogi- 
tations. 
that she dare tell them; only a Friday’s 
dream is all her superstition: that she con- 
ceals for fear of anger. Thus lives she, and 


Lastly, her dreams are so chaste, 50 his simplicity. 


God; and, like his first father, much worse 
in his breeches. He is the Christian’s ex- 
ample, and the old man’s relapse; the one 
imitates his pureness, and the other falls into 
Could he put off his body 
with his little coat, he had got eternity 
without a burthen, and exchanged but one 
heaven for another. 


A PLAIN COUNTRY FELLOW 


Is one that manures his ground well, but 
lets himself lie fallow and untilled. He has 
reason enough to do his business, and not 
enough to be idle or melancholy. He seems 
to have the punishment of Nebuchadnezzar, 
for his conversation is among beasts, and his 
talons none of the shortest, only he eats not 


5 to clout his discourse. 
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tation some blunt curse. He thinks nothing 
to be vices, but pride and ill-husbandry, 
from which he will gravely dissuade the 
youth, and has some thrifty hobnail proverbs 
He is a niggard all 
the week, except only market-day, where, if 
his corn sell well, he thinks he may be drunk 
with a good conscience. His feet never stink 
so unbecomingly as when he trots after a 


grass, because he loves not sallets. His hand 10 lawyer in Westminster-hall, and even cleaves 


guides the plough, and the plough his 
thoughts, and his ditch and landmark is. the 
very mound of his meditations. He expostu- 
lates with his oxen very understandingly, 


the ground with hard scraping in beseeching 
his worship to take his money. He is sensible 
of no calamity but the burning of a stack of 
corn or overflowing of a meadow, and thinks 


and speaks gee and ree, better than Knglish.15 Noah’s flood the greatest plague that ever 


His mind is not much distracted with objects, 
but if a good fat cow come in his way, he 
stands dumb and astonisht, and though his 
haste be never so great, will fix here half an 
hour’s contemplation. His habitation is 
some poor thatcht roof, distinguished from 
his barn by the loop-holes that let out smoke, 
which the rain had long since washed 
through, but for the double ceiling of bacon 
on the inside, which has hung there from his 
grandsire’s time, and is yet to make rashers 
for posterity. His dinner is his other work, 
for he sweats at it as much as at his labour; 
he is a terrible fastner on a piece of beef, and 
> you may hope to stave the guard off sooner. 
His religion is a part of his copyhold, which 
he takes from his landlord, and refers it 
wholly to his diseretion. Yet if he give him 
leave, he is a good Christian to his power, 


(that is) comes to church in his best clothes, : 


and sits there with his neighbours, where he 
is capable only of two prayers, for rain and 
fair weather. He apprehends God’s bless- 
ings only in a good year, or a fat pasture, 


and never praises him but on good ground. - 


Sunday he esteems a day to make merry in, 
and thinks a bagpipe as essential to it as 
evening prayer, where he walks very sol- 
emntly after service with his hands coupled 
behind him, and censures the dancing of his 
parish. His compliment with his neighbour 
is a good thump on the back, and his salu- 


or 


© 


was, not because it drowned the world, 
but spoiled the grass. For Death he is 
never troubled, and if he get in but his 
harvest before, let it come when it will, he 


20 cares not. 


A CRITIC 


Is one that has spelled over a great many 


25 books, and his observation is the orthog- 


raphy. He is the surgeon of old authors, 
and heals the wounds of dust and ignorance. 
He converses much in fragments and desunt 
multa’s, and if he piece it up with two lines, 


30 he is more proud of that book than the au- 


thor. He runs all over sciences to peruse 
their syntaxes, and thinks all learning com- 
prised in writing Latin. He tastes styles as 
some discreeter palates do wine; and tells 
you which is genuine, which sophicate and 
bastard. His own phrase is a miscellany of 
old words, deceased long before the Czsars, 
and entombed by Varro, and the modernest 
man he follows is Plautus. He writes omnevs 
at length, and quwicquid, and his gerund is 
most incomformable. He is a troublesome 
vexer of the dead, which after so long sparing 
must rise up to the judgment of his casti- 
gations. He is.one that makes all books 


45 sell dearer, whilst he swells them into folios 


with his comments. 
1628 
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THE BIBLE 
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MARRIAGE OF SAMSON — JUDGES XIV 
1 And Samson went down to Timnath, 


him, that they brought thirty companions 
to be with him. 

12 {| And Samson said unto them, I will 
now put forth a riddle unto you: if ye can 


and saw a woman in Timnath of the daugh- 5 certainly declare it me within the seven 


ters of the Philistines. 

2 And he came up, and told his father and 
his mother, and said, I have seen a woman 
in Timnath of the daughters of the Phil- 
istines: 
wife. 

3 Then his father and his mother said 
unto him, Js there never a woman among 
the daughters of thy brethren, or among all 


days of the feast, and find 7t out, then I 
will give you thirty sheets and thirty change 
of garments: 

13 But if ye cannot declare zt me, then 


now therefore get her for me to10shall ye give me thirty sheets and thirty 


change of garments. And they said unto 
him, Put forth thy riddle, that we may 
hear it. 

14 And he said unto them, Out of the eater 


my people, that thou goest to take a wife of 15 came forth meat, and out of the strong came 


the uncircumcised Philistines? And Samson 
said unto his father, Get her for me; for she 
pleaseth me well. 

4 But his father and his mother knew not 


forth sweetness. And they could not in 
three days expound the riddle. 

15 And it came to pass on the seventh day, 
that they said unto Samson’s wife, Entice 


that it was of the Lorp, that he sought an 20 thy husband, that he may declare unto us 


oceasion against the Philistines: for at 
that time the Philistines had dominion over 
Israel. 


~ 


5 § Then went Samson down, and his fa- 


the riddle, lest we burn thee and thy father’s 
house with fire: have ye called us to take 
that we have? is tt not so? 

16 And Samson’s wife wept before him, 


ther and his mother, to Timnath, and came 25 and said, Thou dost but hate me, and lovest 


to the vineyards of Timnath: and, behold, 
a young lion roared against him. 

6 And the Spirit of the Lorp came might- 
ily upon him, and he rent him as he would 


me not: thou hast put forth a riddle unto 
the children of my people, and hast not told 
itme. And he said unto her, Behold, I have 
not told it my father nor my mother, and 


have rent a kid, and Ae had nothing in his 30 shall I tell 7t thee? 


hand: but he told not his father or his 
mother what he had done. 

7 And he went down, and talked with the 
woman; and she pleased Samson well. 


17 And she wept before him the seven days, 
while their feast lasted: and it came to pass 
on the seventh day, that he told her, be- 
cause she lay sore upon him: and she told 


8 § And after a time he returned to take 35 the riddle to the children of her people. 


her, and he turned aside to see the carcase 
of the lion: and, behold, there was a swarm 
of bees and honey in the carcase of the 
lion. 


18 And the men of the city said unto him 
on the seventh day before the sun went 
down, What is sweeter than honey? and 
what 7s stronger than a lion? And he said 


9 And he took thereof in his hands, and 40 unto them, If ye had not plowed with my 


went on eating, and came to his father and 
mother, and he gave them, and they did 
eat: but he told not them that he had taken 
the honey out of the carcase of the lion. 


heifer, ye had not found out my riddle. 

19 § And the Spirit of the Lorp came 
upon him, and he went down to Ashkelon, 
and slew thirty men of them, and took their 


10 § So his father went down unto the45spoil, and gave change of garments unto 


woman: and Samson made there a feast; for 
so used the young men to do. 
11 And it came to pass, when they saw 


them which expounded the riddle. And his 
anger was kindled, and be went up to his 
father’s house. 
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20 But Samson’s wife was given to his com- 17 The woman answered and said, I have 
panion, whom he had used as his friend. no husband. Jesus said unto her, Thou hast 


well said, I have no husband: 
18 For thou hast had five husbands; and 
5 he whom thou now hast is not thy husband: 
1 When therefore the Lord knew how the _ ini that saidst thou truly. 


THE WOMAN AT THE WELL — ST. JOHN IV 


Pharisees had heard that Jesus made and 19 The woman saith unto him, Sir, I per- 
baptized more disciples than John, ceive that thou art a prophet. 
2 (Though Jesus himself baptized not, but 20 Our fathers worshipped in this moun- 
his disciples, ) 10 tain; and ye say, that in Jerusalem is the 
3 He left Judza, and departed again into place where men ought to worship. 
Galilee. 21 Jesus saith unto her, Woman, believe 


4 And he must needs go through Samaria. me, the hour cometh, when ye shall neither 
5 Then cometh he to a city of Samaria, in this mountain, nor yet at Jerusalem, 
which is called Sychar, near to the parcel of 15 worship the Father. 
ground that Jacob gave to his son Joseph. 22 Ye worship ye know not what: we 
6 Now Jacob’s well was there. Jesus there- know what we worship: for salvation is of 
fore, being wearied with his journey, sat thus the Jews. 
on the well: and it was about the sixth hour. 23 But the hour cometh, and now is, when 
7 There cometh a woman of Samaria to 20 the true worshippers shall worship the Fa- 
draw water: Jesus saith unto her, Give me — ther in spirit and in truth: for the Father 


to drink. seeketh such to worship him. 
8 (For his disciples were gone away unto 24 God is a Spirit: and they that worship 
the city to buy meat.) him must worship him in spirit and in 
5 Then saith the woman of Samaria unto 25 truth. 
him, How is it that thou, being a Jew, 25 The woman saith unto him, I know 


askest drink of me, which am a woman of that Messias cometh, which is called Christ: 


Samaria? for the Jews have no dealings when he is come, he will tell us all things. 


with the Samaritans. 26 Jesus saith unto her, I that speak unto 
10 Jesus answered and said unto her, If 30 thee am he. 
thou knewest the gift of God, and who it is 27 § And upon this came his disciples, and 


that saith to thee, Give me to drink; thou marvelled that he talked with the woman: 
wouldest have asked of him, and he would yet no man said, What seekest thou? or, 
have given thee living water. Why talkest thou with her? 

11 The woman saith unto him, Sir, thou35 28 The woman then left her waterpot, and 
hast nothing to draw with, and the well is went her way into the city, and saith to the 
deep: from whence then hast thou that men, 
living water? 29 Come, see a man, which told me all 

12 Art thou greater than our father Jacob, things that ever I did: is not this the Christ? 
which gave us the well, and drank thereof40 30 Then they went out of the city, and 


himself, and his children, and his cattle? came unto him. 

13 Jesus answered and said unto her, Who- 31 4 In the mean while his disciples prayed 
soever drinketh of this water shallthirstagain: him, saying, Master, eat. 

14 But whosoever drinketh of the water 32 But he said unto them, I have meat to 
that I shall give him shall never thirst; 45 eat that ye know not of. 
but the water that I shall give him shall 33 Therefore said the disciples one to an- 
be in him a well of water springing up into other, Hath any man brought him azght te 
everlasting life. eat? 

15 The woman saith unto him, Sir, give me 34 Jesus saith unto them, My meat is to do 
this water, that I thirst not, neither come 50 the will of him that sent me, and to finish 
hither to draw. his work. 

16 Jesus saith unto her, Go, eall thy hus- 35 Say not ye, There are yet tour months, 


band, and come hither. and then cometh harvest? behold, I say unte 
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you, Lift up your eyes, and look on the fields; I could remove mountains, and have not 
for they are white already to harvest. charity, I am nothing. 

36 And he that reapeth receiveth wages, 3 And though I bestow all my goods to 
and gathereth fruit unto life eternal: that feed the poor, and though I give my body to 
both he that soweth and he that reapeth 5 be burned, and have not charity, it profiteth 


may rejoice together. me nothing. 
37 And herein is that saying true, One 4 Charity suffereth long, and is kind; 
soweth, and another reapeth. charity envieth not; charity vaunteth not 


38 I sent you to reap that whereon ye be- itself, is not puffed up, 
stowed no labour: other men laboured, andio 5 Doth not behave itself unseemly, seek- 
ye are entered into their labours. eth not her own, is not easily provoked, 
39 § And many of the Samaritans of that thinketh no evil; 
city believed on him for the saying of the 6 Rejoiceth not in iniquity, but rejoiceth 
woman, which testified, He told me all that in the truth; 
ever I did. 15 7 Beareth all things, believeth all things, 
40 So when the Samaritans were come hopeth all things, endureth all things. 
unto him, they besought him that he would 8 Charity never faileth: but whether 
tarry with them: and he abode there two _ there be prophecies, they shall fail; whether 


days. there be tongues, they shall cease; whether 
41 And many more believed because of his 20 there be knowledge, it shall vanish away. 

own word; 9 For we know in part, and we prophesy 
42 And said unto the woman, Now we in part. 

believe, not because of thy saying: for we 10 But when that which is perfect is come, 


have heard him ourselves, and know that then that which is in part shall be done away. 
this is indeed the Christ, the Saviour of the25 11 When I was a child, I spake as a child, 
world. T understood as a child, I thought as a child: 
but when I became a man, I put away 
childish things. 
12 For now we see through a glass, darkly; 
1 Though I speak with the tongues of men 30 but then face to face: now I know in part; 
and of angels, and have not charity, I but then shall I know even as also I am 
am become as sounding brass, or a tinkling known. 
cymbal. 13 And now abideth faith, hope, charity, 
2 And though I have the gift of prophecy, these three; but the greatest of these 7s 
and understand all mysteries, and all know]- 35 charity. : 
edge; and though I have all faith, so that 1611 
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ON SHAKESPEARE 


Wuat needs my Shakespeare, for his hon- 
oured bones, 
The labour of an age in piléd stones? 
Or that his hallowed relics should be hid 
Under a star-ypointing pyramid? 
f Dear son of Memory, great heir of Fame, 5 
What need’st thou such weak witness of thy 
name? 
Thou, in our wonder and astonishment 
Hast built thyself a livelong monument. 
For whilst, to the shame of slow-endeavour- 
ing art, 
Thy easy numbers flow, and that each 
heart 10 
Hath, from the leaves of thy unvalued book, 
Those Delphic lines with deep impression 
took; 
Then thou, our fancy of itself bereaving, 
Dost make us marble with too much con- 
ceiving; 
rAnd, so sepulchered, in such pomp dost lie, 15 
\That kings for such a tomb would wish to 
die. 


L’ALLEGRO 


Hencr, loathéd Melancholy, 
Of Cerberus and blackest Midnight born, 
In Stygian cave forlorn, 
’Mongst horrid shapes, and shrieks, and 
oe unholy, 


Find out some uncouth cell, 5 
Where brooding Darkness spreads his jealous 
wings, 


And the night-raven sings; 
There under ebon shades and low-browed 


rocks, 
As ragged as thy locks, 
In dark Cimmerian desert ever dwell. 10 


\But come, thou Goddess fair and free, 


32 


In heaven ycleped Euphrosyne, 


eeu be od weneltv. And by men, heart-easing Mirth, 


Whom lov ely Venus ata bir th 
With two sister Graces more 

To ivy-crownéd Bacchus bore; 
Or whether (as some sager sing) 


The frolic Wind that breathes the spring, 


Zephyr with Aurora playing, 

As he met her once a-Maying, 

There on beds of violets blue, 

And fresh-blown roses washed in dew, 
Filled her with thee, a daughter fair, 
So buxom, blithe, and debonair. 


16 


20 


Haste thee, Nymph, and bring with thee 25 


Jest, and youthful Jollity, 

Quips, and Cranks, and wanton Wiles, 
Nods, and Becks, and wreathéd Smiles, 
Such as hang on Hebe’s cheek, Cod des 
And love to live in dimple sleek; jew 
Sport that wrinkled Care derides, 


And Laughter holding both his sides, 
(On th and trip it as ye go, 


On the light fantastic toe; 

And in thy right hand lead with thee 
The mountain Nymph, sweet Liberty; 
ane if T give thee honour ue } 


(te liv e with her, and live math thee, 


In unreprovéd pleasures free; 


To hear the lark begin his flight, 
And singing startle the dull night, 
From his watch-tower in the skies, 
Till the dappled Dawn doth rise; 


Then to come, in spite of sorrow, 
And at my window bid good- -morrow, 


Through the sweet-briar or the vine, 


Or the twisted eglantine; 
While the cock with lively din, 
Scatters the rear of Darkness thin; 
And to the stack, or the barn-door, 
Stoutly struts his dames before: 

ae listening how the hounds and horn 


Cheerly rouse the slumbering Morn, 
From the side of some hoar hill, 
Through the high wood echoing shrill: 


Sometime walking, not unseen, 


8 


v 
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35 


40 


45 


50 
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By hedgerow elms, on hillocks green, 

Right against the eastern gate, 

Where the great Sun begins his state, 60 
Robed in flames and amber light 

The clouds in thousand liveries dight; 
While the ploughman, near at hand, 

‘histles o'er the furrowed land, 

And the milkmaid singeth blithe, 65 
And the mower whets his scythe, 

And every shepherd tells his tale 

Under the hawthorn in the dale. 

Straight mine eye hath caught new 

| pleasures, 

Whilst the landskip round it measures: 70 
Russet lawns, and fallows gray, 
Where the nibbling flocks do stray; 
Mountains on whose barren breast 
The labouring clouds do often rest; 
Meadows trim with daisies pied; 75 
Shallow brooks, and rivers wide. 
Towers and battlements it sees 
“Bosomed high in tufted trees, 

Where perhaps some Beauty lies, 

.The Cynosure of neighbouring eyes. 80 

Hard by, a cottage chimney smokes 

From betwixt two agéd oaks, 

Where Corydon and Thyrsis met 

Are at their savoury dinner set 

Of herbs and other country messes, 85 
Which the neat-handed Phillis dresses; 
And then in haste her bower she leaves, 


¥ 


With Thestylis to bind the sheaves; . 


Or, if the earlier season lead, 
To the tanned haycock in the mead. 90 
Sometimes with secure delight 
Ee upland hamlets will invite, 
C When the merry bells ring round, 
And the jocund rebecks sound 
(To many a youth and many a maid 95 
| Dancing in the chequered shade; 
| And young and old come forth to piay 
_On a sunshine holyday, 
Till the livelong daylight fail: 
Then to the spicy nut-brown ale, 
With stories told of many a feat, 
How fairy Mab the junkets eat: 
She was pinched and pulled, she said; 
And he, by Friar’s lanthorn led, ««), 
Tells how the drudging Goblin sweat 
To earn his cream-bowl duly set, 
When in one night, ere glimpse of morn, 
His shadowing flail hath threshed the corn 
That ten day-labourers could not end; 
Then lies him down the lubbar fiend, 
And, stretched ott all the chimney’s length, 
Basks at the fire his hairy strength, 
And crop-full out of doors he flings, 
Ere the first cock his matin rings. 
(Thus done the tales, to bed they creep, 115 


100 


105 


[ aint delights if thou canst give, 
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By whispering winds soon lulled asleep. | 

‘Towered cities please us then, 

And the busy hum of men, 

Where throngs of Knights and Barons bold, 

In weeds of peace, high triumphs hold, 120 

With store of Ladies, whose bright eyes 

Rain influence, and judge the prize 

Of wit or arms, while both contend 

To win her grace whom all commend. 
here let Hymen oft appear 

In saffron robe, with taper clear, 

And pomp, and feast, and revelry, 

With mask and antique pageantry; 

Such sights as youthful Poets dream 

On summer eves by haunted stream. 

‘Phen to the well-trod stage anon, 

If Jonson’s learnéd sock be on, 

Or sweetest Shakespeare, Fancy’s child, 

Warble his native wood-notes wild. 

And ever, against eating cares, 

Lap me in soft Lydian airs, 

Married to immortal verse, 

Such as the meeting soul may pierce, 

In notes with many a winding bout 

Of linkéd sweetness long drawn out 

With wanton heed and giddy cunning, 

The melting voice through mazes running, 

Untwisting all the chains that tie 

The hidden soul of harmony; 

That Orpheus’ self may heave his head 

From golden slumber on a bed 

Of heaped Elysian flowers, and hear 

Such strains as would have won the ear 

Of Pluto to have quite set free 

His half-regained Eurydice. 


125 


130 


135 


140 


145 


150 


Mirth, with thee I mean to live. 
1645 


IL PENSEROSO 


Hence, vain deluding Joys, 
The brood of Folly without father bred! 
How little you bested, 
Or fill the fixéd mind with all your toys! 

well in some idle brain, 5 


“© And fancies fond with gaudy shapes possess, 


As thick and numberless 

As the gay motes that people the sunbeams, 
Or likest hovering dreams, 

The fickle pensioners of Morpheus’ train. 10 
3ut, hail! thou Goddess sage and holy! 


11 Tail, divinest Melancholy! 


Whose saintly visage is too bright 

To hit the sense of human sight, 

And, therefore to our weaker view 15 
O’erlaid with black, staid Wisdom’s hue; 
Black, but such as in esteem 


* 


\Thy rapt soul sitting in thine eyes: 


\Whilst yet there was no fear of Jove. 
- Come, pensive Nun, devout and pure, 
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Prince Memnon’s sister might beseem, 

Or that starred Kthiop queen that strove 
To set her beauty’s praise above 20 
The Sea-Nymphs, and their powers offended. 
Yet thou art higher far descended; 


ay Thee bright-haired Vesta long of yore 


To solitary Saturn bore; 

His daughter she; in Saturn’s reign, 

Such mixture was not held a stain. 

Oft in glimmering bowers and glades 
He met her, and in secret shades 

Of woody Ida’s inmost grove, Vo 


25 


30 


Sober, steadfast, and demure, 

Allin a robe of darkest grain, 

Flowing with majestic train, 

And sable stole of cypress lawn 
Over thy decent shoulders drawn. 
Come; but keep thy wonted state, 
With even step, and musing gait, 
And looks commérecing with the skies, 


35 


There, held in holy passion still, 
Forget thyself to marble, till 
With a sad leaden downward cast 
Thou fix them on the earth as fast. 


“And join with thee calm Peace and Quiet, 45 


' Spare Fast, that oft with gods doth diet, 


And hears the Muses in a ring 

Aye round about Jove’s altar sing; 
And add to these retiréd Leisure, 

That in trim gardens takes his pleasure; 
But, first and chiefest, with thee bring 
Him that yon soars on golden wing, 
Guiding the fiery-wheeléd throne, 

. The cherub Contemplation; 

And the mute Silence hist along, 

’Less Philomel will deign a song, 

In her sweetest saddest plight, 
Smoothing the rugged brow of Night, 
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke 
Gently o’er the accustomed oak. 60 
Sweet bird, that shunn’st the noise of folly, 
Most musical, most melancholy! 

Thee, Chauntress, oft the woods among 

I woo, to hear thy e even-song; 

And missing thee, I walk unseen 65 
On the dry smooth-shaven green, 

To behold the wandering Moon, 

Riding near her highest noon, 

Like one that had been led astray 

Through the heaven’s wide pathless way, 70 
And oft, as if her head she bowed, 

Stooping through a fleecy cloud. 

Oft, on a plat of rising ground, 

I hear the far-off curfew sound, 

Over some wide-watered shore, 75 
Swinging slow with sullen roar: 


- 


50 
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[ Or, if the air will not permit, 
Some still removéd place will fit, 
Where glowing embers through the room 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom, 
a from all resort of mirth, 
Save the cricket on the hearth, 
“oh the Bellman’s drowsy charm 
To bless the doors from nightly harm. 
(Or let my lamp, at midnight hour, 
‘Be seen in some high lonely tower, 
Where I may oft outwatch the Bear, 
With thrice great Hermes, or unsphere 
The spirit of Plato, to unfold 
What worlds or what vast regions hold 
The immortal mind that hath forsook 
Mee mansion in this fleshly nook; 
nd of those Demons that are found 
In fire, air, flood, or underground, 
Whose power hath a true consent 
With planet or with element. 
Sometime let gorgeous Tragedy 
In sceptered pall come sweeping by, 
Presenting Thebes, or Pelops’ line, 
Or the tale of Troy divine, 
Or what (though rare) of later age 
Ennobled hath the buskined stage. 


80 


85 


95 


100 


i But, O sad Virgin! that thy power 


Might raise Museus from his bower; oa 


Or bid the soul of Orpheus sing 105 


_ Such notes as, warbled to the string, 


Drew iron tears down. Pluto’s_cheek, 
“And made Hell grant what love did seek; 
bor call up him that left half-told 

The story of Cambuscan bold, 

Of Camball, and of Algarsife, 

And who had Canacé to wife, 

That owned the virtuous ring and glass, 
And of the wondrous horse of brass 

On which the Tartar King did ride; 

And if aught else great Bards beside 

In sage and solemn tunes have sung, 
Of turneys, and of trophies hung, 

Of forests, and enchantments drear, 
Where more is meant than meets the ear. 120 
Thus, Night, oft see me in thy pale career, 
Till civil-suited Morn appear, 

Not tricked and frounced as she was wont 
With the Attic boy to hunt, 

But kerchieft in a comely cloud, 

While rocking winds are piping loud, 
Or ushered with a shower still, 

When the gust hath blown his fill, 
Ending on the rustling leaves, 

With minute-drops from off the eaves. 


110 


115 


125 


130 


[- And, when the sun begins to fling 


His flaring beams, me, Goddess, ‘bring 
To archéd walks of twilight groves, 
And shadows brown, that Sylvan loves, 


Of pine, or monumental oak. 135 


JOHN MILTON 331 


Where the rude axe with heavéd stroke 
Was never heard the Nymphs to daunt, 

432 fright them from their hallowed haunt. 
There in close covert, by some brook, 
Where no profaner eyeamaxlook, 140 

“Hide me from Day’sgarisl_tye, 
While the bee with honeyed thigh, 
That at her flowery work doth sing, 
And the waters murmuring, 
With such consort as they keep, 145 
Entice the dewy-feathered Sleep. 
And let some strange mysterious dream 
Wave at his wings, in airy stream 
Of lively portraiture displayed, 
Softly on my eyelids laid. 150 
And as I wake, sweet music breathe 
Above, about, or underneath, 
Sent by some spirit to mortals good, 
Or the unseen Genius of the wood. 
But let my due feet never fail 155 
| To walk the studious cloister’s pale, 
And love the high emboweéd roof, 
With antick pillars massy proof, 
And storied windows richly dight, 
sting a dim religious light. 160 
here let the pealing organ blow, 
To the full-voiced Quire below, 
In service high and anthems clear, 
As may with sweetness, through mine ear, 
Dissolve me into ecstasies, 165 
And bring all Heaven before mine eyes. 
And may at last my weary age 
Find out the peaceful hermitage, 
The hairy gown and mossy cell, 
Where I may sit and rightly spell 170 
Of every star that Heaven doth shew, 
And every herb that sips the dew; 
Till old experience do attain 
To something like prophetic strain. 
These pleasures, Melancholy, give, 175 
And I with thee will choose to live. 


az Pirea gu — at . ploy 
COMUS 


The first scene discovers a wild wood. The attendant 
spirit descends or enters. 


f Spirit. Before the starry threshold of 
h 


+ 


Jove’s court 

Ty mansion is, where those immortal shapes 
Of bright aerial Spirits live insphered 
In regions mild of calm and serene air, 
Above the smoke and stir of this dimspot 5 
Which men call Earth, and, with low- 

thoughted care, 

Confined and pestered in this pinfold here, 
Strive to keep up a frail and feverish being, 
Unmindful of the crown that Virtue gives, 


After this mortal change, to her true ser- 

vants 10 
Amongst the enthronéd gods on sainted seats. 
Yet some there be that by due steps aspire 
To lay their just hands on that golden key 
That opes the Palace of Eternity. 

o such my errand is; and, but for such, 15 
I would not soil these pure ambrosial weeds 
With the rank vapours of this sin-worn 

mould. . 

But to my task. Neptune, besides the sway 
Of every salt flood and each ebbing stream, 
Took in, by lot,’twixt-high -and- nether 
: J oe a ee 20 

mperial rule of all the sea-girt Isles e_ 
hat keto nch and various gems, inlay 
The unadornéd bosom of the Deep; 

Which he, to grace his tributary gods, 

By course commits to several govern- 
ment, win ce ae 

And gives them leave to wear their sapphire 
crowns 

And wield their little tridents. But this Isle, 

The greatest and the best of all the main, 

He quarters to his blue-haired deities; 

j And all this tract that fronts the falling 

sun 30 

A noble Peer of mickle trust and power 

Has in his charge, with tempered awe to guide 

An old and haughty Nation, proud in arms: 

Where his fair offspring, nursed in princely 

oe 

Are coming to attend their father’s state, 35 

And new-intrusted sceptre. But their way~ 

Lies through the perplexed paths—of“this 


drear wood, 
he nodding horror of whose shady brows 
Threats the forlorn and wandering passenger; 
And here their tender age might sutfer 
peril, 40 
But that, hy_quick command from sovran 
e 


Lwas dispatched for their defence and guard! 
And listen why; for I will tell ye now 


ate, 
om 
What never yet was heard in tale or song, Md. our 


From old or modern bard, in hall or bower. 45 / 


Bacchus, that first from out the purple 
grap 
Crushed the sweet poison of misuséd wine, 
After the Tuscan mariners transformed, 
Coasting the Tyrrhene shore, as the winds 
listed, 


; 50 
The daughter of the Sun, whose charméd cup 
Whoever tasted lost his upright shape _ 
And downward fell into a groveling swine? 


This Nymph that gazed upon his clustering 


ocks, 


fell. (Who knows not- 


aD 


Dyk 
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With ivy berries wreathed, and his blithe 
youth, 55 


Had by him, ere he parted thence, a Son 
| Much like his father, but his mother more, 
Whom therefore she brought up, and_ Cor 
mus named: STC) 
Who, ripe and frolic of his full-grown age, 
Roving the Celtic and Iberian fields, 
At last betakes him to this ominous wood, 
And, in thick shelter of black shades im- 
bowered, 
Excels his mother at-her-mighty_art;. 
Offering to every weary traveller 
His orient liquor in a crystal glass, 65 
To quench the drouth of Phoebus; which as 
they taste 
(For most do taste through fond intemperate 
thirst), 
Soon as the potion works, 
count’nance, 
The express resemblance of the gods,| is 
changed 
Into some brutish form of wolf or bear, 
Or ounce or tiger, hog, or bearded goat, 
| All other parts remaining as they were. 
And they, so perfect is their misery, 
Not once perceive their foul disfigurement, 
But boast themselves more comely than be- 
fore, 75 
And all their friends and native home forget, 
To roll with pleasure in a sensual sty. 
Therefore, when any favoured of high Jove 
\ Chances to pass through this adventurous 
| glade, 
| Swift as the sparkle of a glancing star 80 
' I shoot from heaven, to give him safe convoy, 
LAs now Ido. But first I must put off 
These my sky-robes, spun out of Iris’ woof, 
And take the weeds and likeness of a swain 
That to the service of this house belongs, 85 
Who, with his soft pipe and smooth-dittied 


60 


their human 


70 


song, 
Well knows to still the wild winds when they 

roar 
And hush the waving woods; nor of less faith, 
And in this office of his mountain watch 
Likeliest, and nearest to the present aid 90 
Of this occasion. 
Of hateful steps; 


-Comus enters, with a charming-rod in one hand, his 
glass in the other; with him a rout of Monsters, 
headed like sundry sorts of wild beasts, but otherwise 

| like men and women, their apparel glistering. They 

‘ come in making a riotous and unruly noise with 

|. torches in their hands. 


Comus. The star that bids fe shepherd 
fold 
Now the top of heaven doth hold; 
And the gilded car of Day 
His glowing axle doth allay 


I must Be viewless now. 


95 
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In the steep Atlantic stream: 

And the slope Sun his upward beam 

Shoots against the dusky pole, 

Pacing toward the other goal 

Of his chamber in the east. 

Meanwhile, welcome joy, and feast, 

Midnight shout and revelry, 

Tipsy Dance and Jollity. 

Braid your locks with rosy twine, 

Dropping odours, dropping wine. 

Rigour now is gone to bed; 

And Advice with scrupulous head, 

Strict Age, and sour Severity, 

With their grave saws, in slumber lie. 

We, that are of purer fire, 

Initate the starry Quire, 

Who, in their nightly watchful spheres, 

Lead in swift round the months and years. 

The sounds and seas, with all their finny 
drove, 115 

Now to the Moon in wavering morrice move; 

And on the tawny sands and shelves 

Trip the pert Faeries and the dapper Elves. 

By dimpled brook and fountain-brim, 

The Wood-Nymphs, decked with daisies 
trim, 120 

Their merry wakes and pastimes keep: 

What hath night to do with sleep? 

N ight hath better sweets to prove; 

Jenus now wakes, and wakens Love. 

Come, let us our rites begin; 

’T is only daylight that makes sin, 

Which these dun shades will ne eer report. 

Hail, goddess of nocturnal sport, 

Dark-veiled Cotytto, to whom the secret 


100 


105 


110 


125 


flame 
Of midnight torches burns! mysterious 
Dame, 130 
That ne’er art called but when the dragon 
womb 


Of Stygian darkness spets her thickest gloom, 
And makes one blot of all the air! 
Stay thy cloudy ebon chair, 
Wherein thou ridest with Hecat’, 
friend 

Us thy vowed priests, till utmost end 

Of all thy dues be done, and none left out 
Ere the blabbing eastern scout, 

The nice Morn on the Indian steep 
From her cabined loop-hole peep, 

And to the tell-tale Sun desery 

Our concealed solemnity. 

¢Come, knit hands, and beat the ground 
\ Ina light fantastic round, 


and be- 
135 


140 


The Measure 
Break off, break off! I feel the different pace 


Of some chaste footing near about this 
ground, 146 


JOHN MILTON 


Run to your shrouds within these brakes 
and trees; 
Our number may affright. e virgin sure 


(For so I en distinguish by mine art) 
Benig t Now to my 
aren 1 
_And to my wily trains: y shall ere long 
Be well stocked with as fair a herd as grazed 
bout my mother Ciree. Thus I hurl 
My dazzling spells into the spongy air, 
Of power to cheat the eye with blear illu- 
sion, 155 
And give it false presentments, lest the place 
ne my quaint habits breed astonishment, 
dt the Damsel to suspicious flight; 
‘hich must not be, for that’s against my 
course. 
I, under fair pretence of friendly ends, 160 
And well-placed words of glozing courtesy, 
Baited with reasons not unplausible, 
Wind me into the easy-hearted man, 
And hug him into snares. When once her eye 
Hath met the virtue of this magic dust 165 
I shall appear some harmless villager, 
Whom thrift keeps up about his country gear. 
“But here she comes; I fairly step aside, 
Land hearken, if I may her business hear. 


The Lady enters 
{ Lady. This way the noise was, if mine 


ear be true, 170 
My best guide now. Methought it was the 
sound 


Of riot and ill-managed merriment, 
Such as the jocund flute or gamesome pipe 
Stirs up among the loose unlettered hinds, 
When, for their teeming flocks and granges 
full, 175 
In wanton dance they praise the bounteous 


Pan, 

And thank the gods amiss. I should be loth 
To meet the rudeness and swilled insolence 
f such late wassailers;;yet, oh! where else 
Shall I inform my mn cai Rap: feet 180 

In the blind mazes of this tangled wood? 

My brothers,when they saw me wearied out 
With Tamia long way, resolving here to lodge 
Under the spreading favour of these pines, 
Stepped, as they said, to the next thicket 

cp h_cooling f1 Ni 
To bring me berries, or such cooling fru 
As the kind hospitable woods provide. r 
They left me then when the gray-hooded 
Even, 
Like a sad Votarist in palmer’s weed, 
Rose from the hindmost wheels of Phcebus’ 
wain. 190 
But where they are, and why they came 
] not back, 


Sweet Echo, sweetest nymph, 


333 

Is now the labour of my thoughts. ’Tis 
likeliest 

They had ingaged their wandering steps too 
far; el 

And envious darkness, ere they could return, 

Had stole them from me. Else, O thievish 


Night, 195 
Why should thou, but for some felonious 
en 


In thy dark lantern thus close up the stars 
That Nature hung in heaven, and filled 
their lamps 
With everlasting oil, to give due light 
To the misled and lonely travailler? 200 
This is the place, as well as I may guess, 
Whence even now the tumult of loud mirth 
Was rife, and perfet in my list’ning ear; 
Yet nought but single darkness do I find. 
What might this be? A thousand fantasies 
Begin to throng into my memory, 206 
Of ee shapes, and beckoning shadows 
e, 
And airy tongues that syllable men’s names 
On sands and shores and desert wilder- 


nesses. 
These thoughts may startle well, but not 
astound 210 


The virtuous mind, that ever walks attended 

By a strong siding champion, Conscience. 

O welcome, pure-eyed Faith, white-handed 
Hope, 

Thou hovering angel girt with golden wings, 

And thou unblemished form of Chastity! 215 

I see ye visibly, and now believe 

That He, the Supreme Good, to whom all 
things ill 

Are but as slavish officers of vengeance, 

Would send a glistering guardian, if need 
were, 219 

To keep my life and honour unassailed. . . “| 

Was I deceived, or did a sable cloud 

Turn forth her silver lining on the night? 

I did not err: there does a sable cloud 

Turn forth her silver lining on the night, 

And casts a gleam over this tufted grove. 

I cannot hallo to my brothers, but 226 

Such noise as I can make to be heard farthest 

I'll venture; for my new-enlivened spirits 

Prompt me, and they perhaps are not far off. 

SONG 


that liv’st 
unseen 230 
Within thy airy shell 
By slow Meander’s margent green, 
And in the violet-embroidered vale 
Where the love-lorn Nightingale 234 
Nightly to thee her sad song mourneth well: 
Canst thou not tell me of a gentle pair 


304 


That likest thy Narcissus are? 
O if thou have 
Hid them in some flowery cave, 
Tell me but where, 240 
Sweet Queen of Parley, Daughter of the 
Sphere! 
So may’st thou be translated to the skies, 
And give resounding grace to all Heaven’s 
harmonies! 


Comus. Can any mortal mixture of earth’s 

mould 244 
Breathe such divine inchanting ravishment? 

“Sure something holy lodges in that breast, 

And with these raptures moves the vocal air 

To testify his hidden residence. 

How sweetly did they float upon the 

wings 249 

Of silence through the empty-vaulted night, 

At every fall smoothing the raven down 

Of darkness till it smiled! I have oft heard 

My mother Circe with the Sirens three, 

Amidst the flowery-kirtled Naiades, 

Culling their potent herbs and_ baleful 


drugs, 255 
Who, as they sung, would take the prisoned 
soul, 


And lap it in Elysium: Scylla wept, 

And chid her barking waves into attention, 

And fell Charybdis murmured soft ap- 
plause. 259 

Yet they in pleasing slumber lulled the sense, 

And in sweet madness robbed it of itself; 

But such a sacred and home-felt delight, 

Such sober certainty of waking bliss, 

I never he ard tillnow. Tl speak ue her, 


ene 265 

Whom certain these rough shades did never 
breed, 

Unless the Goddess that in rural shrine 

Dwell’st here with Pan or Sylvan, by blest 
song 

Forbidding every bleak unkindly fog 

To touch the prosperous growth of this tall 
wood. 270 

Lady. Nay, gentle shepherd, ill is lost 
that praise 

That is addressed to unattending ears. 

y Not any boast of skill, but extreme shift 

How to regain my severed company, 274 

Compelled me to awake the courteous Echo 

To give me answer from her mossy couch. 

W~ Comus. What chance, good Lady, hath 
bereft you thus? 

Lady. Dim darkness and this leavy laby- 
rinth. 

Comus. Could that divide you from near- 
ushering guides? 
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~ Lady. They left me weary on a grassy 
\ turf. 280 
a By falsehood, or discourtesy, or 
Ww 
ae To seek i’ the valley some cool 
friendly spring. 
Comus. And left your fair side all un- 
guarded, Lady? 
Lady. They were but twain, and purposed 
quick return. 
Comus. Perhaps forestalling night pre- 
vented them. 285 
Lady. How easy my misfortune is to hit! 
Comus. Imports their loss, beside the 
present need? 
Lady. No less than if I should my 
brothers lose. 
| Comus. Were they of manly prime, or 
youthful bloom? lowtch 
Lady. As smooth as Hebe’s their un- 
razored lips. 290 
Comus. Two such I saw, what time the 
laboured ox 
In his loose traces from the furrow came, 
And the swinked hedger at his supper sat. 
I saw them under a green mantling vine 
That crawls along the side of yon small hill, 
Plucking ripe clusters from the tender shoots; 
Their port was more than human, as they 
stood. 
J took it for a faery vision 
‘Of some gay creatures of the element, 
That in the colours of the rainbow live, 300 


And play V the plighted clouds. I was awe- 
strook, 

And, as I passed, I worshiped. If those 
you seek, 


It were a journey like the path to Heaven, 
To help you find them. 


Lady. Gentle villager, 
What readiest way would bring me to that 
~ place? 305 

Comus. Due west it rises from this 


shrubby point. 
Lady. To find out that, good Shepherd, 
I suppose, 
In such a scant allowance of star-light, 
Would overtask the best land-pilot’s art, 309 
Without the sure guess of well-practised feet. 
- Comus. I know each lane, and every alley 
\ green, 
pungie, or bushy dell, of this wild wood, 
nd every bosky bourn from side to side, 
My daily walks and ancient neighbourhood; 
And, if your stray attendance be yet lodged, 
Or shroud within these limits, I shall know 
Ere morrow wake, or the low-roosted lark 
From her thatched pallet rouse. If other- 
wise, 


4 oe Pe ti inal 
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I can conduct you, Lady, to a low 319 
But loyal cottage, where you may be safe 
Till further quest. 
Lady. Shepherd, I take thy word, 
And trust thy honest-offered courtesy, 
Which oft is sooner found in lowly sheds, 
With smoky rafters, than in tapestry halls 
And courts of princes, where it first was 
named, 325 
And yet is most pretended. In a place 
Less warranted than this, or less secure, 
I cannot be, that I should fear to change it. 
ye me, blest Providence, and square my trial 
To my ear teeee =| strength! Shepherd, 
lead o 330 


The Two Brothers 
Elder Brother 


, Unmufile, ye faint stars; 
and thou, fair Moon, 
That wont’st to tove the traveller’s benison, 
Stoop thy pale visage through an amber 
cloud, 
And disinherit Chaos, that reigns here 334 
In double night of darkness and of shades; 
Or, if your influence be quite dammed up 
With black usurping mists, some gentle 
taper, 
Though a rush-candle from the wicker hole 
Of some clay habitation, visit us 
With thy long lev elled rule of streaming 
light, 340 
‘And thou shalt be our star of Arcady, 
Or Tyrian Cynosure. 
Second Brother. Or, if our eyes 
[Be barred that happiness, might we but hear 
The folded flocks, penned in their wattled 
cotes, 344 
Or sound of pastoral reed with oaten stops, 
r whistle from the lodge, or village cock 
Count the night-watches to his feathery 
dames, 
’T would be some solace yet, some little 
cheering, 
In this close dungeon of innumerous boughs. 
‘ irgin,-ourlost_sister! 
Where may she wander now, whither betake 


her 351 
From the chill dew, amongst rude burs and 
thistles? 


Perhaps some cold bank is her bolster sil 
Or ’gainst the rugged bark of some broad elm 
Leans her unpillowed head, fraught with sad 
fears. 
What if in wild amazement and affright, 356 
Or, while we speak, within the direful grasp 
Of savage hunger, or of savage heat! 
Elder Brother. Peace, brother: be not 
& over-exquisite 
fi 


'o cast the fashion of uncertain evils; 360 


o9 wd we Aphrrrige at 
ayes, tt Le) oot 


For, grant they be so, 4vhile they rest un-~) “q 
2 ( 


cnown, f, 
What need a man forestall his date of grief, | 4/4“ 
And run to meet what he would most avoid? 

Or, if they be but false alarms of fear, 

How bitter is such self-delusion! 

I do not think my sister so to seek, 

Or so unprincipled in virtue’s book, 

And the sweet peace that goodness bosoms 
ever, 

As that the single want of light and noise 

(Not being in danger, as I trust she is not) 

Could stir the constant mood of her calm 

thoughts, 371 
And put them into misbecoming plight. 
Virtue could see to do what Virtue would 7 
By her own radiant light, though sun and 

moon 
Were in the flat sea sunk. And Wisdom’s 

self 375 
Oft seeks to sweet retiréd solitude, 

Where, with her best nurse, Contemplation, J 
She plumes her feathers, and lets grow her 
wings, 
That, in the various bustle of resort, 379 
Were all to-ruffled, and sometimes impaired. 
He that has light within his own clear breast 7 
May sit i’ th’ centre, and enjoy bright day: 
But he that hides a dark soul and foul 
thoughts 
Benighted walks under the mid-day sun; 
Himself is his own dungeon. 385_/ 
Second Brother. *T is most true 
That musing Meditation most affeets 
The pensive secrecy of desert.cell, @_. 
Far from the cheerful haunt of men and herds, 
And sits as safe as in a senate-house; 389 
For who would rob a Hermit of his weeds, _ 
His few books, or his beads, or maple dish, 
Or do his gray hairs any violence? 
But-Beauty, ke the fair Hesperian tree 
Laden with blooming gold, had need the guard 
Of dragon-watch with uninchanted eye 395 
To save her blossoms, and defend her fruit, 
From the rash hand of bold Incontinence. 
You may as well spread out the unsunned 7 
heaps 
Of miser’s treasure by an outlaw’s den, 
And tell me it is safe, as bid me hope 
Danger will wink on Opportunity, 
And let a single helpless maiden pass 
Uninjured in this wild surrounding waste. 
Of night or loneliness it recks me not: 
I fear the dread events that dog them both, 
Lest some ill-greeting touch attempt the 

person 406 

Of our unownéd sister. S 
Elder Brother. I do not, brother, 
Infer as if I thought my sister’s state | 


365 


400 


336 


Secure without all doubt or controversy; 

Yet, where an equal poise of hope and. fear 

Does arbitrate the event, my natureis 411 

That I incline to hope rather. than fear, 

And gladly banish squint suspicion. 

My sister is not so defenceless left 

As you imagine; she has a hidden strength 

Which you remember not. 415 

Second Brother. | What hidden strength, 

Unless the strength of Heaven, if you mean 
that? 

Elder Brother. I mean that too, but yet a 

hidden strength 

Which, if Heaven gave it, may be termed 
her own: 

}2l' is Chastity, my brother, Chastity: 420 

She that has that is clad in complete steel, 

And, like a quivered nymph with arrows keen, 

May trace huge forests, and unharboured 
heaths, 

Infamous hills, and sandy perilous wilds: 

Where, through the sacred rays of chastity, 

No savage fierce, bandite, or mountaineer 

Will dare to soil her virgin purity. 

Yea, there where very desolation dwells, 

By grots and caverns shagged with horrid 
shades, 429 

She may pass on with unblenched majesty, 

Be it not done in pride, or in presumption. 

Some say no evil thing that walks by night, , 

In fog or fire; by lake or moorish fen, 

Blue meagre ‘hag, or stubborn unlaid cen 

That breaks his magic chains at curfew time, 

No goblin or swart faery of the mine, 

Hath hurtful power_o’er true virginity. 

Do ye believe me yet, or shall I eall 

Antiquity from the old schools of Greece 

To testify the arms of Chastity? 440 

Hence had the huntress Dian her dread bow, 

Fair silver-shafted Queen forever chaste, 

Wherewith she tamed the brinded lioness 

And spotted mountain-pard, but set at 
naught 

The frivolous bolt of Cupid; gods and men 

Feared her stern frown, and she was queen 
o’ th’ woods. 446 

“What was that snaky-headed Gorgon shield 

That wise Minerva wore, unconquered virgin, 

“Wherewith she Tféezed her foes to congealed 
stone, 

But rigid looks of chaste austerity, 450 

And noble grace that dashed brute violence 

With sudden adoration and blank awe? 

So dear to Heaven is saintly chastity 

That, when a soul is found sincerely so, 

A thousand a erled angels lackey her, 455 

Driving far off each thing of sin and ouilt, 

And in clear dream and solemn vision 

Tell her of things that no gross ear can hear; 
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Till oft converse with heavenly habitants 
Begin to cast a beam on the outward shape, 
The unpolluted temple of the mind, 461 
And turns it by degrees to the soul’s essence, 
Till all be made immortal. But, when lust, 
By vat eae looks, loose gestures, and foul 
ta 
But most by lewd and lavish act of sin, 465 
Lets in defilement to the inward parts, 
The soul grows clotted by contagion, 
Imbodies and imbrutes, till she quite lose 
The divine property of her first being. 
Such are those thick and gloomy shadows 
damp 470 
Oft seen in charnel vaults and sepulchres, 
Lingering and sitting by a new-made grave, 
As loth to leave the body that it loved, 
And linked itself by carnal sensualty 
To a degenerate and degraded state. 475 
- Second Brother. How charming is divine 
L. Philosophy! 
Not harsh, and crabbéd, as dull fools suppose, 
But musical as is Apollo’s lute, 
And a perpetual feast of nectared sweets, 
Where no crude surfeit reigns, 
Elder Brother. List, list! I hear 
Some far-off halloo break the silent air. 481 
Second Brother. Methought so too; what 
should it be? 
Elder Brother, For certain, 
Wither some one, like us, night-foundered here, 
Or else some neighbour woodman, or, at 
worst, 484 
Some roving robber calling to his fellows. 
Second Brother. Heaven keep my sister! 
Again, again, and near! 
Best draw, and stand upon our guard. 
- Elder Brother. T’1l hallo. 
If he be friendly, he comes well: if not, 
Defence is a good cause, and Heaven be 
for us! 


The ATTENDANT Sprrit, habited like a shepherd 


That hallo I should know. What are you? 


speak. 490 
Come not too near; you fall on iron stakes 
else. 


| Spina What voice is that? my young 
Lord! speak again. 


Second Brother. O brother, ’t is my father’s 
Shepherd, sure. 
Elder Brother. Thyrsis! whose _ artful 


strains have off delayed 494 

The huddling brook to hear his madrigal, 

And sweetened every muskrose of the dale. 

How camest thou here, good swain? Hath 
any ram 

Slipped from the fold, or young kid lost his 
dam, 
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Or straggling wether the pent flock forsook? 
How couldst thou find this dark sequestered 


nook? 600 
Spirit. O my loved master’s heir, and his 
next Joy, 


I came not here on such a trivial toy 
Asa strayed ewe, or to pursue the stealth 
Of pilfering wolf; not all the fleecy wealth 
That doth enrich these downs is worth a 
thought 505 
To this my errand, and the care it brought. 
But, oh! my virgin Lady, where is she? 
How chance she is not in your company? 
Elder Brother. To tell thee sadly, Shep- 
herd, without blame, 
Or our neglect, we lost her as we came. 510 
Spirit. Ay me unhappy! then my fears 
are true. 
Elder Brother. What fears, good Thyrsis? 
Prithee briefly shew. 
Spirit. V'll tell ye. ’Tis not vain or fabu- 
lous, 
(Though so esteemed by shallow ignorance) 
What the sage poets, taught the heavenly 
Muse, 515 
Storied of old in high immortal verse, 
Of dire Chimeras, and inchanted Isles, 
And ge rocks whose entrance leads to 
Hell; 
For such there be, but unbelief is blind. 
Within the navel of this hideous wood, 520 
if Immured in cypress shades, a_ Sorcerer 
dwells, 
Of Bacchus and of Circe born, great Comus, 
Deep skilled in all his mother’s witcheries, 
And here to every thirsty wanderer 
By sly enticement gives his baneful cup, 525 
With many murmurs mixed, whose pleasing 
poison 
The visage quite transforms of him that 
drinks, 
And the inglorious likeness of a beast 
Fixes instead, unmoulding reason’s mintage 
j.Charactered in the face. This have I 
learnt 530 
Tending my flocks hard by i’ the hilly crofts 
That brow this bottom glade; whence night 
by night 
He and his monstrous rout are heard to howl 
Like stabled wolves, or tigers at their prey, 
Doing abhorred rites to Hecate 535 
In their obscuréd haunts of inmost bowers. 
Yet have they many baits and guileful spells 
To inveigle and invite the unwary sense 
Of them that pass unweeting by the way. 
[ Lhis evening late, by then the chewing flocks 
Had ta’en their supper on the savoury herb 
Of knot-grass dew-besprent, and were in 
fold, 542 
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I sat me down to watch upon a bank 

With ivy canopied, and interwove 

With flaunting honeysuckle, and began, 

Wrapt in a pleasing fit of melancholy, 

To meditate my rural minstrelsy, 

Till faney had her fill. But ere a close 

The wonted roar was up amidst the woods, 

And filled the air with barbarous disso- 
nance; 550 

At which I ceased, and listened them awhile, 

Till an unusual stop of sudden silence 

Gave respite to the drowsy-flighted steeds 

That draw the litter of close-curtained Sleep. 

At last a soft and solemn-breathing sound 

Rose like a steam of rich distilled perfumes, 

And stole upon the air, that even Silence 557 

Was took ere she was ware, and wished she 
might 

Deny her nature, and be never more, 

Still to be so displaced. | I was all ear, 560 

And took in strains that might create a soul 

Under the ribs of Death. But, oh! ere long 

Too well I did perceive it was the voice 

Of my most honoured Lady, your dear sister. 

Amazed I stood, harrowed with grief and 
fear; 565 

And ‘O poor hapless Nightingale,’ thought I, 

‘How sweet thou sing’st, how near the deadly | 
snare!’ 

Then down the lawns I ran with headlong 
haste, 

Through paths and turnings often trod by 
day, 569 

Till, guided by mine ear, I found the place 

Where that damned wisard, hid in sly disguise 

(For so by certain signs I knew), had met 4 

Already, ere my best speed could prevent, 

The aidless innocent lady, his wished prey; 

Who gently asked if he had seen such two, 

Supposing him some neighbour villager. 

Longer I durst not stay, but soon I guessed 

Ye were the two she meant; with that I 
sprung 578 

Into swift flight, till I had found you here; 

But furder know I not. 

Second Brother. O night and shades, 
How are ye joined with hell in triple knot 
Against the unarmed weakness of one virgin, 
Alone and helpless!  Ls_this.the—confi- 

dence 
You.gave me, brother? 


Elder Brother. Yes, and keep it still; 
Lean on it safely; not a period 585 


Shall be unsaid for me. Against the threats 

Of malice or of sorcery, or that power 

Which erring men call Chance, this I hold 
firm: 

Virtue may be assailed, but never hurt, 


Surprised by unjust force, but not sutialed i) _ 
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Yea, even that which Mischief meant most 
harm 591 

Shall in the happy trial prove most glory. 

But evil on itself shall back recoil, 

And mix no more with goodness, when at 


last 
Gathered like scum, and settled to itself, 
It shall be in eternal restless change 596 


, Self-fed and self-consuméd. |If this fail, 
\ The pillared firmament is rottenness, 


And carth’s base built on stubble. But come, 
—  let’s on! 599 
Against the opposing will and arm of Heaven 
May never this just sword be lifted up; 
But, for that damned magician, let him be girt 
With all the griesly legions that troop 
Under the sooty flag of Acheron, 
Harpies and Hydras, or all the monstrous 
forms 605 
’Twixt Africa and Ind, Ill find him out, 
And force him to restore his purchase back, 
Or drag him by the curls to a foul death, 


He called it Hamony, and gaye it me, 

And bade me keep it.as of sovran_use 

’Gainst all inchantments, mildew blast, or 
damp, 640 

Or ghastly Furies’ apparition. 

I pursed it up, but little reckoning made, 

Till now that this extremity compelled. 

But now I find it true; for by this means 

1 knew the foul inchanter, though disguised, 

Entered the very lime-twigs of his spells, 

And yet came off. If you have this about 
you 

(As I will give you when we go), you may 

Boldly assault the necromancer’s hall; 

Where if he be, with dauntless hardihood 650 

And brandished blade rush on him: break 
his glass, 

And shed the luscious liquor on the ground; 

But seize his wand. Though he and his 
curst crew 

Fierce sign of battail make, and menace high, 

Or, like the sons of Vulean, vomit smoke, 


Cursed as his life. 

Spirit. Alas! good ventrous youth, 
I love thy courage yet, and bold emprise; @ Jl follow thee; 
But here thy sword can do thee little stead. | And some good angel bear a shield before us! 
Far other arms and other weapons must 612 wp. g shanges to’ a.gtately pale Grout ritnrall 
Be those that quell the might of hellish | manner of deliciou “music, tables sprea 


Yet will they soon retire, if he but shrink. 
Elder Brother. Thyrsis, lead on apace; 


manner of deliciousness: soft music, tables spread 


charms \je with all dainties. Comus appears with his rabble, 
ee oe “| and the Lady set in an inchanted chair; to whom he 
eC He with his bare wand can unthread thy { offers his glass; which she puts by, and goes about to 
joints, pO ae 
| And crumble all thy sinews. Comus. Nay, Lady, sit. If I but wave this 


Elder Brother. | Why prithee, Shepherd, 
How durst thou then thyself approach so near 
As to make this relation? 

Spirit. Care and utmost shifts 

| How to secure the Lady from surprisal 


wand, 659 
Your nerves are all chained up in alabaster, 
And you a statue, or as Daphne was, 
Root-bound, that fled Apollo. 

Lady. Fool, do not boast. 
Brought to my mind a certain shepherd lad, Thou canst not touch the freedom of my mind 
Of small regard to see to, yet well skilled 620 With all thy charms, although this corporal 
In every virtuous plant and healing herb rind 
That spreads her verdant leaf to the morning Thou hast immanacled while Heaven sees 

Wh e ray. good. 665 
He loved me well, and oft would beg me sing; Comus. Why are you vexed, Lady? why} 
Which when I did, he on the tender grass do you frown? 

Would sit, and hearken even to ecstasy, 625 Here dwell no frowns, nor anger; from these 
And in requital ope his leathern scrip gates 

And show me simples of a thousand names, Sorrow fliesfar. See, here be all the pleasures 
Telling their strange and vigorous faculties. That fancy can beget on youthful thoughts, | 
Amongst the rest a small unsightly root, When the fresh blood grows lively, and re- 
But of divine effect, he culled me out. — 630 turns 670 
The leaf was darkish, and had prickles on it, | Brisk as the April buds in primrose season. 
But in another country, as he said, And first behold this cordial julep here, 

Bore a bright golden flower, but not in this That flames and dances in his crystal 


soil: bounds, 
Unknown, and like esteemed, and the dull With spirits of balm and fragrant syrups 
swain 634 mixed. 
Treads on it daily with his clouted shoon; Not that Nepenthes which the wife of Thone 
“And yet more med’cinal is it than that Moly In Egypt gave to Jove-born Helena 676 


\ 


(That Hermes once to wise Ulysses gave. Is of such power to stir up joy as this, 
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To life so friendly, or so cool to thirst. 

Why should you be so cruel to yourself, 
And to those dainty limbs, which Nature lent 
For gentle usage and soft delicacy? 681 
But you invert the covenants of her trust, 
And harshly deal, like an ill borrower, 
With that which you received on other terms, 
Scorning the unexempt condition 685 
By which all mortal frailty must subsist, 
Refreshment after toil, ease after pain, 
That have been tired all day without repast, 
And timely rest have wanted.) But, fair 
‘ virgin 689 


his will restore all soon. 
Lady *T will not, false traitor! 


y- se tral 
"T will not restore the truth and honesty 


That thou hast banished from thy tongue 


with lies. 
the safe abode 


Was this the cottag 
Thou told’st_me ‘of?. What grim aspects 


are these, 
These roughly-headed monsters? Mercy 
guard me! 695 
Hence with thy brewed enchantments, foul 
deceiver! 


Hast thou betrayed my credulous innocence 
With vizored falsehood and base forgery? 
And wouldst thou seek again to trap me here 
With lickerish baits, fit to ensnare a brute? 
Were it a draught for Juno when she ban- 
quets, 701 
would not taste thy treasonous offer. None 


ut_such as are good men can give good 


things; 
And that which is not good is not delicious 
To a well-governed and wise appetite. 705 
Comus. O foolishness of men! that lend 
their ears 
To those budge doctors of the Stoic fur, 
And fetch their precepts from the Cynic tub, 


Praising the lean and sallow Abstinence! 
Wherefore did Nature pour her bounties 
forth 710 


With such a full and unwithdrawing hand, 
Covering the earth with odours, fruits, and 
flocks, 
Thronging the seas with spawn innumerable, 
But all to please and sate the curious taste? 
And set to work millions of spinning worms, 
That in their green shops weave the smooth- 
haired silk, 716 
To deck her sons; and, that no corner might 
Be vacant of her plenty, in her own loins 
She hutched the all-worshipped ore a 
precious gems, 
To store her children with. If all the mera 
. Should, in a pet of temperance, feed on pulse, 
Drink the clear stream, and nothing wear 
but frieze, 
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The All-giver would be unthanked, would be 
unpraised, 

Not half his riches known, and yet despised; 

And we should serve him as a grudging 
master, 725 

As a penurious niggard of his wealth, 

And live like Nature’s bastards, not her sons, 

Who would be quite surcharged with her own 
weight, 

And strangled with her waste fertility: 

The earth cumbered, and the winged air 
darked with plumes; 730 

The herds would over-multitude their lords; 

The sea o’erfraught would swell, and the un- 
sought diamonds 

Would so imblaze the forehead of the Deep 

And so bestud with stars, that they below 

Would grow inured to light, and come at 
last 735 

To gaze upon the Sun with shameless brows. 

List, Lady; be not coy, and be not cozened 

With that same vaunted name, Virginity. 

Beauty is Nature’s coin; must not be 
hoarded, 

But must be current; and the good thereof 

Consists in mutual and partaken bliss, 741 

Unsavoury in the enjoyment of itself. 

If you let slip time, like a neglected rose 

It withers on the stalk with languished head. 

Beauty is Nature’s brag, and must be shown 

In courts, at feasts, and high solemnities, 

Where most may wonder at the workman- 
ship. 

It is for homely features to keep home; 

They had their name thence: coarse com- 
plexions 749 

And cheeks of sorry grain, will serve to ply 

The sampler, and to tease the huswife’s wool. 

What need a vermeil-tinctured lip for that, 

Love-darting eyes, or tresses like the 
Morn? 

There was another meaning in these gifts; 

Think what, and be advised; you are but 


young yet. 755 
Lady. I had not thought to have unlocked 
my lips 


In this unhallowed air, but that this Juggler 

Would eres to charm my judgment, as mine 
eye 

Qbtruding false rules pranked in reason’s 


ar. 
I when Vice can bolt her arguments 
And_ Virtue has no tongue to check her 
pride. 761 


Impostor! do not charge most innocent Na- 


ture, 
As if she would her children should be riot- 
ous 


With her abundance. She, good Cateress, 


| 


~Thou art not 


| And try her yet more strongly. 
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Means her provision only to the good, 765 

That live according to her sober laws, 

And holy dictate of spare Temperance: 

If every just man that now pines with 
want 

Had but a moderate and beseeming share 

Of that which lewdly-pampered Luxury 770 

Now heaps upon some few with vast excess, 

Nature’s full blessings would be well-dis- 
pensed 

In unsuperfluous even proportion, 

And she no whit encumbered with her 

KW store; 774 

And then the Giver would be better thanked, 

His praise due paid: for swinish Gluttony 

Ne’er looks to Heaven amidst his gorgeous 
feast, 

But with besotted base ingratitude 

Crams, and blasphemes his Feeder. 
go on? 779 

Or have I said enow? To him that dares 

Arm his profane tongue with contemptuous 
words 

Against the sun-clad power of Chastity 

Fain would I something say; — yet to what 
end? 

Thou hast nor ear, nor soul, to apprehend 

The sublime notion and high mystery 

That must be uttered to unfold the sage 

And serious doctrine of Virginity; 


Shall I 


785 


And thou art worthy that thou shouldst not 


know 

‘More happiness than this thy present lot. 

Iinjoy your dear Wit, and gay Rhetoric, 

That hath so well been taught her dazzling 
fence; 791 

fit to hear thyself convinced. 

Yet, should I try, the uncontrolléd worth 

Of this pure cause would kindle my rapt 
spirits 

To such a flame of sacred vehemence 795 

That dumb things would be moved to sym- 
pathize, 

And the brute Earth would lend her nerves, 

and shake, 

all thy magic 

high, 

Were shattered into heaps o’er thy false head. 

Comus. She fables not. I feel that I do 

fear 800 

Her words set off by some superior power; 

And, though not. mortal, yet.a cold shudder- 
ing dew 

Dips me_all.o’er, as when the wrath of Jove 

Speaks thunder and the chains of Erebus 

To some of Saturn’s crew. | I must dis- 
semble, 805 

Come, no 


structures, reared so 


Till 


more! 
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This is mere moral babble, and direct 

Against the canon laws of our foundation. 

I must not suffer this; yet ’t is but the lees 

And settlings of a melancholy blood. 810 

But this will cure all straight; one sip of this 

Will bathe the drooping spirits in delight 

Beyond the bliss of dreams. Be wise and 

taste. .. 

‘The Brothers rush in with swords drawn, wrest his glass 
out of his hand, and break it against the ground: his 
rout make sign of resistance, but are all driven in. 
The attendant spirit comes in. 

y Spirit. What! have you let the false En- 
| _ chanter scape? 

O ye mistook; ye should have snatched his 


wand, 815 
And bound him fast. Without_his rod re- 
versed, ; 


And backward mutters of dissevering power, 


n stony fetters fixed and motionless. 
now I bethink 


ln e cannot free the Lady that sits here 
I 


et stay; be not disturbed; 


me, 820 
Some other means I have which may be 
used, 


(Which once of Melibceus old I learnt, 

The soothest Shepherd that ere piped on 
plains. 

r There is a gentle Nymph not far from 

hence, 

That with moist curb sways the smooth 
Severn stream: 825 

Sabrina is her name: a virgin pure; 

Whilom she was the daughter of Locrine, 

That had the sceptre from his father 
Brute. 

She, guiltless damsel, flying the mad pursuit 

Of her enragéd stepdame, Guendolen, 830 

Commended her fair innocence to the flood 

That stayed her flight with his cross-flowing 


course. 

The water-Nymphs, that in the bottom 
played, 

Held up their pearléd wrists, and took her 
in, 


Bearing her straight to-aged-Nereus’ hall; 
Who, ‘piteous of her woes, reared her lank 
head, 836 
And gave her to his daughters to imbathe 
In nectared lavers strewed with asphodil, 
And through the porch and inlet of each 
sense 
Dropt in ambrosial oils, till she-revived, 840 
And underwent a quick immortal change, 
Made Goddess of the river. Still she re- 
tains 
Her maiden gentleness, and oft at eve 
Visits the herds along the twilight meadows, 
Helping all urchin blasts, and ill-luck signs 
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That the shrewd meddling Elf delights to 
make, 846 
Which she with pretious vialed liquors heals’ 
For which the Shepherds, at their fes- 
tivals, 
arol her goodness loud in rustic lays, 
And throw sweet garland wreaths into her 
stream, 850 
Of pansies, pinks, and gaudy daffadils. 
And, as the old Swain said, she can unlock 
The clasping charm, and thaw the numbing 
spell, 
If sh be ight invoked in warbled song; 
For maidenhood she loves, and will be swift 
To aid a virgin, such as was herself, 856 
In hard-besetting need. This will I try, 
And add the power of some adjuring 
verse. 
SONG 
Sabrina fair, 
Listen where thou art sitting 860 
Under the glassy, cool, translucent wave, 
In twisted braids of lilies knitting 
The loose train of thy amber-dropping 


ir; 
Listen for dear honour’s sake, 
Goddess of the silver lake, 865 
Listen and save! 
Listen and appear to us 
In name of great Oceanus, 
By the earth-shaking Neptune’s mace, 
And Tethys’ grave majestic pace; 
By hoary Nereus’ wrinkled look, 
And the Carpathian wizard’s hook; 
By scaly Triton’s winding shell, 
And old soothsaying Glaucus’ spell: 
By Leucothea’s lovely hands, 875 
And her son that rules the strands; 
By Thetis’ tinsel-slippered feet, 
And the songs of Sirens sweet; 
By dead Parthenope’s dear tomb, 
And fair Ligea’s golden comb, 880 
Wherewith she sits on diamond rocks 
Sleeking her soft alluring locks; 
By all the nymphs that nightly dance 
Upon thy streams with wily glance; 
Rise, rise, and heave thy rosy he ad 885 
From thy "coral- -paven bed, 
And bridle in thy headlong wave, 
Till thou our summons answered have, 
Lister: and save! 


870 


Sabrina rises, attended by Water-nymphs, and sings. 


By the rushy-fringéd bank, 890 

Where grows the willow and the osier dank, 
My sliding chariot stays, 

Thick set with agate, and the azurn sheen 

Of turkis blue, and emerald green, 
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That in the channel strays; 895 
Whilst from off the waters fleet 
Thus I set my printless feet 
O’er the cowslip’s velvet head, 
That bends not as I tread. 
Gentle swain, at thy request 900 


Tam here! 

Spirit. Goddess dear, 
We implore thy powerful hand 
To undo the charméd band 
Of true virgin here distressed 905 
Through the force and through the wile 
Of unblessed enchanter vile. 

Sabrina. Shepherd, ’t is my office best 
To help ensnaréd Chastity. 
Brightest Lady, look on me. 910 
Thus I sprinkle on thy breast 
Drops that from my fountain pure 
I have kept of pretious cure; 
Thrice upon thy finger’s tip, 
Thrice upon thy rubied lip. 915 
Next this marble venomed seat, 
Smeared with gums of glutinous heat, 
I touch with chaste palms moist and cold. 
Now the spell hath lost his hold; 
And I must haste ere morning hour 920 
To wait in Amphitrite’s bower. 


Sabrina descends, and the Lady rises out of her seat. 


Spirit. Virgin, daughter of Locrine, 
Sprung of old Anchises’ line, 
May thy brimméd waves for this 
Their full tribute never miss 925 
From a thousand petty rills, 
That tumble down the snowy hills: 
Summer drouth, or singéd air 
Never scorch thy tresses fair, 
Nor wet October’s torrent flood 930 
Thy molten crystal fill with mud; 
May thy billows roll ashore 
The beryl and the golden ore; 
May thy lofty head be crowned 
With many a tower and terrace round, 935 
And here and there thy banks upon 
With groves of myrrh and cinnamon. 


Come, Lady; while Heaven lends us 
grace, 
Let us fly this cursed place, 
Lest the Sorcerer us entice 940 


With some other new device. 

Not a waste or needless sound 

Till we come to holier ground; 

I shall be your faithful guide 

Through this gloomy covert wide; 945 
And not many furlongs thence 

Is your Father’s residence, 

Where this night are met in state 

Many a friend to gratulate 

His wished presence, and beside 950 
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All the Swains that there abide 

With jigs and rural dance resort. 

We shall catch them at their sport, 

And our sudden coming there 

Will double all their mirth and cheer. 
Come, let us haste; the stars grow high, 
But Night sits monarch yet in the mid sky. 


955 


The Scene changes, presenting Ludlow Town, and the 
President’s castle: then come in Country Dancers; 
after them the Attendant Spirit, with the two Brothers 
and the Lady. 


SONG 
Spirit. Back, Shepherds, back! 
you play 
Till next sun-shine holiday. 
Here be, without duck or nod, 
Other trippings to be trod 
Of lighter toes, and such court guise 
As Mercury did first devise 
With the mincing Dryades 
On the lawns and on the leas. 


Enough 


960 


965 


This second Song presents them to their Father and 
’ Mother. 


Noble Lord and Lady bright, 

I have brought ye new delight. 
Here behold so goodly grown 
Three fair branches of your own. 
Heaven hath timely tried their youth, 970 
Their faith, their patience, and their truth, 
And sent them here through hard assays 
With a crown of deathless praise, 

To triumph in victorious dance 

O’er sensual Folly and Intemperance. 


The dances ended, the Spirit epiloguizes. 


Spirit. To the ocean now I fly 
And those happy climes that lie 
Where day never shuts his eye, 

Up in the broad fields of the sky. 

There I suck the liquid air, 

All amidst the Gardens fair 

Of Hesperus, and his daughters three 
That sing about the Golden Tree. 
Along the crispéd shades and bowers 
tevels the spruce and jocund Spring: —-985 
The Graces and the rosy-bosomed Hours 
Thither all their bounties bring. 
There eternal Summer dwells, 

And west winds with musky wing 
About the cedarn alleys fling 

Nard and cassia’s balmy smells. 

Tris there with humid bow 

Waters the odorous banks, that blow 

Flowers of more mingled hue 

Than her purfled scarf can shew, 

And drenches with Elysian dew 

(List mortals, if your ears be true) 
3eds of hyacinth and roses, 


980 


990 


995 
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Where young Adonis oft reposes, 
Waxing well of his deep wound 
In slumber soft, and on the ground 
Sadly sits the Assyrian queen; 
But far above in spangled sheen 
Celestial Cupid, her famed son, advanced, 
Holds his dear Psyche sweet entranced, 1005 
After her wandering labours long, 
Till free consent the gods among 
Make her his eternal Bride, 
And from her fair unspotted side 
Two blissful twins are to be born, 
Youth and Joy; so Jove hath sworn. 

But now my task is smoothly done, 
I can fly, or I can run 
Quickly to the green earth’s end, 
Where the bowed welkin slow doth bend, 1015 
And from thence can soar as soon 
To the corners of the Moon. 

Mortals that would follow me, 
Love Virtue, she alone is free; 


1000 


1010 


She can teach ye how to climb 1020 
Higher than the sphery chime: 
Or, if Virtue feeble were, 
Heaven itself would stoop to her. 
1637 


LYCIDAS 


“Yer once more, O ye Laurels, and once 
more, 
Ye Myrtles brown, with ivy never sere, 
I come to pluck your berries harsh and 
© crude, 
And with forced fingers rude 
Shatter your leaves before the mellowing 
year. 5 
Bitter constraint and sad occasion dear 
Compels me to disturb your season due; 
or Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime, 
oe Lycidas, and hath not left his peer. 
Who would not sing for Lycidas? he knew 10 
Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme. 
He must not float upon his watery bier 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind, 
Without the meed of some melodious tear. 
Begin, then, Sisters of the sacred well 15 
That from beneath the seat of Jove doth 
spring; 
Begin, and somewhat loudly sweep the 
string. 
Hence with denial vain, and coy excuse: 
So may some gentle Muse 
With lucky words favour my destined urn, 20 
And as he passes turn, 
And bid fair peace be to my sable shroud! 
For we were nursed upon the self-same 
hill, 
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Fed a same flock, by fountain, shade, and 

ri 
yen ga ere the high lawns ap- 
25 


pear 
Under the opening eyelids of the Morn, 
We drove a-tield, and both together heard 
What time the’ gray-tly winds her sultry 


horn, 

Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of 
night, 

Oft till the star that rose at evening 


bright 30 
Toward heaven’s descent had sloped his wes- 
WK tering wheel. 
Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute; 
Tempered to the oaten flute 
Rough Satyrs danced, and Fauns with 
cloven heel 
From the glad sound would not be absent 
long; 35 
And old Damcetas loved to hear our song. 
But, oh! the heavy change, now thou art 
gone, 


Now thou art gone and never must return! 


Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods and desert 
caves, 

With wild thyme and the gadding vine o’er- 
own, 40 

And all their echoes, mourn. 

The willows, and the hazel copses green, 

Shall now no more be seen 

Fanning their joyous leaves to thy soft 


lays. 

As killing as the canker to the rose, 45 

Or taint-worm to the weanling herds that 
graze, 

Or frost to flowers, that their gay wardrobe 
wear 


When first the white-thorn blow: BF 
Such, Lycidas, thy loss to shepherd’s ear. 
— Where were ye, Nymphs, when the re- 


morseless deep 50 
ee o’er the head of your loved Lycidas? 
For neither were ye playing on the steep 

Where your old Bards, the famous Druids, 


lie, 
Nor on the shaggy top of Mona high, 
Nor yet where Deva spreads her wizard 
stream. 55 
Ay me! I fondly dream 
‘Had ye been there,’ 
that have done? 
What could the Muse herself that Orpheus 


. . for what could 


re 
The Muse herself, for her inchanting son, 
Whom universal nature did lament, 60 
When, by the rout that made the hideous 
roar, 
His gory visage down the stream was sent, 
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Down the swift Hebrus to the Lesbian 

shore? 
Alas! what boots it with incessant care 

To tend the homely, slighted, Shepherd’s 
trade, 65 

And strictly meditate the thankless Muse? 

Were it not better done, as others use, 

To sport with Amaryllis in the shade, 

Or with the tangles of Newra’s hair? 

Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth 7 
raise 70 

(The last infirmity of noble mind) 

To scorn delights and live laborious days; 

But the fair guerdon when we hope to find, 

And think to burst out into sudden blaze, 

Comes the blind Fury with the abhorréd 


shears, 75 
And slits the thin-spun life. ‘But not the | 
praise,’ 
Pheebus replied, and touched my trembling 


ears: 
‘Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil, 
Nor in the glistering foil. 
Set ae to the world, nor in broad rumour 
80 
But lives and spreads aloft by those pure 
eyes 
And perfect witness of all-judging Jove; 
As he pronounces lastly on each deed, 
Of so much fame in heaven expect thy 
meed.’ 
O fountain Arethuse, and thou honoured 
flood, 85 
Smooth-sliding Mincius, crowned with vocal 
reeds, 
That strain I heard was of a higher mood. 
But now my oat proceeds, 
And listens to the Herald of the Sea, 
That came in Neptune’s plea. 90 
He asked the waves, and asked the felon 
winds, 
What hard mishap hath doomed this gentle 
swain? 
And questioned every gust of rugged wings, 
That blows from off each beakéd promon- 
tory. 
They know not of his story; 95 
And sage Hippotades their answer brings, 
That not a blast was from his dungeon 
strayed: 
The air was calm, and on the level brine 
Sleek Panopé with all her sisters played. 
It was that fatal and perfidious bark, 100 
Built in the eclipse, and rigged with curses 
dark, 
That sunk so low that sacred head of thine. 
Next, Camus, reverend Sire, went footing 
slow, 
His mantle hairy, and his bonnet sedge 
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Inwrought with figures dim, and on the 
edge 105 

Like to that sanguine flower inscribed with 
woe, 

‘Ah! who hath reft,’ quoth he, ‘my dearest 
pledge?’ 

Last came, and last did go, 

The Pilot of the Galilean Lake; 

Two massy keys he bore of metals twain 110 

(The golden opes, the iron shuts amain). 

He shook his mitered locks, and stern be- 
spake: — 

‘How well could I have spared for thee, 
young swain, 

Anow of such as, for their bellies’ sake, 

Creep, and intrude, and climb into the 
fold! 115 

Of other care they little reckoning make 

Than how to scramble at the shearers’ feast, 

And shove away the worthy bidden guest. 

Blind mouths! that scarce themselves know 
how to hold 

A sheep-hook, or have learnt ought else the 
least 120 

That to the faithful Herdsman’s art belongs! 

What recks it them? What need they? 
They are sped; 

And, when they list, their lean and flashy 


songs 
Grate on their scrannel pipes of wretched 
straw; 
The hungry sheep look up, and are not 
fed, 125 


But, swoln with wind and the rank mist 
they draw, 

Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread; 

Besides what the grim Wolf with privy 
paw, 

Daily devours apace, and nothing said. 

3ut that two-handed engine at the door 130 

Stands ready to smite once, and smite no 
more.’ 

Return, Alphéus; the dread voice is past 

That shrunk thy streams; return, Sicilian 
Muse, 

And eall the vales, and bid them hither cast 

Their bells and flowerets of a thousand 
hues. 135 

Ye valleys low, where the mild whispers use 

Of shades, and wanton winds, and gushing 
brooks, 

On whose fresh lap the swart star sparely 
looks, 

Throw hither all your quaint enameled 


eyes, 
That on the green turf suck the honeyed 
showers, 140 
And purple all the ground with vernal flow- 
ers. 
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Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies, 

The tufted crow-toe, and pale gessamine, 

The white pink, and the pansy freaked with 
jet 

The glowing violet, 146 

The musk-rose, and the well-attired wood- 


bine, 
With cowslips wan that hang the pensive 
head, 
And every flower that sad embroidery wears, 
Bid amaranthus all his beauty shed, 
And daffadillies fill their cups with tears, 150 
To strew the laureate hearse where Lycid 
hes. 
For so, to interpose a little ease, 
Let our frail thoughts dally with false sur- 
mise. 
Ay me! whilst thee the shores and sounding 
seas 
Wash far away, where’er thy bones are 
hurled; 155 
Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides, 
Meee thou perhaps under the whelming 
tide 
Visit’st the bottom of the monstrous world; 
Or whether thou, to our moist vows denied, 
Sleep’st by the fable of Bellerus old, 160 
Where the great Vision of the guarded mount 
Looks toward Namancos and Bayona’s hold. 
Look homeward, Angel, now, and melt with 
ruth; 
And, O ye dolphins, waft the hapless youth. 
Weep no more, woeful shepherds, weep 
no more, 165 
For Lycidas, your sorrow, is not dead, 
Sunk though he be beneath the watery 
floor. 
So sinks the day-star in the ocean-bed, 
And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 
And tricks his beams, and, with new-span- 
gled ore, 170 
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky: 
So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high, 
Through the dear might of Him that walked 
the waves, 
Where, other groves and other streams along, 
With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves, 175 
And hears the unexpressive nuptial song, 
In the blest kingdoms meek of joy and 


clove. 


There entertain him all the Saints above, 
In solemn troops, and sweet societies, 
That sing, and, singing in their glory 
move, 180 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
Now, Lycidas, the Shepherds weep no more; 
Henceforth thou art the Genius of the shore, 
In thy large recompense, and shalt be good 
To all that wander in that perilous flood. 185 
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Thus sang the uncouth Swain to the oaks 
and rills, 
stings hing still ‘Morn went out with sandals 


He tn the tender stops of various quills, 
With eager thought warbling his Doric lay: 


And now the sun had stretched out all the © 


hills, : 190 
And now was dropt into the western bay. 


To-morrow to fresh woods, and pastures new. 
1638 


SONNETS 


ON HIS BEING ARRIVED TO THE AGE 
OF TWENTY-THREE 


How soon hath Time, the subtle thief of 
youth, 

Stolen on his wing my ‘three and twentieth 
year! 

My hasting days fly on with full career, 


p But my late spring no bud nor blossom 
shew th. 

Perhaps my semblance might deceive the 

truth, 5 


{That I to ‘manhood am arrived so near, 
And inward ripeness doth much less appear, 
That some more timely-happy spirits en- 
du’th. 
Yet be it less or more, or soon or slow, 
It shall be still in strictest measure even 
To that same lot, however mean or high, 
Towards which Time leads me, and the will 
of Heaven. 
All is, if I have grace to use it so, 
As ever in my great Task-master’s eye. 
1645 


10 


TO THE LORD GENERAL CROMWELL, 
ON THE PROPOSALS OF CERTAIN 
MINISTERS AT THE COMMITTEE 
FOR PROPAGATION OF THE GOSPEL 

Cromwell, our chief of men, who through a 

cloud 

Not of war only, but detractions rude, 

Guided by faith and matchless fortitude, 

To peace and truth thy glorious way hast 

ploughed, 

And on the neck of crownéd Fortune proud 5 

Has reared God’s trophies, and his work 

pursued, 

While Darwen stream, with blood of Scots 

imbrued, 

And Dunbar field, resounds thy praises loud, 
nd Woreester’s laureate wreath: $ yet much 

(* remains 


345 


To conquer still; Peace hath her victories 10 
No less renowned than War: new foes arise, 
Threatening to bind our souls with secular 
chains. 
Help us to save free conscience from the paw 
Of hireling wolves, 
maw: 
me 1694 


Syynbo | of act + learning 
At last he rose, and twitched his mantle blue: ~ 


ON THE LATE MASSACRE IN 
PIEMONT 


Avenge, O Lord, thy slaughtered Saints, } 
whose bones 

Lie scattered on the Alpine mountains cold; | 

Even them who kept thy truth so pure of 


O 3 
When all our fathers worshiped stocks and 
stones, 
Forget not: in thy book record their groans 5 
pe? fe thy sheep, and in their ancient 
ol 
Slain by the bloody Piemontese, that rolled 
Mother with infant down the rocks. Their 
moans 
The vales redoubled to the hills, and they 
To heaven. Their martyred blood and A 
sow 
O’er all the Italian fields, where still doth 
sway Pe 
The he Tyrant) that from these may | 
A Hundredfold who, having learnt thy way, 
Early may fly the Babylonian woe. 
1672 


ON HIS BLINDNESS 


When I consider how my light is spent 

Ere half my days in this dark world and 
wide, 

And that one Talent which is death to hide 

Lodged with me useless, though my soul 
more bent 

To serve therewith my Maker, and present 5 

My true account, lest He returning chide, 

‘Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?’ 

I fondly ask. | But Patience, to prevent 

That murmur, soon replies, ‘God doth not 


need 
Hither man’s work or his own gifts. Who 
best 10 
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best. | 
His state 


Is kingly: thousands at his bidding speed, 
And post o’er-land and ocean without rest; 
“hey also serve who only stand and wait.’ 

1673 


whose Gospel is their | 


q 


346 
TO CYRIACK SKINNER 


Cyriack, this three years’ day these eyes, 
though clear, 

To outward view, of blemish or of spot, 

Bereft of light, their seeing have forgot; 

Nor to their idle orbs doth sight appear 

Of sun, or moon, or star, throughout the 
year, 5 

Or man, or woman. |Yet I argue not 

Against Heaven’s hand or will, nor bate a jot 

Of heart or hope, but still bear up and steer 

Right onward. What supports me, dost thou 


ask? 
~The conscience, friend, to have lost them 
_ _over-plied_ 10 


In Liberty’s defence, my noble task, 
Of which all Europe rings from side to side. 
This thought might lead me through the 
world’s vain mask, 
Content, though blind, had I no better guide. 
1694 


ON HIS DECEASED WIFE 


~ Methought I saw my late espouséd saint 
Brought to me like Alcestis from the grave, 
“Whom Jove’s great son to her glad hus- 
band gave, 
Rescued from Death by force, though pale 
and faint. 
Mine, as whom washed from spot of child- 
bed taint 
Purification in the Old Law did save, 
And such as yet once more I trust to have 
Full sight of her in Heaven without re- 
straint, 
Came vested all in white, pure as her mind. 
Her’ face was veiled; yet to my fancied 
sight 10 
Love, sweetness, goodness, in her person 
shined 
Bs clear as in no face with more delight. 
But, oh! as to embrace me she inclined, 
I waked, she fled, and day brought back my 
= night. 
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crew, into the great Deep. Which action passed over, 
the Poem hastens into the midst of things; presenting 
Satan, with his Angels, now fallen into Hell — de- 
scribed here, not in the Center (for heaven and earth 
may be supposed as yet not made, certainly not yet 
accursed), but in a place of utter darkness, fitliest 
called Cha atan, with his Angels lying on 
the burning lake, thunderstruck and astonished, after 
a certain space recovers, as from confusion; calls up 
him who, next in order and dignity, lay by him: they 
confer of their miserable fall. Satan awakens all his 
legions, who lay till then in the same manner con- 
founded. They rise: their numbers; array of battle; 
their chief ‘leaders named, according to the idols 
known afterwards in Canaan and the countries ad- 
joining. To these Satan directs his speech; comforts 
them with hope yet of regaining Heaven; but tells 
them, lastly, of a new world and new kind of creature 
to be created, according to an ancient prophecy, or 
report, in Heaven — for that Angels were long before 
this visible creation was the opinion of many ancient 
Fathers. To find out the truth of this prophecy, and 
what to determine thereon, he refers to a full council. 
What his associates thence attempt. Pandemonium, 
the palace of Satan, rises, suddenly built out of the 
Deep: the infernal Peers there sit in council. 


Or Man’s first disobedience, and the fruit 

Of that forbidden tree whose mortal taste 

Brought death into the World, and all our 
woe, 

With loss of Eden, till one greater Man 

Restore us, and regain the blissful Seat, 5 

Sing, Heavenly Muse, that on the secret top 

Of Oreb, or of Sinai, didst inspire 

That Shepherd who first taught the chosen 
seed We 

In the panes ee the heavens and earth 

Rose out of Chaos: or, if Sion hill 10 

Delight thee more, and Siloa’s brook that 
flowed 

Fast by the oracle of God, I thence 

Invoke thy aid to my adventrous song, 

That with no middle flight intends to soar 

Above the Aonian mount, while it pursues 15 

Things unattempted yet in prose or rhyme. 

And chiefly Thou, O Spirit, that dost prefer 

Before all temples the upright heart and 
pure, 

Instruct_me, for Thou know’st; Thou from 

the first, 

Wast present, and, with mighty wings out- 
spread, 20 

Dove-like sat’st brooding on the vast Abyss, 

And mad’st it pregnant: what in me is dark 

Illumine, what is low raise and support; 


SS 


1673 That, to the highth of this great argument, 
P nhipea y. +13 may assert Eternal Providence, 25 
~\ | And justify the ways of God to men. — 
PARADISE LOST Say first — for Heaven hides nothing from 
- thy view 
il 5 
BOO Nor the deep tract of Hell — say first what 
THE ARGUMENT ; cause 
This First Book proposes, first in brief, the whole subject Moved our grand Parents, in that happy 
— Man’s disobedience, and the lone thepeupen it state, 
en oucnes ne 


Paradise, wherein he was placed: 
prime cause of his fall — the Serpent, or rather Satan 
in the Serpent, who, revolting from God, and drawing 
to his side many legions of Angels, was, by the com- 
mand of God, driven out of Heaven, with all his 


Favoured of Heaven so highly, to fall off 30 


irom their Creator, and transgress his will 


For one restraint, lords of the World besides? 


JOHN MILTON 


Who first seduced them to that foul revolt? 
The infernal Serpent; he it was whose 


guile, 
Stirred up with envy and revenge, de- 
ceived 35 
The mother of mankind, what time his pride 
Had ones him out from Heaven, with all his 
ost 
Of rebel Angels, by whose aid, aspiring 
To set himself in glory above his peers, 
He trusted to have equalled the Most 
High, 40 
If he opposed, and with ambitious aim 
Against the throne and monarchy of God, 
Raised impious war in Heaven and battle 


proud, 

With vain attempt. Him the Almighty 
Power 

Hurled headlong flaming from the ethereal 
sky, : 45 


With hideous ruin and combustion, down 


To bot perdition, there to dwell 
In@damantine® chains and penal fire, 
Who durst defy the Omnipotent to arms. 


r Nine times the space that measures day 
and night = 50 
To mortal men, he, with his horrid crew, 
Lay vanquisht, rowling in the fiery gulf, 


| Confounded, though immortal. But his 
doom 

Reserved him to more wrath; for now the 
thought 


Both of lost happiness and lasting pain 55 

Torments him; round he throws his baleful 
eyes, 

That witnessed huge affliction and dismay, 

Mixed with obdurate pride and steadfast 
hate. 

At once, as far as Angels ken, he views 

The dismal situation waste and wilde. 

A dungeon horrible, on all sides round, 

As one great furnace flamed; yet from those 
flames 

No light; but rather darkness visible 

Served only to discover sights of woe, 

fRegions of sorrow, doleful shades, where 

peace 65 


60 
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There the companions of his fall, o’er- 
whelmed 
With ing and whirlwinds of tempestuous 
e, 
re soon discerns; and, eltring by his side, 
One next himself in power, andnext in crime, 
Long after known in Palestine, and named 80 
Beélzebub. To whom the Arch-Enemy, 
And thence in Heaven called Satan, with 
bold words 
Breaking the horrid silence, thus began: — 
‘Tf thou beest he — but Oh how fallen! 
how changed 
From him! — who, in the happy realms 
light, 5 
Clothed with transcendent brightness, didst 
outshine 
Myriads, though bright — if he whom mu- 
tual league, 
United thoughts and counsels, equal hope 
And hazard in the glorious enterprise, 
Joined with me once, now misery hath 
joined 90 
In equal ruin; into what pit thou seest 
From what highth fallen: so much the 
stronger proved 
He with his thunder: and till then who knew 
The force of those dire arms? Yet not for 
those, 
Nor what the potent Victor in his rage 
Can else inflict, do I repent, or change, 
Though changed in outward lustre, that 
fixed mind, 
And high disdain from sense of injured merit, 
That with the Mightiest raised me to con- 


of 
8 


95 


tend, 
And to the fierce contention brought 
along 100 


Innumerable force of Spirits armed, 

That durst dislike his reign, and, me pre- 
ferring, 

His utmost power with adverse power op- 
posed 

In dubious battle on the plains of Heaven, 

pAnd shook his throne. | What though the 

field be lost? 105 

All is not lost — the unconquerable will, 


And rest can never dwell, hope never comes And study of revenge, immortal hate, 


That comes to all, but torture without end 

Still urges, and a fiery deluge, fed 

With ever-burning sulphur unconsumed. 

Such place Eternal Justice had prepared 70 

For those rebellious; here their prison or- 
dained 

In utter darkness, and their portion set, 

As far removed from God and light of Heaven 

As from the center thrice to the utmost pole. 

Oh how unlike the place from whence they 
fell! 75 


And courage never to submit or yield: 
And what is else not to be overcome; 

‘hat glory never shall his wrath or might 110 
Extort from me. To bow and sue for grace 
With suppliant knee, and deify his power 
Who, from the terror of this arm, so late 
Doubted his empire — that were low indeed; 
That were an ignominy and shame _ be- 


neath 115 
This downfall; since, by fate, the strength 
of Gods, ; 
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And this empyreal substance, cannot fail; As being the contrary to His high will 


Since, through experience of this great event, ¢Whom we resist. | If then his providence 
Ir arms not worse, in foresight much ad- | Out of our evil seek to bring forth good, 


vanced, ¥7 Our labour must be to pervert that end, 
We may with more successful hope re- | And out of good still to find means of 

solve 120 . evil; 165 
To wage by force or guile eternal war, Which ofttimes may succeed so as perhaps 
TIrreconcilable to our grand Foe, Shall grieve him, if I fail not, and disturb 


Who now triumphs, and in the excess of joy His inmost counsels from their destined aim. 
\ Sole reigning i ee of Heaven.’ But see! the angry Victor hath recalled 
ate 


So spake the @postat@ Angel, though in | His ministers of vengeance and pursuit 170 
pain, 125 |Back to the gates of Heaven: the sulphurous 
Vaunting aloud, but racked with deep de- hail,” 
spair; Shot after us in storm, o’erblown hath laid 
And him thus answered soon his bold Com- The fiery surge that from the precipice 
peer: — Of Heaven received us falling; and the 
‘O Prinee, O Chief of many thronéd thunder, 
Powers Winged with red lightning and impetuous 
That led the imbattled Seraphim to war rage, 175 
Under thy conduct, and, in dreadful Perhaps hath spent his shafts, and ceases 
deeds 130 now 
Fearless, endangered Heaven's perpetual To bellow through the vast and boundless 
hing, Deep. 
And put to proof his high supremacy, Let us not slip the occasion, whether scorn 
Whether upheld by strength, or chance, or Or satiate fury yield it from our Foe. 
fate! Seest thou yon dreary plain, forlorn and 
Too well I see and rue the dire event wild, 180 
That, with sad overthrow and foul de- The seat of desolation, void of light, 
feat, 1385 Save what the glimmering of these livid 
Hath lost us Heaven, and all this mighty flames 
host Casts pale and dreadful? Thither let us tend 
In horrible destruction laid thus low, From off the tossing of these fiery waves; 
As far as Gods and Heavenly Essences There rest, if any rest can harbour there; 185 
Can perish: for the mind and spirit remains And, re-assembling our afflicted powers, 
Invincible, and vigour soon returns, 140 bis! how we may henceforth most offend 
Though all our glory extinet, and happy !Our Enemy, our own loss how repair, 
state How overcome this dire calamity, 
Here swallowed up in endless misery. What reinforcement we may gain from 
[ But what if He our Conqueror (whom I now hope, 190 
Of foree believe almighty, since no less If not what resolution from despair.’ 
Than such could have o’erpowered such Thus Satan, talking to his nearest Mate, 
force as ours) 145 With head uplift above the wave, and eyes 
Have left us this our spirit and strength That sparkling blazed; his other parts be- 
entire, sides 
Strongly to suffer and support our pains, Prone on the flood, extended long and 
That we may so suffice his vengeful ire, large, 195 
Or do him mightier service as his thralls Lay floating many a rood, in bulk as huge 
By right of war, whate’er his business be, 150. As whom the fables name of monstrous size, 
Here in the heart of Hell to work in fire, Titanian or Earth-born, that warred on Jove, 
Or do his errands in the gloomy Deep? Briareos or Typhon, whom the den 
Vhat can it then avail though yet we feel a ancient Tarsus held, or that sea-beast 200 
Strength undiminished, or cternal-_being sviathan, which God of all his works 
To undergo eternal punishment?’ 155 Conte eat tht Swim the ocean-stream. 
Whereto with speedy words the Arch- Him, haply “shimbering on the Norway foam, 
Fiend replied: — The pilot of some small night- foundered 
‘Fallen Cherub, to be weak is miserable, slaff, 
Doing or suffering: but of this be sure — Deeming some island, oft, as seamen tell, 205 
“To do aught good never will be our task, ‘With fixéd anchor in his sealy rind, 


| But ever to do ill our sole delight, 160 Moors by his side under the lee, while night 


JOHN MILTON 


Invests the sea, and wishéd morn delays. 
So gery out huge in length the Arch- 


end lay, 
Chained on ates burning lake; 
thence 210 
Had oe or heaved his head, but that the 


And high permission of all-ruling Heaven 

Left him at large to his own dark designs, 

That with reiterated crimes he might 

Heap on himself damnation, while 
sought 

Evil to others, and enraged might see 


nor ever 


he 
215 


-How all his malice served but to bring forth 


( 


Infinite goodness, grace, and merey, shewn 
On Man by him seduced, but on himself 
Treble confusion, wrath, and vengeance 
poured. 220 
~ Forthwith upright he rears from off the 


His mighty stature; on each hand the flames 

Driven backward slope their pointing spires, 
and, rowled 

Tn billows, leave i’ the midst a horrid vale. 

Then with expanded wings he steers his 


225 
Aloft\incumbept on the dusky air, 
That felt unusual weight; till on dry land 
He lights — if it were land that ever burned 
With solid, as the lake with liquid fire, 
And such appeared in hue as when the 
force 230 
Of subterranean wind transports a hill 
Torn from Pelorus, or the shattered side 
Of thundering 4%tna, whose combustible 
And fuelled entrails, ‘thence conceiv ing fire, 
Sublimed with mineral fury, aid the 
winds, 235 
And leave a singéd bottom all involved 
With stench and smoke. Such resting found 
the sole 
Of unblest feet. 
Mate; 
Both glorying to have scaped the Stygian 
flood 


Him followed his next 


recovered 
240 


As gods, and by their own 
strength, 

Not by the sufferance of supernal power. 

‘Ts this the region, this the soil, the clime,’ 

Said then the lost Archangel, ‘this the seat 

That we must change for Heaven? — this 
mournful gloom 

For that celestial light? Be it so, sinee 
He 245 

Who now is sovran can dispose and, bid 

What shall be right: ‘| fardest from Him is 
best, 

Whom reason hath equalled, force hath 
made supreme 
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Above his equals. Farewell, happy fields, 
Where joy for ever dwells! Hail, horrors! 


hail, 
Infernal World! and thou, profoundest Hell, 
Receive thy new possessor — one who brings 
A mind not to be changed by place or time. ay 
The mind is its own place, and in itself 
Can make a Heaven of Hell, a Hell of 
Heaven. 255 
What matter where, if I be still the same, 
And what I should be, all but less than he 


Whom ‘orn hath made greater? Here 
at least 

We shall be free; the Almighty hath not 
built 


Here for his envy, will not drive us hence: 260 

Here we may reign secure; and, in my 
choice, 

To reign is worth ambition, though in Hell: 


Better to reign in Hell than serve in Heaven. -—~ 


fBut wherefore let we then our faithful 
friends, 
The associates and co-partners of our loss, 265 
Lie thus astonished on the oblivious pool, 
And call them not to share with us their part 
Ye this unhappy mansion,{or once more 
ith rallied arms to try what may be yet 
Regained in Heaven, or what more lost in 


Hell?’ 270 
So Satan spake; and him Beélzebub_ 
Thus sueeeret: — ‘Leader of those armies 


Which, ce the Omnipotent, none could have 


foiled! 

If once they hear that voice, their liveliest 
pledge 

Of hope in fears and dangers — heard so 
oft 275 


In worst extremes, and on the perilous edge 
Of battle, when it raged, in all assaults 

Their surest signal — they will soon resume 
New courage and revive, though now they 


- lie 
Grovelling and prostrate on yon lake of 
fire, 280 
As we erewhile, astounded and amazed; 
No wonder, fallen such a pernicious highth!’ 
He searce had ceased when the superior 
Fiend 
Was moving toward the shore; his_ponder- 
us_shie 


ne 
Ethereal temper, massy, large, and round, 285 
Behind him cast. The broad circumference 
Heras Ase shoulders like the moon, whose 
or 

Through opfic glass the Tuscan artist, views 
At evening, from the top of Fesole, 

Or in Valdarno, to descry new lands, 290 
Rivers, or mountains, in her spotty globe. 


r 
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His spear — to equal which the tallest pine 
Hewn on Norwegian hills, to be the mast 


Of some great Ammiral, were but a wand — 
He walked with, ee uneasy steps 295 


Over the burning(marle>not like those steps 

On Heaven’s azure; and the torrid clime 

smote on him sore besides, vaulted with fire. 

Nathless he so endured, till on the beach 

Of that inflaméd sea he stood, and called 300 

His legions — Angel Forms, ne lay en- 
tranced 

Thick as autumnal leaves that strow the 
brooks 

In Vallombrosa, where the Etrurian shades 

High over-arched imbower; or scattered 


sedge 
Afloat, when with fieree winds Orion 
armed 305 
Hath vexed the Red-Sea coast, whose waves 
o’erthrew 


Busiris and his Memphian chivalry, 

While with perfidious hatred they pursued 

The sojourners of Goshen, who beheld 

From the safe shore their floating carcases 310 

And broken chariot-wheels. So thick be- 

strown, 

Abject and lost, lay these, covering the flood, 

Under amazement of their hideous change. 
rf He called so loud that all the hollow deep 


Of Hell resounded: — ‘Princes, Poten- 
tates, 315 
Warriors, the Flower of Heaven|— once 


U 


yours; now lost, a 
Tf such astonishment as this can seize 
Eternal Spirits! Or have ye chosen this place 
After the toil of battle to repose 
Your wearied virtue, for the ease you find 320 
To slumber here, as in the vales of Heaven? 
Or in this abject posture have ye sworn 
To adore the Conquerour, who now beholds 


Cherub and Seraph rowling in the flood —f« 
oul 


With scattered 
anon. 325 
His swift pursuers from Heaven-gates discern 
The advantage, and, descending, tread us 
down 
Thus drooping, or with linkéd thunderbolts 
Transfix us to the bottom of this gulf? — 
VAwake, arise, or be for ever fallen!’ 330 
; They, heard, and were abashed, and up 
they sprung 
\Upon the wing} as when men wont to watch, 
On duty sleeping found by whom they dread, 
Rouse and bestir themselves ere well awake. 
Nor did they not perceive the evil plight 335 
In which they were, or the fierce pains not 
feel; 
Yet to their General’s voice they soon obeyed 
Innumerable. As when the potent rod 


arms and _ ensigns, 


ELIZABETHAN AND 


MY form 
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Of Amram’s son, in Egypt’s evil day, 

Waved round the coast, up-called a pitchy 
cloud 340 

Of locusts, warping on the eastern wind, 

That o’er the realm of impious Pharaoh hung 

Like Night, and darkened all the land of Nile; 

So numberless were those bad Angels s seen 

Hovering on wing under the cope of Hell, 345 

*Twixt upper, nether, and surrounding fires; 

Till, as a signal given, the uplifted spear 

Of their great Sultan waving to direct 

Their course, in even balance down they light 

On the firm brimstone, and fill _all_ the 

L. plain: 350 

A nine like which the populous North 

Poured never from her frozen loins to pass 

Rhene or the Danaw, when her barbarous 
sons 

Came like a deluge on the South, and spread 

Beneath Gibralter to the Libyan sands. 355 

Forthwith, from every squadron and each 
band, 

The heads and leaders thither haste where 
stood 

Their great Commander — godlike Shapes, 
and Korms 

Excelling human; princely Dignities; 

And Powers that erst in Heaven sat on 


thrones, 360 
Though of their names in Heavenly records 
now 


Be no memorial, blotted out and rased 

By their rebellion from the Books of Life. 

Nor had they yet among the sons of Eve 

Got them new names, till, wandering o’er the 
earth, 365 

Through God’s high sufferance for the trial 
of man, 

-By falsities and les the greatest part 

/Of mankind they corrupted to forsake 


y?God their Creator, and the invisible 


Glory of Him that made them to trans- 
370 
Oft to the image of a brute, adorned 

With gay religions full of pomp and gold, 
And devils to adore for deities: 

Then were they known to men by various 


names, 
And various idols through the heathen 
\. world. 375 


Say, Muse, their names then known, who 
first, who last, 

Roused from the slumber on that fiery couch, 

At_their_ great. Emperor’s_ call, as next in 


x worth 
Came singly where he stood on the bare 

~ Strand, 
While the promiscuous crowd stood yet 
aloof. 380 


/. 
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Y The a were those who, from the pit of 
e 
oo to seek their prey on Earth, durst 


Their seats, long after, next the seat of God, 
Their altars by His.altar, gods adored 
Among the nations round,S and durst 
W abide 385 
Jehovah thundering out of Sion, throned 
Between the Cherubim; yea, often placed 
Within His sanctuary itself their shrines, 
Abominations; and with curséd things 
His holy rites and solemn feasts profaned, 390 
ongeageg their darkness durst affront His 
geht. 
First, Moloch, horrid King, besmeared with 
S e, and parents’ tears; - 
Thou fort the ae of drums and timbrels 
ou 
Their children’s cries unheard that passed 
through fire 395 
To his grim idol. Him the Ammonite 
Worshiped in Rabba and her watery plain, 
In Argob and in Basan, to the stream 


Of utmost Arnon. Nor contentsavith such 
A l i urhood,.__ the ___ wisest 
heart 400 


Of Solonion he led by fraud to build 


On that opprobrious hill, and made his grove 
The pleasant valley of Hinnom, Tophet 


thence 
And black Gehenna called, the type of 
Hell. 405 


Next Chemos, the obscene dread of Moah’s 
sons 

From ay to Nebo and the wild 

Of southmost Abarim; in Hesebon 

And Horonaim, Seon’s realm, beyond 

The flowery dale of Sibma clad 
vines, 

And Elealé to the Asphaltick Pool: 

Peor his other name, when he enticed 

Israel in Sittim, on “their march from Nile, ’ 


im wanton rites, which cost them 


with 
410 


Yet comet his lustful orgies he enlarged 415 
Even to that hill of scandal, by the grove 
Of Moloch homicide, lust he urd by hate, 

Till good Josiah drove them thence to Hell. 


d p With these came they who, from the border- 


ing flood 
Of old Euphrates to the brook that parts 420 
Egypt from Syrian ground, had general 
names 
Of Baalim and Ashtaroth — those male, 
These feminine. For Spirits, when they 
please. 


351 
Can either sex assume, or both; so soft 


And uneompounded is their essence pure, 425 
Not tied or manacled with joint or limb, 

Nor founded on the brittle strength of bones, 
Like cumbrous flesh; but, in what shape they 


choose, 
Dilated or condensed, bright or obscure, 
Can execute their aery purposes, 
And works of love or enmity fulfil. 
Vor those the race of Israel oft forsook 
Their Living Strength, and unfrequented left 
His righteous altar, bowing lowly down 
To bestial gods; for which their heads, as 
low 435 
Bowed down in battle, sunk before the 
spear 
Of cate NCR foes. {With these in troop 
Came Astoreth, whom the Pheenicians called 
Astarte, queen of Heaven, with crescent 


430 


horns; 
To whose bright image nightly by the 
moon 440 


Sidonian virgins paid thir vows and songs; 


In Sion also not unsung, where stood 

Her temple on the offensive mountain, built 

By that uxorious king whose heart, though 
large, 

Beguiled by fair La aineee4) fell 

To idols foul. 7 

Whose annual wound in Lebanon allured « 

The Syrian damsels to lament his fate 

In amorous ditties all a summer’s day, 

While smooth Adonis from his native 
rock 450 

Ran purple to the sea, supposed with blood 

Of Thammuz yearly wounded: the love-tale 

Infected Sion’s daughters with like heat, 

Whose wanton passions in the sacred porch 

Ezekiel saw, when, by the vision led, 455 

His eye surveyed the dark idolatries 

Of alienated Judah. Next came one 

Who eg in earnest, when the captive 
Ar 

Maimed his brute image, head and hands 
lopt off, 

In his own temple, on the grunsel-edge, 460 

Where he fell flat, and shamed his wor- 
shipers: 


Cio his name, sea-monster, upward man 

And downward fish; yet had his temple high 

Reared in Azotus, dreaded through the 
coast 

Of Palestine, in Gath and Ascalon, 

And Acearon and Gaza’s frontier bounds. 

Him-felowedeimmon,-whose delightful seat 

Was fair Damascus, on the fertile banks 

Of Abbana and Pharphar, lucid streams. 

He also against the house of God was 
bold: 470 


445 


465 


+ 


LL 
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¢ 
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A leper once he lost, and gained a king — 

Ahaz, his sottish conqueror, whom he drew 

God’s altar to disparage and displace 

For one of Syrian mode, whereon to burn 

His odious offerings, and adore the gods 475 

Whom he had vanquished. After these ap- 

eared 

A crew who, under names of old renown — 

Osiris, Tsis, Orus, and their train — 

With monstrous shapes and sorceries abused 

Fanatie Egypt and her priests to seek 480 

Their wandering gods disguised in brutish 
forms 

Rather than human. Nor did Israel seape 

The infection, when their borrowed gold com- 
posed 

The ealf in Oreb; and the rebel king 

Doubled that sin in Bethel and in Dan, 485 

Likening his Maker to the grazéd ox — 

Jehovah, who, in one night, when he passed 

From Egypt marching, equalled with one¥ 
stroke 

Both her first-born and all her bleating gods. 

Belial came last; than whom a Spirit more 

~~ lewd 490 

Fell not from Heaven, or more gross to love 

Vice for itself. To him no temple s stood 

Or altar smoked; yet who more oft than he 

In temples and at altars, when the priest 


Turns atheist, as did Eh’s sons, who 
filled 495 


With lust and violence the house of God? 

Tn courts and palaces he also reigns, 

And in luxurious cities, where the noise 

Of riot ascends above their loftiest towers, 

And injury and outrage; |and when night 500 

Darkens the streets, then wander forth the 
sons 

Of Belial, flown with insolence and wine. 

Witness the streets of Sodom, and that night 

In Gibeah, when the hospitable door 

Exposed a matron, to avoid worse rape. 505 

These_were the prime—in—order—and_in 
~~ might: 

The rest were long to tell; 
nowned 

The Ionian g avan’s issue held 

Gods, vet confessed later than Heaven and 
Earth, 

Their boasted parents; — 
first-born, 

With his enormous brood, 
seized 

By younger Saturn: he from mightier Jove, 

His own and Rhea’s son, like measure found; 

So Jove usurping reigned, These, first in 
Crete 

And Ida known, thence on the snowy top 515 

Of cold Olympus ruled the middle air, 


though far re- 


Heaven's 
510 
and_ birthright 


Titan, 
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Like doubtful hue. 
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Their highest heaven: or on the Delphian 
cliff, 

Or in Dodona, and through all the bounds 

Of Dorie land; or who with Saturn old 

Fled over Adria to the Hesperian fields, 520 

And o’er the Celtic roamed the utmost 
Isles. 

All these and more came flocking; but 
with looks 

Downeast and damp; yet such wherein ap- 
peared 

Obscure some glimpse of joy to have found 
their Chief 

Not in despair, to have found themselves 
not lost 525 

Tn loss itself; which on his countenance cast 

| But he, his wonted 


pride 

Soon recollecting, with high words, that 
bore 

Semblance of worth, not substance, gently 
raised 

Their fainting courage, and dispelled their 
fears: 530 

Then straight commands that, at the warlike 
sound 


Of trumpets loud and clarions, be upreared 


-His mighty standard. | That proud honour 


claimed 
Azazel as his right, a Cherub tall: 
Who forthwith from the glittering staff un- 
furled 535 
The imperial ensign; which, full high ad- 
vanced, 
Shon like a meteor streaming to the wind, 
With gems and golden lustre rich imblazed, 
en aphie arms and trophies; all the while 
onorous metal blowing martial sounds: 540 
At which the universal host up-sent 
A shout that tore Hell’s concave, and beyond 
Frighted the reign of Chaos and old Night. 
Allin a moment through the gloom were 
seen 
Ten thousand banners rise into the air, 545 
With orient colours waving: with them rose 
A forest huge of spears; and thr onging helms 
Appeared, and serried shields in thick array 
Of depth immeasurable. Anon they move 
In perfect phalanx to the Dorian mood 550 
Of flutes and soft recorders — such as raised 
To highth of noblest temper heroes old 
Arming to battle, and instead of rage 


Deliberate valour breathed, firm, and un- 
moved 

With dread of death to flight or foul re- 
treat; 555 


Nor wanting power to mitigate and swage 
With solemn touches troubled thoughts, and 
chase 


Ne 
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Anguish and doubt and fear and sorrow and 


pain 

p From mortal or immortal minds. \Thus they, 

Breathing united force with _fixdd 

thought, 560 

Moved on in silence to soft pipes that 

charmed 

Their painful steps o’er the burnt soil. And 
WK now 

Advanced in view they stand —a_ horrid 
front 

Of dreadful length and dazzling arms, in 


guise 
Of warriors old, with ordered spear and 
shield, 565 
Awaiting what command their mighty Chief 
Had to impose. He through the arméd 


files 
Darts his experienced eye, and soon trav- 
rse 
The w lion views =— their order due, 


Their visages and stature as of gods; 570 

Their number last he sums. And now his 
heart 

Distends with pride, and, hardening-in-his 
strength, 

Glories; for never, since created Man, 

Met_such imbodied force as, named—with 

Could merit more than that small infan- 
try 575 

Warred on by cranes — though all the giant 
brood 


Of Phlegra with the heroic race were joined 
That fought at Thebes and Ilium, on each 


side 

Mixed with auxiliar gods; and what re- 
sounds Actar 

In fable or romance of Uther’s son, 580 


Begirt with British and Armoric knights; 
And all who since, baptized or infidel, 
Jousted in Aspramont, or Montalban, 
Damasco, or Marocco, or Trebisond, 
Or whom Biserta sent from Afric shore 585 
When Charlemain with all his peerage fell 
By Fontarabbia. Thus far these beyond 
Compare of mortal prowess, yet observed 
Thir dread Commander. He, above the rest 
In shape and gesture proudly eminent, 590 
Stood like a tower. His form had yet not 
lost 
All her original brightness, nor appeared 
Less than Archangel ruined, and the excess 
Of glory obscured: as when the sun new- 
risen 
Looks through the horizontal misty air 595 
Shorn of his beams, or, from behind the 
moon, 
In dim eclipse, disastrous twilight sheds 
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On half the nations, and with fear of change 
Perplexes monarchs.| Darkened so, yet shon 


Above them all the Archangel: but his 
face 600 
Deep scars of thunder had intrenched, and 


care 
Sat on his faded cheek, but under brows 
Of dauntless courage, and considerate pride 
Waiting revenge. Cruel his eye, but cast _J 
Signs of remorse and passion, to behold 605 
The fellows of his crime, the followers rather 
(Far other once beheld in bliss), condemned 
For ever now to have their lot in pain — 
Millions of Spirits for his fault fered 7 
Of Heaven, and from eternal splendours 

flung 610 
For his revolt — yet faithful how they stood, 
Their glory withered; as, when heaven’s fire} 
Hath scathed the forest oaks or mountain 


pines, j 
With singéd top their stately growth, though 
bare 
Stands on the blasted heath. He now pre- 
ared 615 
To speak; whereat their doubled ranks they 
bend 
From wing to wing, and half enclose him 
round 


With all his peers: Attention held them 
mute. 


Thrice he assayed, and thrice, in spite of | prprr 


scorn, 


te 
Tears, such as Angels weep, burst forth: at # -afoes 


last 620 
Words interwove with sighs found out their 
way: — 
‘O myriads of immortal Spirits! O Powers 
Matchless, but with the Almighty! — and 
that strife 
Was_not Inglorious, though the event was 
in 
As this place testifies, and this dire 
change, 625 
Hateful to utter. But what power of mind, 
Foreseeing or presaging, from the depth 
Of knowledge past or present, could have 
feared 
How such united force of gods, how such 
As stood like these, could ever know re- 
pulse? 630 
For who can yet believe, though after loss, 
That all these puissant legions, whose exile 
Hath emptied Heaven, shall fail to re-ascend, 
Self-raised, and re-possess their native seat? 
For me, be witness all the host of Heaven, 635 
If counsels different, or danger shunned 
By me, have lost our hopes. But he who 
reigns 
Monarch in Heaven till then as one secure 
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Sat on his throne, upheld by old repute, 

Consent or custom, and his regal state 640 

Put forth at full, but still his strength con- 
cealed — 

Which tempted our attempt, and wrought 
our fall. 

Henceforth his might we know, and know 
our own, 

So as not either to provoke, or dread 

New war provoked: our better part re- 
mains 645 

To work in close design. by fraud or guile, 

What force effected not; that he.no less 

At length from us may find, Who overcomes 

By foree hath overcome but halfhis foe. 

Space may produce new Worlds; whereof so 
rife 650 

There went a fame in Heaven that He ere 
long 

Intended to create, and therein plant 

A generation whom his choice regard 

Should favour equal to the Sons of Heaven. 

Thither, if but to pry, shall be perhaps 655 

Our first eruption — thither, or elsewhere; 

For this infernal pit shall never hold 

Celestial Spirits in bondage, nor the Abyss 


Long under darkness cover. But these 
thoughts 
Full counsel must mature. Peace is de- 
spaired; 660 
For who can think submission? War, then, 
war 


Open or understood, must be resolved.’ 
He spake; and, to confirm his ae out- 


flew 
Millions of flaming swords, pire from the 
thighs 


Of mighty Cherubim; the sudden blaze 665 


Far round illumined Hell. Highly they 
raged 

Against the Highest and fierce with graspéd 
arms 

Clashed on their sounding shields the din of 
war, 


‘Hurling defiance toward the vault of Heaven. 
There stood a hill not far, whose griesly 


top 670 
Beleched fire and rowling smoke; the rest 
entire 


Shon with a glossy seurf—undoubted sign 
That in his womb was hid metallic ore, 


The work of sulphur. Thither, winged with 
speed, 

A numerous brigad hastened: as when 
bands 675 


Of pioners, with spade and pickaxe armed, 
Forerun the royal camp, to trench a field, 
Or cast arampart. Mammon led them on — 
Mammon, the least erected Spirit that fell 
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From Heaven; for even in Heaven his looks 
and thoughts 680 

Were always downwa ard bent, admiring more 

The riches of Heaven’s pavement, trodden 
gold, 

Than aught divine or holy else enjoyed 

In vision beatific. By him first 

Men also, and by his suggestion taught, 685 

Ransacked the Centre, and with impious 

hands 
Rifled the bowels of their mother Earth 
For treasures better hid. Soo 
Opened into the hill a spacions wound, 
And digged out ribs of gold. Let none ad- 
mire 690 
That riches grow in I Hell: that soil may best 
Deserve the gretiouSs bane. And here let 
those 

Who boast in mortal things, and wondering 
tell 

Of Babel, and the works of Memphian kings, 

Learn how their greatest monuments of 
fame, 695 

And strength, and art, are easily outdone 

By Spirits reprobate, and in an hour 

What in an age they, with incessant toil 

And hands innumerable, scarce perform. 

Nigh on the plain, in many cells prepared, 700 

That underneath had veins of liquid fire 

Sluiced from the lake, a second multitude 

With wondrous art founded the massy ore, 

Severing each kind, and scummed the 
bullion-dross. 

A third as soon had formed within the 
ground 705 

A various mould, and from the boiling cells 

By strange conveyance filled each hollow 
nook; 

As in an organ, from one blast of wind, 

To many a row of pipes the sound-board 

b breathes. 

[Anon out of the earth a fabric huge 
Rose like an exhalation, with the sound 
Of duleet symphonies and voices sweet — 
Built like a temple, where pilasters round 


> ay - 


710 


Were set, and Dorie pillars overlaid 

With me architrave; nor did there 
want 715 

Cornice or frieze, with bossy sculptures 
eraven: 


\.The roof was fretted gold. Not Babylon 
Nor great Aleairo such magnificence 
Equalled in all their glories, to inshrine 
Belus or Serapis their gods, or seat 720 
Their kings, when “gypt with Assyria strove 
In wealth and luxury. Th’ ascending pile 
Stood fixed her stately highth; and straight 

the doors, 
Opening their brazen folds, discover, wide 
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Within, her ample spaces o’er the smooth 725 
And level pavement: from the archéd roof, 
Pendent by subtle magic, many a row 
Of starry lamps and blazing cressets, fed 
With naphtha and asphaltus, yielded light 
As from a sky.! The hasty multitude — 730 
Admiring entered; and the work some praise, 
And some the Architect. His hand was 
known 
In Heaven by many a towered structure high, 
Where sceptered Angels held their residence, 
And sat as Princes, whom the supreme 
King 735 
Exalted to such power, and gave to rule, 
Each in his hierarchy, the Orders bright. 
Nor was his name unheard or unadored 
In ancient Greece; and in Ausonian land 


Men_called_ him _Mulctber; and how he 
fell tha Corti GeT740 


From Heaven they fabled, thrown by angry 
Jove 

Sheer o’er the crystal battlements: 
morn 

To noon he fell, from noon to dewy eve, 

A summer’s day, and with the setting sun 

Dropt from the zenith, like a falling star, 745 

On Lemnos, the 4%gvean isle. Thus they re- 
late, 

Erring; for he with this rebellious rout 

Fell long before; nor aught availed him now 

To have built in Heaven high towers; nor 
did he scape 

By all his engines, but was headlong sent, 750 

With his industrious crew, to build in Hell. 

Meanwhile the wingéd Haralds, by com- 
mand 
Of sovran power, with awful ceremony 
And trumpet’s sound, throughout the host 


proclaim 


sereo teres -oomnell forshntits4.be-held. 755 
s¢AT Pandemonium, the high capital 


Of Satan and his peers. Their summons called 
From every band and squaréd regiment 

By place or choice the worthiest: they anon 
With hundreds and with thousands trooping 


from 


came 760 
Attended. All access was thronged; the 
gates 


And porches wide, but chief the spacious hall 
(Though like a covered field, where cham- 


pions bold 

Wont ride in armed, and at the Soldan’s 
chair ; 

Defied the best of Panim chivalry 765 


To mortal combat, or carreer with lance), | 

Thick swarmed, both on the ground and in 
the air, 

Brushed with the hiss of rustling wings. As 
bees 
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In spring-time, when the Sun with Taurus 


rides, 
Pour forth their populous youth about the 
hive 770 
In clusters; they among fresh dews and 
flowers 


Fly to and fro, or on the smoothéd plank, 
The suburb of their straw-built citadel, 
New rubbed with balm, expatiate and confer 


Their state-affairs: so thick the aerie 
crowd 775 

Swarmed and were straitened; till, the signal 
given, 


Behold a wonder! they but now who seemed | 
In bigness to surpass Earth’s giant sons, 
Now less than smallest dwarfs, in narrow 


room 
Throng numberlessS—like that pygmean_) 
race 780 


Beyond the Indian mount; or faery elves, 

Whose midnight revels, by a forest-side 

Or fountain, some belated peasant sees, 

Or dreams he sees, while overhead the Moon 

Sits arbitress, and nearer to the Earth — 785 

Wheels her pale course; they, on their mirth 
and dance 

Intent, with jocond music charm his ear; 

At once with joy and fear his heart rebounds. 

Thus incorporeal Spirits to smallest forms 

Reduced their shapes Immense, and were at 
large, 790 

Though without number still, amidst the hall 

Of that infernal court. But far within, 

And in their own dimensions like themselves, 

The great Seraphic Lords and Cherubim 

In close recess and secret conclave sat, 795 

A thousand demi-gods on golden seats, 

Frequent and full. | After short silence then, 

And summons read, the great consult began. 


BOOK II 
THE ARGUMENT 


battle be to be hazarded for the recovery of Heaven: 
some adyise it, others dissuade. A third proposal is 
preferred, mentioned before by Satan — to search the~ 
truth of that prophecy or tradition in Heayen con- 
cerning another world, and another kind of creature, 
equal, or not much inferior, to themselves, about this 
time to be created. Their doubt who shall be sent on 
this difficult search: Satan, their chief, undertakes alone 
the voyage: is honoured and applauded. The council 
thus endéd, the rest betake them several ways and to 
several imployments, as their inclinations lead them, 
to entertain the time till Satan return. He passes on 
his journey to Hell-gates; finds them shuf, and who 
sat there to guard them; by whom at length they are 
Hal and discover to “him the great gulf between 


The consultation begun, Satan debates whether ice | 


Hell and Heaven. With what difficulty he passes 
through, directed by Chaos, the Power of that place, 
to the sight of this new World which he sought. 
Hiau on a throne of royal state, which far 
Outshon the wealth of Ormus and of Ind, 
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Or where the gorgeous East with richest hand 

pits on her kings barbaric pearl and 
gold, 

Satan exalted sat, by merit raised 5 

To that bad eminence; and, from despair 

Thus high uplifted beyond hope, aspires 

Beyond ‘thus high, insatiate to pursue 

Vain war with Heaven; and, by success un- 
taught, 

His proud imaginations thus displayed: — 10 

‘Powers and Dominions, Deities of 
Heaven! — 

For, since no deep within her gulf can hold 

Immortal vigour, though oppressed and 
fallen, 

I give not Heaven for lost: from this descent 

Celestial Virtues rising will appear 15 

More Ne and more dread than from no 
fall, 

gen themselves to fear no second 
ate! 

Me though just right, and the fixed laws of 
Heaven, 

Did first create your leader —next, free 
choice, 

With what besides in council or in fight 20 

Hath been achieved of merit — yet this loss, 

Thus far at least recovered, hath much 
more 

Established in a safe unenvied throne, 

Yielded with full consent. The happier state 

In Heaven, which follows dignity, might 
draw 25 

Envy from each inferior; but who here 

Will envy whom the highest place exposes 

Foremost to stand against the Thunderer’s 


aim 

Your bulwark, and condemns to greatest 
share 

Of endless pain? Where there is, then, no 
good 30 

For which to strive, no strife can grow up. 
there 


From faction:) for none sure will claim in Hell 
Precedence; none whose portion is so small 
Of present pain that with ambitious mind 
Will covet more! With this advantage, 
then, 35 
To union, and firm faith, and firm accord, 


More than can be in Heaven, we now return 


To claim our just inheritance of old, 

Surer to prosper than prosperity 

Could have assured us; and by what best 
way, 40 

Whether of open war or covert guile, 


We now debate. Who can advise may 
speak.’ 
He ceased; and next him Moloch, sceptred 


king, t 
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Stood up — the strongest and the fiercest 
Spirit 

That fought in Heaven, now fiercer by 8 
spair. 

His trust was with the Eternal to be doen 

Equal in strength, and rather than be less 

Cared not to be at all; with that care lost 

Went all his fear: of God, or Hell, or worse, 

He recked not, and these words thereafter 
spake: — 50 

‘My sentence is for open war. Of wiles, 

More unexpert, I boast not: them let those 

Contrive who need, or when they need; not 
now. 

For, while they sit contriving, shall the 
rest —=— 

Millions that stand in arms, and longing 
wait 55 

The signal to ascend — sit lingering here, 

Heaven’s fugitives, and for their dwelling- 
place 

Accept this dark opprobrious den of shame, 

The prison of His tyranny who reigns 

By our delay? No! let us rather choose, 60 

Armed with Hell-flames and fury, all at once 

O’er Heaven’s high towers to force resistless 
way, 

Turning our tortures into horrid arms 

Against the Torturer; when, to meet the 
noise 

Of his almighty engine, he shall hear 

Infernal thunder, and, for lightning, see 

Black fire and horror shot with equal rage 

Among his Angels, and his throne itself 

Mixed with Tartarean sulphur and strange 
fire, 

His own invented torments. But perhaps 70 

The way seems difficult, and steep to scale 

With upright wing against a higher foe! 

Let such bethink them, if the sleepy drench 

Of that forgetful lake benumb not still, 

That in our proper motion we ascend 

Up to our native seat; descent and fall 

To us is adverse. Who but felt of late, 

When the fierce foe hung on our broken rear 

Insulting, and pursued us through the Deep, 

With what compulsion and laborious flight 80 

We sunk thus low? The ascent is easy, then; 

The event is feared! Should we again pro- 
voke 

Our stronger, some worse way his wrath 
may find 

To our destruction, if there be in Hell 

Fear to be worse destroyed! What can be 


65 


75 


worse 85 
Than to dwell here, driven out from bliss, 
condemned 


In this abhorréd deep to utter woe; 
Where pain of unextinguishable fire 
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Must exercise us without hope of end 

The vassals of his anger, when the scourge 90 
Inexorably, and the torturing hour, 

Calls us to penance? More destroyed than 


thus, 
We should be quite abolished, and expire. 
What fear we then? what doubt we to incense 
His utmost ire? which, to the highth en- 

raged, 95 
Will either quite consume us, and reduce 
To nothing this essential — happier far 
Than miserable to have eternal being! — 
Or, if our substance be indeed divine, 
And cannot cease to be, we are at worst 100 
On this side nothing; and by proof we feel 
Our power sufficient to disturb his Heaven, 
And with perpetual inroads to alarm, 
Though inaccessible, his fatal Throne: 


Which, if not victory, is yet revenge.’ 105 
He ended frowning, and his look de 
nounced 


Desperate revenge, and battle dangerous 
To less than gods. On the other side unos 
elial, in act more graceful and humane. 

A fairer person lost not Heaven; he 
seemed 110 

For dignity composed, and high exploit. 

But all was false and hollow; though his 
tongue 

Dropt manna, and could make the worse 
appear 

The better reason, to perplex and dash 

Maturest counsels: for his thoughts were 
low — 115 

To vice industrious, but to nobler deeds 

Timorous and slothful. Yet he pleased the 
ear, 

‘T should be much for open war, O Peers, 
As not behind in hate, if what was urged 120 
Main reason to persuade immediate war 
Did not dissuade me most, and seem to cast 
Ominous conjecture on the whole success; 
When he who most excels in fact of arms, 
In what he counsels and in what excels 125 
Mistrustful, grounds his courage on despair 
And utter dissolution, as the scope 
Of all his aim, after some dire revenge. 


First, what revenge? The en 
are filled 
With arméd watch, that render al 130 


Impregnable: oft on the bordering Deep 

Encamp their legions, or with obscure wing 
Scout far and wide into the realm of Night, 
Scorning surprise. Or, could we break our 


way 
By force, and at our heels all Hell should 

rise 135 
With blackest insurrection to confound 
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Heaven’s purest light, yet our great Enemy, 

All incorruptible, would on his throne 

Sit unpolluted, and the ethereal mould, 

Incapable of stain, would soon expel 140 

Her mischief, and purge off the baser fire, 

Victorious. Thus repulsed, our final hope 

Is flat despair: we must exasperate 

The Almighty Victor to spend all his rage; 

And that must end us; that must_be our 
cure — 145 

To be no more. Sad cure! for who would 
ose, 

Though full of pain, this intellectual being, 

Those thoughts that wander through eter- 
nity, 

To perish rather, swallowed up and lost 

In the wide womb of uncreated Night, 150 

Devoid of sense and motion? And who 
knows, 

Let this be good, whether our angry Foe 

Can give it, or will ever? How he can 

Is doubtful; that he never will is sure. 

Will He, so wise, let loose at once his ire, 155 

Belike through impotence or unaware, 

To give his enemies their wish, and end 

Them in his anger whom his anger saves 

To punish endless? ‘Wherefore cease we, 


then?” 
Say they who counsel war; “we are de- 
creed, 160 


Reserved, and destined to eternal woe; 

Whatever doing, what can we suffer more, 

What can we suffer worse?” Is this, then, 
worst — 

Thus sitting, thus consulting, thus in arms? 

What when we fled amain, pursued and 
strook 165 


. With Heaven’s afflicting thunder, and be- 


sought 

The Deep to shelter us? This Hell then 
seemed 

A “ie from those wounds. Or when we 
ay 

Chained on the burning lake? That sure 
was worse. 

What if the breath that kindled those grim 


Awaked, should blow them into sevenfold 
rage, 
And plunge us in the flames; or from above 
Should intermitted vengeance arm again 
His red right hand to plague us? What if all 
Her stores were opened, and this firma- 
ment 175 
Of Hell should spout her cataracts of fire, 
Impendent horrors, threatening hideous fall 
One day upon our heads; while we perhaps, J 
Designing or exhorting glorious war, 
Caught in a fiery tempest, shall be hurled, 180 


fires, 170 
? 
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Each on his rock transfixed, the sport and Worth waiting — since our present lot ap- 


prey pears 

Of racking whirlwinds, or for ever sunk For happy though but ill, for ill not worst, 
Under yon boiling ocean, wrapt in chains, If we procure not to ourselves more woe.’ 225 
There to converse with everlasting groans, Thus Belial, with words clothed in reason’s 
Unrespited, unpitied, unreprieved, 185 X Pate a Mn eee? 


Ages of hopeless end? This would be worse. %, Counseled ignoble ease and peaceful sloth, 
{ War, therefore, open or concealed, alike Not peace; and after him thus_Mammon 


My voice dissuades; for what can force or: x spake; — 

guile ‘Hither to disenthrone the King of Heaven 
With Him, or who deceive His mind, whose We war, if war be best, or to regain 230 

eye Our own right lost. Him to unthrone we 
Views all things at one view? He from then 

Heaven’s highth 199 May hope, when everlasting Fate shall yield 
All these our motions vain sees and derides, To fickle Chance, and Chaos judge the strife. 
Not more almighty to resist our might The former, vain to hope, argues as vain 


Than wise to frustrate all our plots and wiles. The latter; for what place can be for us 235 

Shall we, then, live thus vile—the race of | Within Heaven’s bound, unless Heaven’s 
Heaven Lord Supreme 

Thus trampled, thus expelled to suffer +We overpower? \Suppose he should relent, 
here 195 | And publish grace to all, on promise made 

Chains and these torments? Better these Of new subjection; with what eyes could we 


than worse, Stand in his presence humble, and receive 240 
By my advice; since fate inevitable Strict laws imposed, to celebrate his throne 
Subdues us, and omnipotent decree, 4 With warbled hymns, and to his Godhead 
The Victor’s will. To suffer, as to do, sing 


Our strength is equal, nor the law unjust 200 ee Halleluiahs, while he lordly sits 
That so ordains. This was at first resolved, ur envied sovran, and his altar breathes 


If we were wise, against so great a foe Ambrosial odours and ambrosial flowers, 245 
Contending, and so doubtful what might fall. Our servile offerings? This must be our 
I laugh when those who at the spear are task 
bold In Heaven, this our delight. How weari- 
And ventrous, if that fail them, shrink, and some 
fear 205  Hternity so spent in worship paid 
What yet they know must follow—to en- To whom we hate! Let us not then pursue, 
dure By force impossible, by leave obtained 250 
Exile, or ignominy, or bonds, or pain, Unacceptable, though in Heaven, our state 
“The sentence of their conquerour. )This is Of splendid vassalage; but rather seek 
| now Our own good from ourselves, and from our 
Our doom; which if we can sustain and bear, own 
Our Supreme Foe in time may much re- Live to ourselves, though in this vast recess, 
mit 210 ~+=Free and to none accountable, preferring 255 
His anger, and perhaps, thus far removed, Hard liberty before the easy yoke 
“Not mind us not offending, satisfied Of servile pomp. Our greatness will appear 
With what is punished; whence these raging Then most conspicuous when great things 
fires of small, 
Will slacken, if his breath stir not their Useful of hurtful, prosperous of adverse, 
flames. We can create, and in what place soe’er 260 
Our purer essence then will overcome 215 ‘Thrive under evil, and work ease out of 
Their noxious vapour; or, inured, not feel; pain 
Or, changed at length, and to the place con- Through labour and indurance. This deep 
formed world 
In temper and in nature, will receive Of darkness do we dread? How oft amidst 
Familiar the fierce heat; and, void of pain, Thick clouds and dark doth Heaven’s all- 
This horror will grow mild, this darkness ruling Sire 
light; 220 Choose to reside, his glory unobscured, 265 
Besides what hope the never-ending flight And with the majesty of darkness round 


Of future days may bring, what chance, Covers his throne, from whence deep thun- 
what change ders roar, 
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er their rage, and Heaven resembles 

ell! 

As He our darkness, cannot we His light 

Imitate when we please? This desart soil 270 

Wants not her hidden lustre, gems and gold; 

Nor want we skill or art, from whence to 
raise 

Magnificence; and what can Heaven shew 
more? 

Our torments also may, in length of time, 

Become our elements, these piercing fires 275 

As soft as now severe, our temper changed 

Into their temper; which must needs remove 

The sensible of pain. All things invite 

To peaceful counsels, and the settled state 

Of order, how in safety best we may 280 

Compose our present evils, with regard 

Of what we are and where, dismissing quite 

All thoughts of war. Ye have what I advise.’ 

He os had finished, when such murmur 
illed 

The assembly as when hollow rocks re- 
tain 285 

The sound of blustering winds, which all 
night long 

Had roused the sea, now with hoarse cadence 
lull 

Seafaring men o’erwatched, whose bark by 
chance, 

Or pinnace, anchors in a craggy bay 

After the tempest. Such applause was 
heard 290 

As Mammon ended, and his sentence pleased, 

Advising peace: for such another field 

They dreaded worse than Hell; so much the 
fear 

Of thunder and the sword of Michaél 

Wrought still within them; and no less 


desire ; 295 
To found this nether empire, which might 
rise, 


By policy and long process of time, 
In emulation opposite to Heaven. 
Which when Beélzebub perceived — than 


whom, ; 
Satan except, none higher sat — with 
grave 300 


Aspect he rose, and in his rising seemed 
A pillar of state. Deep on his front engraven 
Deliberation sat, and public care; 
And princely counsel in his face yet shon, 
Majestic, though in ruin. Sage he stood, 305 
With Atlantean shoulders, fit to bear 
The weight of mightiest monarchies; his look 
Drew audience and attention still as night 
Or summer’s noontide air, while thus he 
spake: — 
‘Thrones and Imperial Powers, Offspring 
of Heaven, 310 


Ethereal Virtues! or these titles now 
Must we renounce, and, changing style, be 
alte 

Princes of Hell? for so the popular vote 

mee —here to continue, and build up 
ere 

A growing empire; doubtless! while we 
dream, 315 

And know not that the King of Heaven 
AU Goole: gr ees Bie) 


This place our dungeon — not our safe re- 


reat 

Beyond his potent arm, to live exempt 

From Heaven’s high jurisdiction, in new 
league 

Banded against his throne, but to remain 320 

In strictest bondage, though thus far re- 
moved, 

Under the inevitable curb, reserved 

His captive multitude. For He, be sure, 

In highth or depth, still first and last will 
reign 

Sole king, and of his kingdom lose no part 325 

By our revolt, but over Hell extend 

His empire, and with iron sceptre rule 

Us here, as with his golden those in Heaven. 

What sit we then projecting peace and war? 

War hath determined us and foiled with 
loss a 330 

Trreparable; terms of peace yet none 

Vouchsafed or sought; for what peace will 
be given 

To us enslaved, but custody severe, 

And stripes and arbitrary punishment 

Inflicted? and what peace can we return, 335 

But, to our power, hostility and hate, 

Untamed reluctance, and revenge, though 
slow, 

Yet ever plotting how the Conquerour least 

May reap his conquest, and may least rejoice 

In doing what we most in suffering feel? 340 

Nor will occasion want, nor shall we need 

With dangerous expedition to invade 

Heaven, whose high walls fear no assault or 
siege 

Or ambush from the Deep. What if we find 

Some easier enterprise? ‘There is.a place 345 

(If ancient and prophetic fame in Heaven 

Ierr not) — another World, the happy seat 

Of some new race, called Man, about. this 
time 

To be created like to us, though less 

In power. and. excellence,..but..favoured 
more 350 

Of Hint who rules above;..so was His will 

Pronounced among the gods, and by an oath 

That shook Heaven’s whole circumference, 
confirmed. 

Thither let us bend all our thoughts, to learn 


ree 
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What creatures there inhabit, of what 
mould 355 

Or substance, how endued, and what their 
power 

And ce their weakness: how attempted 
est, 

By force or subtlety. Though Heaven be 
shut, 


And Heaven’s high Arbitrator sit secure 

In his own strength, \this place may _lie-ex- 
posed, 360 

The utmost border of his kingdom, left 

To their defence who_hold it: here, perhaps, 

Some advantageous act may be achieved 

By sudden onset — either with Hell-fire 

To waste his whole-creation, Or possess 365 

All. as our.own, and drive, as we are driven, 

The puny habitants; or, if not drive, 

Seduce them to our party, that their God 

May prove their foe, and with repenting hand 

Abolish his own works. This would sur- 
pass 370 

Common revenge, and interrupt His joy 

In our confusion, and our joy upraise 

In his disturbance; when his darling sons, 

Hurled headlong to partake with us, shall 
curse 

Their frail original, and faded bliss — 

Faded so soon! \Advise if this be worth 

Attempting, or to sit in darkness here 

Hatching vain empires.’ Thus Beélzebub 

-Pleaded his devilish counsel — first devised 

By Satan, and in part proposed: for 
whence, 380 

But from the author of all ill, could spring 

So deep a malice, to confound the race 

Of mankind in one root, and Earth with Hell 

To mingle and involve, done all to spite 

The great Creator? But their spite still 
serves 385 

His glory to augment. The bold design 

Pleased highly those Infernal States, and 


joy 
Sparkled in all their eyes: with full assent 
They vote:..whereat -his-speech-he-thus. re- 
news: — 
‘Well have ye judged, well ended long de- 
bate, 390 
Synod of Gods, and, like to what ye are, 
Great things resolved, which from the lowest 
deep 
Will once more lift us up, in spite of fate, 
Nearer our ancient Seat — perhaps in view 
Of those bright confines, whence, with neigh- 
bouring arms, 395 
And opportune excursion, we may chance 
2e-enter Heaven; or else in some mild zone 
Dwell, not unvisited of Heaven’s fair light, 
Secure, and at the brightening orient beam 


375 
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the soft delicious 
400 


Purge off this gloom: 
air, 
To heal the scar of these corrosive fires, 
Shall breathe her balm. But, first, whom 
shall we send 
In search of this new w World: whom shall 
we find” 
ee cry who shall tempt with wandering 
eet 
The dark, unbottomed, infinite Abyss, 405 
And through the palpable obscure find out 
His uncouth way, or spread his aerie flight, 
Upborne with indefatigable wings 
Over the vast Abrupt, ere he arrive 
The happy Isle? What strength, what art, 
can then 410 
Suffice, or what evasion bear him safe 
Through the strict senteries and stations 
thick 
Of Angels watching round? Here he had 
need 
All cireumspection: and we now no less 
Choice in our suffrage; for on whom we 
send 415 
The weight of all, and our last hope, relies.’ 
This said, he sat; and expectation held 
His look suspense, awaiting who appeared 
To second, or oppose, or undertake 
The perilous attempt. Butall sat mute, 420 
Pondering the danger with deep thoughts; 
and each 
In other’s countenance read his own dismay, 
Astonished. None among the choice and 
prime 
Of je Heaven-warring champions could 
be found 


So a as to sey or eae 425 


ie his Fallon oan pitunniil Sen 
Conscious of highest worth, unmoved thus 


spake; — 
‘O “Progeny of Heaven! Empyreal 
Thrones! 430 


With reason hath deep silence and demur 

Seized us, though undismayed. Long is the 
way 

And hard, that out of Hell leads up to Light. 

Our prison strong, this huge convex of fire, 

Outrageous to devour, immures us round 435 

Ninefold; and gates of burning adamant, 

Barred over us, prohibit all egress. 

These passed, if any pass, the void pro- 
found : 

Of unessential Night receives him next, 

Wide-gaping, and with utter loss of being 440 

Threatens him, plunged in that abortive 
gulf. 

If thence he scape, into whatever world, 
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Or unknown region, what remains him less 
Than unknown dangers, and as hard escape? 
[ But I should ill become this throne, O 
Peers, 445 

And this imperial sovranty, adorned 
With Sescaed armed with power, if aught 


And Rekind of public moment in the shape 
Of difficulty or danger, could deter 
Me from attempting. Wherefore do I as- 
sume 450 
These royalties, and not refuse to reign, 
Refusing to accept as great a share 
Of hazard as of honour, due alike 
To _ who reigns, and so much to him 
ue 
Of hazard more as he above the rest 455 
High honoured sits? Go, therefore, mighty 
Powers, 
Terror = Heaven, though fallen; intend at 


hom 
While at shall be our home, what best may 
ease 
The present misery, and render Hell 
More tolerable; if there be cure or charm 460 
To respite, or deceive, or slack the pain 
Of this Ul mansion: intermit no watch 
Against a wakeful Foe, while I abroad 
Through all the coasts of dark destruction 


seek 
Deliv erance for us all. This enterprise 465 
shall partake uS Saying, 

rose 


The Monarch, and prevented all reply; 
Prudent lest, from his resolution raised, 
Others among the chief might offer now, 
Certain to be refused, what erst they 
feared, 470 
And, so refused, might in opinion stand 
His rivals, winning cheap the high repute 
Which he through hazard huge must earn. 


But they 

Dreaded not more the adventure than his 
voice 

Forbidding; and at once with him they 


Tose. 475 
Their rising all at once was as the sound 
—Of thunder heard remote. ‘Towards him they 
bend 
With awful reverence prone, and as a God 
Extol him equal to the Highest in Heaven. 
Nor failed they to express how much they 


praised 480 
That for the general safety he despised 
His own: for neither do the Spirits damned 
Lose_all their virtue; lest bad men should 
boast 


Their specious deeds on earth, which glory 
excites, 


361 
Or close ambition varnished o’er with 


zeal. 485 
Thus they their doubtful consultations 
dark 
Ended, rejoicing in thir matchless Chief: 
As, when from mountain-tops the dusky 


clouds 

Ascending, while the North-wind sleeps, 
o’erspread 

Heaven’s chearful face, the louring ele- 
ment 490 

Scowls o’er the darkened landskip snow or 
shower, 

If chance the radiant sun, with farewell 
sweet, 


Extend his evening beam, the fields revive, 
The birds their notes renew, and bleating 
herds — 

Attest their joy, that hill and valley rings. 495 
O shame to men! Devil with devil damned 
Firm concord holds; men only disagree I, 
Of creatures rational, though under hope 
Of heavenly grace, and, God _ proclaiming 


peace, 
Yet live in hatred, enmity, and strife 500 
Among themselves, and levy cruel wars 
Wasting the earth, each other to destroy: 
As if (which might induce us to accord) 
Man had not hellish foes enow besides, 
That day and night for his destruction 
wait! 5 


The Stygian counsel thus dissolved; and 
rout 


In order came the grand Infernal Peers: 

Midst came their mighty Paramount, and 
seemed 

Alone the Antagonist of Heaven, nor less 

Than Hell’s dread Emperor, with pomp su- 
preme, 510 

And god-like imitated state; him round 

A globe of fiery Seraphim inclosed 

With bright emblazonry, and horrent arms. 

Then of their session ended they bid ery 

With trumpet’s regal sound the great re- 
sult: 515 

Toward the four winds four speedy Cher- 
ubim 

Put to their mouths the sounding alehymy, 

By harald’s voice explained; the hollow 
Abyss 

Heard far and wide, and all the host of Hell 

With deafening shout returned them loud 
acclaim. 520 

Thence more at ease their minds, and som- 
what raised 

By false presumptuous hope, the rangéd 7] 
powers 

Disband; and, wandering, each his several 
way 


362 


Pursues, as inclination or sad choice 

Leads him perplexed, where he may likeliest 
find 525 

Truce to his restless thoughts, and enter- 
tain ; 

The irksome hours, till his great Chief re- 


Ls turn. ; : ; 
art on the plain, or in the air sublime, 


— 


Upon the wing or in swift race contend, 
As at the Olympian games or Pythian 
fields; 530 
Part curb their fiery steeds, or shun the goal 
With rapid wheels, or fronted brigads form: 
As when, to warn proud cities, war appears 
Waged in the troubled sky, and armies rush 
To battle in the clouds; before each van 535 
Prick forth the aerie knights, and couch their 
spears, 
Till thickest legions close; with feats of arms 
From either end of heaven the welkin burns. 
Others, with vast Typhcean rage, more fell, 
Rend up both rocks and hills, and ride the 


alr 540 
In whirlwind; Hell searce holds the wild up- 
roare— 


As when Alcides, from Cichalia crowned 

With conquest, felt the envenomed robe, and 
tore 

Through pain up by the roots Thessalian 
pines, 

And Lichas from the top of (Eta threw 545 


‘Into the Euboic sea. | Others more mild, 


Retreated in a silent valley, sing 

With notes angelical to many a harp 

Their own heroic deeds, and hapless fall 

By doom of battle, and complain that 
Fate 550 

Free virtue should enthrall to Force or 
Chance. 

Their song was partial; but the harmony 

(What could it less when Spirits immortal 
sing?) 

Suspended Hell, and took with ravishment 

The thronging audience. In discourse more 


sweet 555 
(For Eloquence the Soul, Song charms the 
Sense) 


Others apart sat on a hill retired, 
In thoughts more elevate, and reasoned high 
Of Providence, Foreknowledge, Will, and 


Fate — 
Fixed fate, free will, foreknowledge abso- 
lute — 560 


And found no end, in wandering mazes lost. 


Of good and evil much they argued then, 
Of happiness and final misery, 

Passion and apathy, and glory and shame: 
Vain wisdom all, and false philosophie! — 565 
Yet, with a pleasing sorcery, could charm 
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Pain for a while or anguish, and excite 
Fallacious hope, or arm the obduréd breast 
With stubborn patience as with triple steel. 
Lsnother part, in squadrons and gross 
bands, 570 
On bold adventure to discover wide 
That dismal world, if any clime perhaps 
Might yield them easier habitation, bend 
Four ways their fiying march, along the 
banks 
Of four infernal rivers, that disgorge 575 
Into the burning lake their baleful streams — 
Abhorréd Styx, the flood of deadly hate; 
Sad Acheron of sorrow, black and deep; 
Cocytus, named of lamentation loud 
Heard on the rueful stream; fierce Phlege- 


ton, 580 
Whose waves of torrent fire inflame with 
rage. 


Far off from these, a slow and silent stream, 

Lethe, the river of oblivion, rowls 

Her watery labyrinth, whereof who drinks 

Forthwith his former state and being for- 
gets: — 585 

Forgets both joy and grief, pleasure and pain. 

Beyond this flood a frozen continent 

Lies dark and wild, beat with perpetual 


storms 

Of whirlwind and dire hail, which on firm 
land 

Thaws not, but gathers heap, and ruin 


seems 590 
Of ancient pile; all else deep snow and ice, 
A gulf profound as that Serbonian bog 
Betwixt Damiata and Mount Casius old 
Where armies whole have sunk: the parch- 


ing air 
Burns frore, and cold performs the effect of 
fire. 595 


Thither, by harpy-footed Furies haled, 

At certain revolutions all the damned 

Are brought; and feel by turns the bitter 
change 

Of fierce extremes, extremes by change more 
fierce, 

From beds of raging fire to starve in ice 600 

Their soft ethereal warmth, and there to 
pine 

Immovable, infixed, and frozen round, 

Periods of time,—thence hurried back to 
fire. 

They ferry over this Lethean sound 

Both to and fro, their sorrow to augment, 605 

And wish and struggle, as they pass, to 
reach 

The tempting stream, with one small drop to 
lose 

In sweet forgetfulness all pain and woe, 

All in one moment, and so near the brink; 


r 
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But Fate withstands, and, to oppose the 
attempt, 610 

Medusa with Gorgonian terror guards 

The ford, and of itself the water flies 

All taste of living wight, as once it fled 

The lip of Tantalus. Thus roving on 

In confused march forlorn, the adventrous 
bands, 615 

With shuddering horror pale, and eyes 
aghast, 

Viewed first their lamentable lot, and found 

No —_ Through many a dark and dreary 
vale 

They passed, and many a region dolorous, 

O’er many a frozen, many a fiery Alp, 620 

Rocks, caves, lakes, fens, bogs, dens, and 
shades of death — 

A universe of death, which God by curse 

Created evil, for evil only good; 

Where all life dies, death lives, and Nature 
breeds, 

Perverse, 
things, 

Abominable, inutterable, and worse 

Than fables yet have feigned or fear con- 
ceived, 


all prodigious 
625 


all monstrous, 


Man 
Satan, with thoughts inflamed of—highest 
design, 0 
Puts ift wings, and toward the gates of 
Hell 


Explores his solitary flight: sometimes 

He scours the right hand coast, somtimes 
the left; 

Now shaves with level wing the Deep, then 
soars } 

Up to the fiery concave towering high. 

As when far off at sea a fleet descried 

Hangs in the clouds, by #quinoctial winds 

Close sailing from Bengala, or the isles 

Of Ternate and Tidore, whence merchants 


635 


bring 
Their spicy drugs; they on the trading 
flood, 640 


Through the wide Ethiopian to the Cape, 

Ply stemming nightly toward the pole: so 
seemed 

Far off the flying Fiend. | At last appear 

Hell-bounds, high reaching to the horrid 


roof, 
And thrice threefold the gates; three folds 
were brass, 645 
Three iron, three of adamantine rock, 
Impenetrable, impaled with circling fire, 


Yet unconsumed. Before the gates there 
sat 
On either side a formidable Shape. 


368 
The one seemed woman to the waist, and 
art tale, 650 


But ended fouli pascaly fold, 
Voluminous and vast — a serpent armed 


With mortal sting. About her middle round 
A ery of Hell-hounds never-ceasing barked 
With wide Cerberean mouths full loud, and 
rung 655 
A hideous peal; yet, when they list, would 


creep, 
If ought disturbed their noise, into her 


womb, 

And kennel there; yet there still barked and 
howled 

Within unseen. Far less abhorred than | 
these 

Vexed Scylla, bathing in the sea that 
parts 660 


Calabria from the hoarse Trinacrian shore; 


Nor uglier follow the night-hag, when, 
called 

In secret, riding through the air she comes, 

Lured with the smell of infant blood, to 


dance 

With Lapland witches, while the labouring 
moon 665 

Eclipses at their charms. The other 
Shape — 

If shape it might be called that shape had 
none 


Distinguishable in member, joint, or limb; 
Or substance might be called that shadow 


seemed, 
For each seemed either — black it stood as 
Night, 670 


Fierce as ten Furies, terrible as Hell, 

And shook a dreadful dart: what seemed his 
head 

The likeness of a kingly crown had on. 

Satan was now at hand, and from his seat 


The monster moving onward came as 
fast 675 

With horrid strides; Hell trembled as he 
strode. 

The undaunted Fiend what this might be 
admired — 

Admired, not feared (God and his Son ex- 
cept, 

Created thing naught valued he nor 
shunned), 

And with disdainful look thus first be- 
gan: — 680 

‘Whence and what art thou, execrable 
Shape, 

That dar’st, though grim and terrible, ad- 

vance 


Thy miscreated front athwart my way 
To yonder gates? Through them I mean to 
pass, 


Lice 


364 


That be assured, without leave asked of 


— thee. 685 
Retire; or taste thy folly, and learn by 
proof, 
Hellabonth, not to contend with Spirits of 
Heaven.’ 
To whom the Goblin,-fullof wrauth, re- 
plied: — 


‘Art thou that Traitor-Angel, art thou he, 

Who first broke peace in Heaven and faith, 
till then 690 

Unbroken, and in proud rebellious arms 

Drew after him the third part of Heaven’s 
sons, 

Conjured against the Highest — for which 
both thou 

And they, outcast from God, 
demned 

To waste eternal days in woe and pain? 695 

And reckon’st thou thyself with Spirits of 
Heaven, 

Hell-doomed, and breath’st defiance here and 
scorn, 

Where I reign king, and, to enrage thee more, 

Thy king and lord? Back to thy punish- 


are here con- 


ment, 
False fugitive; and to thy speed add 
wings, 700 


Lest with a whip of scorpions I pursue 

Thy lingering, or with one stroke of this dart 

Strange. horror seize thee, and pangs unfelt 
before.’ 

So spake the griesly Terror, and in shape, 

So speaking and so threatening, grew ten- 
fold 705 

More dreadful and deform.) On the other 
side, 

Incensed with indignation, Satan stood 

Unterrified, and like a comet burned, 

That fires the length of Ophiuchus huge 

In the arctic sky, and from his horrid 


hair 710 
Shakes pestilence and war. Hach at the 
head 


Levelled his deadly aim; their fatal hands 
No second stroke intend; and such a frown 
Each cast at the other, as when two black 


clouds, 
With Heaven’s artillery fraught, come 
rattling on 715 


Over the Caspian, then stand front to front 

Hovering a space, till winds the signal blow 

To join their dark encounter in mid-air. 

So frowned the mighty combatants that Hell 

Grew darker at their frown; so matched they 
stood; 720 

For never but once more was either like 

To meet so great a foe. And now great 
deeds 
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et tis achieved, whereof all Hell had 


Had soak tie snaky Sorceress,,that sat 
Fast by Hell-gate, and kept the fatal key, 725 
Risen, and with hideous outcry rushed be- 
tween. 
‘O father, what intends thy hand,’ she 
cried, 
‘Against thy only son? What fury, O son, 
Possesses thee to bend that mortal dart 
Against thy father’s head? And know’st for 
whom; 730 
For him who sits above, and laughs the while 
At thee, ordained his drudge to execute 
Whate’er his wrauth, which He calls justice, 


bids — 
His wrauth, which one day will destroy ye 
both!’ 
She spake, and at her words the hellish 
Pest ee 
Forbore; then these to her Satan re- 
turned: sh 
‘So strange thy outcry, and thy words so 
strange 


Thou interposest, that my sudden hand, 
Prevented, spares to tell thee yet by deeds 
What it intends, till first I know of thee 740 
What thing thou art, thus double-formed, 
and wh 
In this infernal vale first met, thou call’st 
Me father, and that fantasm call’st my son. 
I know thee not, nor ever saw till now 


Sight more detestable than him and 

thee.’ 745 

To whom thus the Portress of Hell-gate 
replied: — 


a ‘Hast thou forgot me, then; and do I seem 
| Now in thine eye so foul? — once deemed 
so fair 
In Heaven, when at the assembly, and in 
sight 
Of all the Seraphim with thee combined 750 
In bold conspiracy against Heaven’s King, 
All on a sudden miserable pain 
Surprised thee, dim thine eyes, and dizzy 


swum 

In darkness, while thy head flames thick 
and fast 

Threw forth, till on the left side opening 
wide, 755 

Likest to thee in shape and countenance 
bright, pow Foren 


~Then shining heavenly fair, a goddess armed, 


Out of thy head I sprung. Amazement 
seized 

All the host of Heaven; back they recoiled 
afraid 


At first, and called me Sin, and for a sign 760 
Portentous held me; but, familiar grown, 
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I pleased, and with attractive graces won 
Bee most averse—thee chiefly, who full oft 
yself in me thy perfect image viewing, 
Becam’st enamoured; a 


took’st. 765 


With que. vin _pearet “that ‘my swomb-nan: 

celve 

4 growing burden. Meanwhile war arose, 

And fields were fought in Heaven: wherein 
remained 

(For what could else?) to our Almighty Foe 

Clear victory; to our part loss and rout 770 

Through all the Empyrean. Down they fell, 

Driven headlong from the pitch of Heaven, 
down 

Tnto this stony and in the general fall 

which time this powerful Key 


- greens hands was given, with charge to 


oe teil te a i Di 


775 

Aa for eyer shut, which none can 
pass 

Without my opening. Pensive here I sat 
Alone; but long I sat not, till my womb, 
Pregnant by thee, and now excessive grown, 
Prodigious motion felt and rueful throes. 780 
At ast this odious offspring whom thou 


otten, breaking violent way, 
Te throu ine own notte. entrails, that, with fear 
and pain cj 
Distorted, all my nether shape thus grew 
Transformed: but he my inbred enemy 785 
Forth issued, brandishing his fatal dart, 
Made to destroy. I fled, and_cried out 
Death! mn Wan 
Hell trembled at the hideous name, and 


nec 
Froiy all hher_caves,. and back resounded 
I fled; but he pursued (though more, it 


seems, 790 
Inflamed with lust than rage), and, swifter 
far, 


Me overtook, his mother, all dismayed, 

And, in embraces forcible and foul 

Ingendering with me, of that rape begot 

These yelling monsters, that with ceaseless 
cry 795 

Surround me, as thou saw’st — hourly con- 
ceived 

And hourly born, with sorrow infinite 

To me: for, when they list, into the womb 

That bred them they return, and howl, and 


gnaw 
|My bowels, their repast; then, bursting 
forth ‘ 800 
Afresh, with conscious terrors vex me round, 
That rest or intermission none I find. 
Before mine eyes in opposition sits 


365 

Grim Death, my son and foe, who sets them 
on, 

And me, his parent, would full soon de- 

vour 805 


For want of other prey, but that he knows 

His end with mine involved, and knows 
that I 

Should prove a bitter morsel, and his bane, 

Whenever that shall be: so Fate pro- 


nounced. 
But thou, O father, I forewarn thee, 
shun 810 


His deadly arrow; neither vainly hope 

To be invulnerable in those bright arms, 

Though tempered heavenly; for that mortal 
dint, 

Save He who reigns above, none can re- 
sist.’ 


She finished; and the subtle Fiend his 


: lore , 815 
Soon learned, now milder, and thus answered 
smooth: — 


: ghter — since thou claim’st me 


for thy sire 
And my fair son here show’st me, the dear 


pledge 

Of dalliance had with thee in Heaven, and 
joys 

Then sweet, now sad to mention, through 
dire change 820 

Befallen us unforeseen, unthought-of — 
know, 

Lcome no enemy, but to set free 


From out this dark and dismal house of pain 
aN him and thee, and all the Heavenly 
ost 

Of Spirits that, in our just pretences 
armed, 825 

Fell with us from on high. From them I go 

This uncouth errand sole, and one for all 

Myself expose, with lonely steps to tread 

The unfounded Deep, and through the void 
immense 

To search, with wandering quest, a place 


foretold 830 
Should be — and, by concurring signs, ere 
now 


Created vast and round —a place of bliss 

In the purlieus of Heaven; and therein 
placed 

A race of upstart creatures, to supply 

Perhaps our vacant room, though more re- 


moved, 835 
Lest Heaven, surcharged with potent mul- 
titude, 
Might hap to move new broils. Be this, or 
aught 


Than his more secret, now designed, I 
haste 
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To know; and, this once known, shall soon 
return, 

And bring ye to the piace where thou and 
Death 840 

Shall dwell at ease, and up and down un- 
seen 


Wing silently the buxom air, imbalmed 
With odours. There ye shall be fed and 
filled 
Immeasurably; 
rey.’ 
He ceased; for both seemed highly pleased, 
and Death 845 
Grinned horrible a ghastly smile, to hear 
His famine should be filled, and blessed his 
maw 
Destined to that good hour. 
joiced 
His mother.bad,and thus bespake her 
Sire: — 
‘The key of this infernal Pit, by due 850 
And by command of Heaven’s all-powerful 
King, 
I keep, by Him forbidden to unlock 
These adamantine gates; against all force 
Death ready stands to interpose his dart, 
Fearless to be o’ermatched by living 
might. 855 
¢ But what owe I to His commands above, 
|W ho hates me, and hath hither thrust me 
\ down 
Unto this gloom of Tartarus profound, 
To sit in hateful office here confined, 
Inhabitant of Heaven and _heavenly- 
born — 860 
Here in perpetual agony and pain, 
With terrors and with clamours compassed 
round 
Of mine own brood, 
feed? 
Thou art my father, thou my author, thou 
My being gayv’st me; whom should I 
obey 865 
But thee? whom follow? Thou wilt bring 
me soon 
To that new world of light and bliss, among 
The gods who live at ease, where I shall reign 
At thy right hand voluptuous, as beseems 
Thy daughter and thy darling, without 
end.’ 870 
Thus saying, from her side the fatal key, 
Sad instrument of all our woe, she took; 
And, toward the gate rowling her bestial 
‘train, 
Forthwith the huge porcullis high up- -drew, 
Which, but herself, Tot all the Stygian 
Powers 875 
Could once have moved; then in the key- 
hole turns 


all things shall be your 


No less re- 


that on my bowels 


“iV ad dimension; 
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The intricate wards, and every bolt and bar 
Of massy iron or solid rock with ease 
Unfastens. On a sudden open fly, 

With impetuous recoil and jarring sound, 88¢ 
The infernal doors, and on their hinges erate 
Harsh thunder, that the lowest bottom shook 
Of Erebus. She opened; but to shut 
Excelled her power: the gates wide open 


stood, . 

That with extended wings a_bannered 
host, 885 

Under spread ensigns marching, might pass 

~~ through 

With horse and chariots ranked in loose 
array; 

So wide they stood, and like a furnace- 
mouth 

Cast forth redounding emake and ruddy 
flame. 


( Before their eyes in sudden view appear 890 
The secrets of the hoary Deep—a dark 
[limitable ocean, without bound, 

where length, breadth, 


and highth, 
And time, and place, are lost; where eldest 
Night 
And Chaos, ancestors of Nature, hold 895 
Eternal anarchy, amidst the noise 
Of endless wars, and by confusion stand. 
For Hot, Cold, Moist, and Dry, four cham- 
pions fierce, 
Strive here for maistrie, and to battle bring 
Their embryon atoms: they around the 
flag 900 
Of each his faction, in their several clans, 
Light-armed or heavy, sharp, smooth, swift, 
or slow, 
Swarm populous, unnumbered as the sands 
Of Barca or Cyrene’s torrid soil, 
Levied to side with warring ‘winds, and 


poise 905 
Their lighter wings. To whom these most 
adhere 


He rules a moment: Chaos umpire sits, 

And by decision more imbroils the fray 

By which he reigns: next him, high arbiter, 

Chance governs all. Into this wild 
Abyss, 910 

The womb of Nature, and perhaps her grave, 

Of neither Sea, nor Shore, nor Air, nor 
Fire, 

But all these in their pregnant causes mixed 

Confusedly, and which thus must ever fight, 

Unless the Almighty Maker them ordain 915 

His dark materials to create more worlds — 

Tnto this wild Abyss the wary Fiend 

Stood on the brink of Hell and looked 2 
while, 

Pondering his voyage; for no narrow frith) 
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‘am had to cross. Nor was his ear less 
pealed 920 
With noises loud and ruinous (to compare 
Great things with small) than when Bellona 
storms 
With all her battering engines, bent to rase 
Some capital city; or less than if this frame 
Of heaven were falling, and these ele- 
ments 925 
In mutiny had from her axle torn 
The cage Earth. At last his sail-broad 
i aes ads for fli ght. and, in the surging 
smoke 
Uplifted, spurns the peat » thence many a 
league, 
As in a cloudy chair, ascending rides 930 
Audacious; but, that seat soon failing, meets 
A vast vacuity. All unawares, 
Fluttering his pennons vain,.plumb-down-he 
drops. 
Ten thousand fadom deep,and to this hour 
Down had_been falling, ad not, by ill 
~~ chance, 935 
The strong rebuff of some tumultuous cloud, 
nstinet with fire and nitre, hurried him 
Asmany-mites-aloft. That fury stayed — 
Quenched in a boggy Syrtis, neither sea, 
Nor good dry land — nigh foundered, on he 
fares, 940 
Treading ‘the crude consistence, half on foot, 
Half flying; behoves him now ‘both oar and 
sail. 
As when a gryfon through the wilderness 
With wingéd course, o’er hill or moory dale, 
Pursues the Arimaspian, who by stealth 945 
Had from his wakeful custody purloined 


The guarded gold; so eagerly the Fiend 
O’er bog or steep, through strait, rough, 
dense, or rare, 
© With head, hands, wings, or feet, pursues his 
way, 
And vial or sinks, or wades, or creeps, or 
flies. 950 
At length a universal hubbub wild 
Of stunning sounds and voices all confused, 
Borne through the hollow dark, assaults his 
ear 
ith loudest vehemence. Thither he plies 
Undaunted, to meet there whatever 
Power 955 
Or Spirit of the nethermost Abyss 
Might in that noise reside, of whom to ask 


‘ Which way the nearest coast of darkness lies 
f Bordering on light; when straight behold the 


throne 
Of Chaos, and his dark pavilion spread 960 
Wide on the wasteful Deep! _him_en- 


throned 


367 
Sat sable-vested Night,.eldest of things, 


The consort of his reign; and by them stood 

Orcus and Ades, and the dreaded name 

Of Demogorgon; Rumour next, and 
Chance, 965 

And Tumult, and Confusion, all imbroiled, 

And Discord with a thousand various 
mouths. 


Topham. Satan, turning boldly, thus: — ~ gigadl 
e Powers 
And spore éthermost Abyss, 


Chaos and ancient Night, [come no spy 970 

With purpose to explore or to disturb 

The secrets of your realm; but, by con- 
straint 

Wandering this darksome desart, as my way 

Lies San your spacious empire up to 


ght 
Alone and without guide, halflost,.Iseek, 975 
What readiest path leads where your gloomy 
bounds 
Confine with Heaven; or, if some other place, 
From your dominion won, the Ethereal King 
Possesses lately, thither to arrive 
I travel this profound. Direct my 
course: 930 
Directed, no mean recompense it. brings 
To your behoof, if I that region lost, 
All usurpation thence expelled, reduce 
To her original darkness and your sway 
(Which is my present journey), and once 
more 985 
Erect the standard there of ancient Night. 
Yours be the advantage all, mine the re- 
venge!’ 
Thus Satan; 
old, 
With faltering speech and visage incomposed, 
Answered: — ‘I know thee, stranger, who 
thou art — 990 
That mighty leading Angel, who of late 
Made head against Heaven’s King, though 
overthrown. 
I saw and heard; for such a numerous host 
I'led not in silence through the frighted 


and him thus the Anarch 


Deep, 
With ruin upon ruin, rout on rout, 995 
Confusion worse confounded; and Heaven- 
gates 


Poured out by millions her victorious bands, 

Pursuing. I upon my frontiers here 

Keep residence; if all I can will serve 

That little which is left so to defend, 1000 

Iencroached on still through our "intestine 
broils 

Weakening the sceptre of old Night: first, 
Hell, 

Your dungeon, stretching far and wide he- 
neath; 
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Now lately Heaven and Earth, another world 
Hung o’er my realm, linked in a golden 


chain 1005 
To that side Heaven from whence your le- 
gions fell! 


\ If that way be your walk, you have not far; 
| So much the nearer danger. Go, and speed; 
Havoc, and spoil, and ruin, are my gain.’ 


He_ ceased; and Satan ‘staid not. to re- 

ply 1010 

But, et that now his sea should find a 
"shore, 


With fresh Alacrity and force renewed 

Springs upward, like a pyramid of fire, 

Into the wild expanse, and through the 
shock 

Of fighting elements, on all sides round 

Environed, wins his way; harder beset 

And more endangered than when Argo 
passed 

Through Bosporus betwixt the justling rocks, 

Or when Ulysses on the larboard shunned 

Charybdis, and by the other Whirlpool 
steered. 1020 

So he with difficulty and labour hard 

Moved on. With difficulty and labour he; 

But, he once passed, soon after, when Man 
fell, 

Strange alteration! Sin and Death amain, 


1015 


Following his track- (such was the will of | 


Heaven) 1025 
Paved after him a broad and beaten way 


Over the dark Abyss, whose boiling gulf ~ 


Tamely endured a bridge of wondrous 
length, 
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From Hell continued, reaching the utmost 


Orb 
Of this frail World; by which the Spirits 
perverse 1030 
With easy intercourse pass to and fro 
To tempt or punish mortals, except whom 
God and good Angels guard by special grace. 
But.now at last the sacred influence 
Of light appears, and from the walls of 
Heaven 1035 
Shoots far into the bosom of dim Night 
A glimmering dawn. Here Nature first be- 
gins. 
Her fardest verge, and Chaos to retire, 
As from her outmost works, a broken foe, 
With tumult less and with less hostile 
din; 1040 
That Satan with less toil, and now with ease, 
Wafts on the calmer wave by dubious light, 
And, like a weather-beaten vessel, holds 


(Gladly the port, though shrouds and tackle 


torn; 
Or in the emptier waste, resembling air, 1045 
Weighs his spread wings, at leisure to behold 
Far off the empyreal Heaven, extended wide 
In circuit, undetermined square or round, 
With opal’ ‘towers and battlements adorned 
Of living sapphire, once his native seat, 1050 


“And, fast by, hanging in a golden chain, 


This pendent World, in bigness as a star 

Of smallest magnitude close by the moon. 

Thither, full fraught with mischievous re- 
venge, 

Accurst, and in a curséd hour, he hies. 1055 
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LYRICS 


George Herbert (1593-1633) 


JORDAN 


WHEN first my verse of heavenly joys made 
mention, 

Such was their lustre, they did so excel, 

That I sought out quaint words and trim 
invention; 

My thoughts began to burnish, sprout, and 
swell, 

Curling with metaphors a plain intention, 5 

Decking the sense as if it were to sell. 


Thousands of notions in my brain did run, 
Offering their service, if I were not sped: 


I often blotted what I had begun — 

This was not quick enough, and that was 
dead; 10 

Nothing could seem too rich to clothe the 
sun, 

Much less those joys which trample on his 
head. 


As flames do work and wind when they as- 
cend, 

So did I weave myself into the sense; 

But while I bustled I might hear a friend 15 

Whisper, ‘How wide is all this long pretence! 

There is in love a sweetness ready penned; 

Copy out only that, and save expense.’ 
1633 
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THE ALTAR 


A BROKEN Altar, Lord, Thy servant rears, 
Made of a heart, and cemented with tears, 
. Whose parts are as Thy hand did frame; 
No workman’s tool hath touched the same. 
A heart alone 5 
Is such a stone 
As nothing but 
Thy power doth cut. 
Wherefore each part 
Of my hard heart 10 
Meets in this frame, 
To praise thy name: 
That, if | chance to hold my peace, 
These stones to praise Thee may 
not cease. 
O, let Thy blesséd Sacrifice be mine, 15 
And sanctify this Altar to be Thine! 
; 1633 


EASTER WINGS 


Lorp, Who createdst man in wealth and store, 
Though foolishly he lost the same, 
Decaying more and more, 


Till he became 


Most poor: 5 


With Thee 
O let me rise, 
As larks, harmoniously, 
Aud sing this day Thy victories: 
Then shall the fall further the flight in me. 10 


My tender age in sorrow did begin; 
And still with sicknesses and shame 
Thou didst so punish sin, 
That I became 
Most thin. 15 
With Thee 
Let me combine, 
And feel this day Thy victory; 
For, if I imp my wing on thine, 
Affliction shall advance the flight in me. 20 
1633 


VIRTUE 


Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright, 
The bridal of the earth and sky, 

The dew shall weep thy fall to-night; 
For thou must die. 


Sweet rose, whose hue angry and brave 5 
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye, 

Thy root is ever in its grave, 
And thou must die. 


Sweet spring, full of sweet days and roses, 
box where sweets compacted lie, 10 
My music shows ye have your closes, 
And all must die. 


Only a sweet and virtuous soul, 
Like seasoned timber, never gives; 
But though the whole world turn to coal, 15 
Then chiefly lives. 
1633 


THE QUIP 


Tue merry World did on a day 

With his train-bands and mates agree 
To meet together where I lay, 

And all in sport to jeer at me. 


First Beauty crept into a rose, 5 
Which when I pluckt not, ‘Sir,’ said she 
‘Tell me, I pray, whose hands are those?’ 

But Thou shalt answer, Lord, for me. 


Then Money came, and chinking still, 
‘What tune is this, poor man?’ said he; 10 
‘T heard in Music you had skill’: 
But Thou shalt answer, Lord, for me, 


Then came brave Glory puffing by 
In silks that whistled, who but he! 

He scarce allowed me half an eye: 15 
But Thou shalt answer, Lord, for me. 


Then came quick Wit and Conversation, 
And he would needs a comfort be, 

And, to be short, make an oration: 
But Thou shalt answer, Lord, for me. 20 


Yet when the hour of Thy design 
To answer these fine things shall come, 
Speak not at large, say, I am Thine, 
And then they have their answer home. 
1633 


THE COLLAR 


I srruck the board, and cried, ‘No more; 
[ will abroad.’ 
What, shall I ever sigh and pine? 
My lines and life are free; free as the road, 
Loose as the wind, as large as store. 5 
Shall I be still in suit? 
Have I no harvest but a thorn 
To let me blood, and not restore 
What I have lost with cordial fruit? 
Sure there was wine 16 
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Before my sighs did dry it; there was corn 
Before my tears did drown it; 
Is the year only lost to me? 
Have I no bays to crown it, 
No flowers, no garlands gay? all blasted, 
All wasted? 
Not so, my heart; but there is fruit, 
And thou hast hands. 
Recover all thy sigh-blown age 
On double pleasures; leave thy cold dis- 
pute 20 
Of what is fit and not; forsake thy cage, 
Thy rope of sands 
Which petty thoughts have made; and made 
to thee 
Good cable, to enforee and draw, 
And be thy law, 25 
While thou didst wink and wouldst not 
see. ; 
Away! take heed; 
I will abroad. 
Call in thy death’s head there, tie up thy 
fears; 
He that forbears 
To suit and serve his need 
Deserves his load. 
But as [raved and grew more fierce and wild 
At every word, 
Methought I heard one calling, ‘Child’; 35 
And I replied, ‘My Lord.’ 


15 


30 


1633 


THE PULLEY 


WueEn God at first made man, 
Having a glass of blessings standing by, 


‘Let us,’ said He, ‘pour on him all we 
can; 
Let the world’s riches, which disperséd 
lie, 
Contract into a span.’ 5 


So strength first made a way, 
Then beauty flowed, then wisdom, honour, 
pleasure; 
When almost all was out, God made a 
stay, 
Perceiving that, alone of all His treasure, 


Rest in the bottom lay. 10 


‘Yor if I should,’ said He, 
‘Bestow this jewel also on My creature, 
He would adore My gifts instead of Me, 
And rest in Nature, not the God of Nature: 
So both should losers be. 15 


‘Yet let him keep the rest, 
But keep them with repining restlessness; 
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Let him be rich and weary, that at least, 
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness 
May toss him to My breast.’ 20 


1633 


Thomas Carety (1598-1638) 


A CRUEL MISTRESS 


We read of kings and gods that kindly took 

A pitcher filled with water from the brook; 

But I have daily tendered without thanks 

Rivers of tears that overflow their banks. 

A slaughtered bull will appease angry Jove, 5 

A horse the sun, a lamb the god of love, 

But she disdains the spotless sacrifice 

Of a pure heart, that at her altar lies. 

Vesta is not displea sed, if her chaste urn 

Do with repairéd fuel ever burn; 10 

But my saint frowns, though to her honoured 

name 
T consecrate a never-dying flame. 
The Assyrian king did none i’ the furnace 
throw 

But those that to his image did not bow; 

With bended knees I daily worship her, 

Yet she consumes her own idolater. 

Of such a goddess no times leave record, 

That burnt the temple where she was adored. 
1640 


15 


DISDAIN RETURNED 


He that loves a rosy cheek, 
Or a coral lip admires, 
Or from star-like eyes doth seek 
Fuel to maintain his fires; 
As old Time makes these decay, 5 
So his flames must waste away. 


But a smooth and steadfast mind, 
Gentle thoughts and calm desires, 

Hearts with equal love combined, 
Kindle never-dying fires. 

Where these are not, I despise 

Lovely cheeks, or lips, or eyes. 


10 


No tears, Celia, now shall win 
My resolved ‘heart to return; 
I have searched thy soul within, 
And find naught but pride and scorn: 
I have learned thy arts, and now 
Can disdain as much as thou. 


16 


Some power in my revenge convey 
That love to her I cast away. 20 


1640 
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ASK ME NO MORE WHERE | 
JOVE BESTOWS 


ASK me no more where Jove bestows, 
When June is past, the fading rose; 
For in your beauty” s orient deep 
These flowers, as in their causes, sleep. 


Ask me no more whither do stray 5 
The golden atoms of the day; 

For in pure love heaven did prepare 

Those powders to enrich your hair. 


Ask me no more whither doth haste 

The nightingale, when May is past; 10 
For in your sweet dividing throat 

She winters, and keeps warm her note. 


Ask me no more where those stars’ light, 
That downwards fall in dead of night: 

For in your eyes they sit, and there 15 
Fixéd become, as in ‘their sphere. 


Ask me no more if east or west 

The pheenix builds her spicy nest; 

For unto you at last she flies, 

And in your fragrant bosom dies. 20 
1640 


Francis Quarles (1592-1644) 


A GOOD-NIGHT 


CLosE now thine eyes, and rest secure; 

Thy soul is safe enough; thy body sure; 

He that loves thee, he that keeps 

And guards thee, never slumbers, never 
sleeps. 

The smiling Conscience in a sleeping breast 5 

Has only peace, has only rest; 

The music and the mirth of kings, 

Are all but very discords, when she sings: 

Then close thine eyes and rest secure: 

No sleep so sweet as thine, no rest so sure. 10 

1632 


SWEET PHOSPHOR, BRING THE DAY 
Wuw’r ne’er be morning? Will that prom- 
ised light 
Ne’er teenie and clear these clouds of 
night? 
Sweet Personae bring the day, 
Whose conquering ray 
May chase these fogs; cay Phosphor, ay: 
the day. 


How long! how long shall these benighted 
eyes 

Languish in shades, like feeble flies 

on Spring! How long shall darkness 


The face of earth, and thus beguile 
The souls of sprightful action; when will 
day 10 
Begin to dawn, whose new-born ray 
May gild the weathercocks of our devotion, 
And give our unsouled souls new motion! 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day, 
Thy light will fray 
These horrid mists; sweet Phosphor, bane 
the day. 


Let those have night that silly love t’ immure 
Their cloistered crimes, and sin secure; 
Let those have night that blush to let men 
know 
The baseness they ne’er blush todo; —_20 
Let oe have night that love to take a 


seat Toll 3 in Ignorance’s lap; 
Let those whose eyes, like owls, abhor the 
light, 
Let those have night that love the night! 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day; 25 
How sad delay 
Afflicts dull hopes! sweet Phosphor, bring 
the day. 


Alas! my light-in-vain-expecting eyes 
Can find no objects but what rise 

From this poor mortal blaze, a dying spark 30 
Of Vulcan’s forge, whose flames are dark 

And dangerous, a dull blue-burning light, 
As melancholy as the night: 

Here’s all the suns that glisten in the sphere 
Of earth: Ahme! what comfort’s here? 35 

Sweet Phosphor, bring the day; 
Haste, haste away 
Heaven’s loitering lamp; sweet Phosphor, 
bring the day. 


Blow, Ignorance: O thou, whose idle knee 
Rocks earth into a lethargy, 40 
And with thy sooty fingers hast bedight 
The world’s fair cheeks, blow, blow thy 
spite; 
Since thou hast puffed our greater taper, do 
Puff on, and out the lesser too; 
If e’er that breath-exiléd flame return, 45 
Thou hast not blown, as it will burn. 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day; 
Light will repay 
The wrongs of night; sweet Phosphor, bring 
the day. 
1635 
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Robert Herrick (1591-1674) If so be you ask me where 
They do grow, I answer, There, 


THE ARGUMENT OF HIS BOOK (Where my Julia’s lips do smile; 5 


I stne of brooks, of blossoms, birds, and There’s the land, or cherry-isle, 


bowers; _ Whose plantations fully show 

Of April, May, of June, and July flowers. All the year where cherries grow. 

I sing of May-poles, hock-carts, wassails, 1648 
wakes; 

Of bridegrooms, brides, and of their bridal- 
cakes. DELIGHT IN DISORDER 


I write of youth, of love, and have access 5 
By these to sing of cleanly wantonness. 
I sing of dews, of rains, and, piece by piece, 
Of balm, of oil, of spice, and ambergris. 
I sing of times trans-shifting; and I write 
How roses first came red, and lilies white. 10 
I write of groves, of twilights, and I sing 
The court of Mab, and of the Fairy-king. 
write of hell; I sing, and ever shall, 

++ Of heaven, and hope to have it after all. 

1648 


A swert disorder in the dress 
Kindles in clothes a wantonness. 
A lawn about the shoulders thrown 
Into a fine distractién; 
An erring lace, which here and there 5 
Enthrals the crimson stomacher; 
A cuff neglectful, and thereby 
Ribbands to flow confusedly; 
A winning wave (deserving note) 
In the tempestuous petticoat; 10 
A careless shoe-string, in whose tie 
I see a wild civility; — 
UPON THE LOSS OF HIS MISTRESSES \ ~Do more bewitch me than when art 
(Is too precise in every part. 
I wave lost, and lately, these 1648 
Many dainty mistresses: 
Stately Julia, prime of all; 
Sappho next, a principal; CORINNA’S GOING A MAYING 
Smooth Anthea, for a skin 
White, and heaven-like crystalline; 
Sweet Electra, and the choice 
Myrha, for the lute and voice; 
Next, Corinna, for her wit, 
And the graceful use of it, 10 
With Perilla: All are gone; 
Only Herrick’s left alone, 
For to number sorrow by 
Their departures hence, and die. 


GET up, get up for shame, the blooming morn 

Upon her wings presents the god unshorn. 
See how Aurora throws her fair 
Fresh-quilted colours through the air! 
Get up, sweet slug-a-bed, and see 5 
The dew-bespangling herb and tree. 

Each flower has wept, and bowed toward the 

east, 

Above an hour since; yet you not drest, 

Nay! not so much as out of bed? 


WE When all the birds have matins said, 10 
And sung their thankful hymns, ’t is sin, 
DISCONTENTS IN DEVON Nay, profanation to keep in, 
y When as a thousand virgins on this day, 

Mokrz discontents I never had Spring, sooner than the lark, to fetch in May. 
Since I was born than here, ; 
Whore laa iGeen an ae aller ae Rise, and put on your foliage, and be seen 15 
Tah lLDetoncnine , To come forth, like the sprmg-time, fresh and 
Yet justly t fess SOL 
I eae peat pa : _And sweet as Flora.| Take no care 
Ennobled numbers for the press, For jewels for your gown or hair. 

Fear not; the leaves will strew 


Than where I loathed so much. 
1648 | Gems i In abundance upon you. 20 


Besides, the childhood of the day has kept, 
Against you come, some orient pearls unwept: 


a4 Come, and receive them while the light 
CAE Hangs on the dew-locks of the night, 
CHERRY-RIPE, ripe, ripe, I cry, And Titan on the eastern hill 25 


Full and fair ones; come and buy! Retires himself, or else stands still 


ROBERT HERRICK 


praying: 
Few beads are best when once we go a May- 
ing. 


be you come forth. | Wash, dress, be brief in 


Come, my Corinna, come; and coming, mark 
How each field turns a street, each street a 


park 30 
Made green, and trimmed with trees: see 
how 


Devotion gives each house a bough 
Or branch: each porch, each door, ere 
this, 
An ark, a tabernacle is, 
Made up of white-thorn neatly interwove; 35 
As if here were those cooler shades of love. 
‘an such delights be in the street 
And open fields, and we not see ’t? 
Come, we'll abroad; and let’s obey 
he proclamation made for May, 40 
And sin no more, as we have done, by stay- 


mg; F 
But, my Corinna, come, let ’s goa Maying. 


There ’s not a budding boy, or girl, this day, 
But is got up, and gone to bring in May. 
A deal of youth, ere this, is come 45 
Back, and with white-thorn laden home. 
Some have dispatched their cakes and 
i. cream, 
efore that we have left to dream: 
And some have wept, and wooed, and 
plighted troth, 
And chose their priest, ere we can cast off 
sloth. 50 
Many a green-gown has been given; 
Many a kiss, both odd and even; 
Many-a glance too has been sent 


Erom out the eye, love’s firmament; 
Many a jest of the keys betraying 55 


This night, and locks picked, yet we ’re not 
a Maying. 


Come, let us go, while we are in our prime, 
And take the harmless folly of the time. 
~ We shall grow old apace, and die 
Before we know our liberty. 60 
— Our life is short, and our days run 
As fast away as does the sun; 
And as a vapour, or a drop of rain, 
Once lost, can ne’er be found again, 
So when you or I are made 65 
A fable, song, or fleeting shade, 
All love, all liking, all delight, 
Lies drowned with us in endless night. 
hen while time serves, and we are but de- 


caying; ; 
‘2 Come, my Corinna, come, let’s go a 
Maying. 70 


1648 
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TO THE VIRGINS, TO MAKE MUCH 
OF TIME 


Garner ye rose-buds while ye may, 
Old time is still a flying, 

And this same flower that smiles to-day, 
To-morrow will be dying. 


The glorious lamp of Heaven, the sun, 5 
The higher he’s a getting, 

The sooner will his race be run, 
And nearer he’s to setting. 


That age is best which is the first, 
When youth and blood are warmer; 10 
But being spent, the worse, and worst 
Times still succeed the former. 


hen be not coy, but use your time, 
And while ye may, go marry; 
or having lost but once your prime, 15 
You may forever tarry. 
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HIS POETRY HIS PILLAR 


On ty a little more 
I have to write, 
Then I’ll give o’er, 
And bid the world good-night. 


’T is but a flying minute 5 
That I must stay, 
Or linger in it; 

And then I must away. 


O time that cut’st down all! 
And scarce leav’st here 10 
Memorial 

Of any men that were, 


How many lie forgot 

In vaults beneath, 

And piece-meal rot 15 
Without a fame in death! 


| Behold this living stone 
I rear for me, 
Ne’er to be thrown 
Down, envious Time, by thee. 20 


Pillars let some set up, 
If so they please: — 
Here is my hope, 

\And my Pyramides. 
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HOW ROSES CAME RED 


Roses at first were white, 
Till they could not agree, 
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Whether my Sappho’s breast, 
Or they more white should be. 


But being vanquished quite, 
A blush their cheeks bespread; 
Since which believe the rest, 
The roses first came red. 
1648 


HOW VIOLETS CAME BLUE 


Love on a day, wise poets tell, 
Some time in wrangling spent, 

Whether the violets should excel, 
Or she, in sweetest scent. 


y But Venus having lost the day, 
Poor girls, she fell on you, 
And beat ye so, as some dare say, 
,. Her blows did make ye blue. 
1648 


TO ANTHEA, WHO 
HIM ANYTHING 


Bw me to live, and I will live 
Thy protestant to be: 

Or bid me love, and I will give 
A loving heart to thee. 


A heart as soft, a heart as kind, 
A heart as sound and free 

As in the whole world thou canst find, 
That heart I’ll give to thee. 


Bid that heart stay, and it will stay, 
To honour thy decree: 

Or bid it languish quite away, 
And ’t shall do so for thee. 


Bid me to weep, and I will weep, 
While I have eyes to see: 

And, having none, yet I will keep 
A heart to weep for thee. 


Bid me despair, and I'll despair, 
Under that cypress tree: 
| Or bid me die, and I will dare 
_. E’en death, to die for thee. 


{ Thou art my life, my love, my heart, 
| The very eyes of me, 
| And hast command of every part, 
To live and die for thee. 
1648 


TO BACCHUS, A CANTICLE 


WuitHER dost thou whorrt me, 
Bacchus, being full of thee? 


MAY COMMAND 


ELIZABETHAN AND PURITAN PERIODS 


This way, that way, that way, this, 
Here and there a fresh love is. 

That doth like me, this doth please; 
Thus a thousand mistresses 

Ihave now; yet I alone 

Having all, injoy not one. 


5 
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HIS PRAYER TO BEN JONSON 


| WuEn I a verse shall make, 
Know I have prayéd thee 

For old religion’s sake, 

_ Saint Ben, to aid me. 

Make the way smooth for me, 
When I, thy Herrick, 

Honouring thee, on my knee 
Offer my lyric. 


Candles I’ll give to thee, 

| And a new altar; 
| And thou, Saint Ben, shalt be 
|. Writ in my Psalter. 


10 
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THE NIGHT PIECE, TO JULIA 


Her eyes the glow-worm lend thee, 
The shooting stars attend thee; 
And the elves also, 
Whose little eyes glow 
Like the sparks of fire, befriend thee. 


No Will-o’-th’-Wisp mis-light thee, 
Nor snake or slow-worm bite thee; 
But on, on thy way, 
Not making a stay, 
Since ghost there’s none to affright thee. 


Let not the dark thee cumber, 

What though the moon does slumber; 
The stars of the night, 
Will lend thee their ight, 

Like tapers clear without number. 


5 


i0 


10 


15 


15 


“Then, Julia, let me woo thee, 
Thus, thus to come unto me; 
And when I shall meet 
Thy silvery feet, 
-My soul I’ll pour into thee. 


20 


TO ELECTRA 


I pare not ask a kiss; 
I dare not beg a smile; 
Lest having that or this, 
I might grow proud the while. 


ROBERT HERRICK 


No, no, the utmost share r 5 
Of my desire shall be, 
Only to kiss that air 
That lately kisséd thee. 
1648 


UPON JULIA’S CLOTHES 


Waenas in silks my Julia goes 
| Then, then, me thinks, how sweetly flows 
The liquefaction of her clothes. 


Next, when I cast mine eyes and see 
That brave vibration, each way free, 5 
vO how that glittering taketh me! 
1648 


AN ODE FOR BEN JONSON 


Au Ben! 

Say how or when 

Shall we thy guests 

Meet at those lyric feasts 
(Made at the Sun, 1 4 
‘The Dog, the Triple Tun? “2 
‘Where we such clusters had 
As made us nobly wild, not mad; 

y And yet each verse of thine 
-*-| Out-did the meat, out-did the frolic wine. 10 


My Ben! 

Or come again, 

Or send to us 

Thy wit’s great over-plus; 

But teach us yet 15 

Wisely to husband it; 

Lest we that talent spend, 

And having once brought to an end 

That precious stock, the store 

Of such a wit the world should have no 
more. 20 

1648 


HIS PRAYER FOR ABSOLUTION 


[For those my unbaptized rimes, 
Writ in my wild unhallowed times; 
For every sentence, clause, and word, 
That’s not inlaid with Thee, my Lord, 
Forgive me, God, and blot each line 
Out of my book, that is not thine. 
But if, ’mongst all, thou find’st here one 


Worthy thy benediction, Xx 


That one of all the rest shall be 
The glory of my work and me. 10 
1648 
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In the hour of my distress, 

When temptations me oppress, 

And when I my sins confess, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 


When I lie within my bed, 

Sick in heart, and sick in head, 

And with doubts discomforted, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 


When the house doth sigh and weep, 

And the world is drowned in sleep, 

Yet mine eyes the watch do keep, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 


{ When the artless doctor sees 


No one hope, but of his fees, 


And his skill runs o the Tees) ) low/ 


14 Sweet Spirit, comfort ’me! 


When his potion and his pill, 

His or none or little shall, 

Meet for nothing, but to kill, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 


When the passing-bell doth toll, 

And the furies in a ghoab 

Come to fright a parting soul, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 


When the tapers now burn blue, 

And the comforters are few, 

And that number more than true, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 


| When the priest his last hath prayed, 


And I nod to what is said, 
Cause my speech is now decayed, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 


When, God knows, I ’m tossed about, 
Lither with despair or doubt, 
Yet before the glass be out, 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 


When the Tempter me pursu’th 

With the sins of all my youth, 

And half damns me with untruth, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 


When the flames and hellish eries 
Fright mine ears and fright mine eyes, 


) And all terrors me surprise, 


Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 


When the judgment is revealed, 

And that opened which was sealed, 

When to thee I have appealed, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 


1648 
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A THANKSGIVING TO GOD FOR 


HIS HOUSE 


Lorp, thou hast given me a cell 
Wherein to dwell, 

A little house, whose humble roof 
Is weather-proof, 

Under the spars of which I lie 
Both soft and dry; 

Where thou, my chamber for to ward, 
Hast set a guard 

Of harmless thoughts, to watch and keep 
Me while I sleep. 

Low is my porch, as is my fate, 
Both void of state; 


) And yet the threshold of my door 


Is worn by the poor, 
Who thither come, and freely get 
Good words or meat. 
Like as my parlour, so my hall 
And kitchen’s small; 
A little buttery, and therein 
A little bin 
Which keeps my little loaf of bread 
Unchipped, unflead. = uneut 
Some little sticks of thorn or briar 
’ Make me a fire, 
Close by whose living coal I sit, 
And glow like it. 
Lord, I confess too when I dine 
The pulse is thine, 
And all those other bits that be 
vedhere placed by thee; 
The wotts, the purslain, and the mess 
Of water-cress, 
Which of thy kindness thou hast sent; 
And my content 
Makes those, and my belovéd beet, 
To be more sweet. 


10 


15 


20 


25 


30 


35 


’T is thou that crown’st my glittering hearth 


With guiltless mirth, 

And giv’st me wassail bowls to drink, 
Spiced to the brink. 

Lord, ’t is thy plenty-dropping hand 
That soils my land, 

And giv’st me, for my bushel sown, 


\~ 20 Twice ten for one. 


Thou mak’st my teeming hen to lay 
Her egg each day, 

Besides my healthful ewes to bear 
Me twins each year; 

The while the conduits of my kine 
Run cream, for wine. 

All these, and better, thou dost send 
Me to this end, 

That I should render, for my part, 
A thankful heart; 

Which, fired with incense, I resign 
As wholly thine; 


40 


50 


oT 
or 
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But the acceptance, that must be, 
" My Christ, by thee. 
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THIS CROSS-TREE HERE 


Tus cross-tree here 
Doth Jesus _ bear, 
Who sweetened first 
The death accurst. 
Here all things ready are, make haste, make 
haste away; 5 
For long this work will be, and very short 
this day. 
Why then, go on to act: here’s wonders to 
be done 
Before the last least sand of thy ninth hour 
be run, 
Or e’er dark clouds do dull or dead the mid- 
day’s sun. 
Act when thou wilt, 10 
Blood will be spilt; 
Pure balm that shall 
Bring health to all. 
Why then, begin 
To pour first in 15 
Some drops of wine, 
In stead of brine, 
To search the wound 
So long unsound. 
And when that’s done, 20 
Let oil, next run, 
To cure the sore 
Sin made before. 
And O! dear Christ, 
H’en as thou di’st, 25 
Look down and see 
Us weep for thee. 
And tho’, love knows, 
Thy dreadful woes 
We cannot ease, 30 
Yet do thou please, 
Who mercy art, 
T’ accept each heart, 
That gladly would 
Help, if it could. 35 
Mean while let me, 
Beneath this tree, 
\This honour have, 
\To make my grave. 
1648 


ANOTHER GRACE FOR A 


Here a little child I stand, 

Heaving up my either hand: 

Cold as paddocks though they be, 
t Be de 


CHILD 


SIR JOHN SUCKLING 


Here I lift them up to thee, 
For a benison to fall 5 
On our meat, and on us all. Amen. 

1648 


Sir John Suckling (1609-1642) 


THE CONSTANT LOVER 


Our upon it, I have loved 
Three whole days together; 
And am like to love three more, 
If it prove fair weather. 


Time shall moult away his wings, 5 
Ere he shall discover 

In the whole wide world again 
Such a constant lover. 


But the spite on ‘t is, no praise 

Is due at all to me: 10 
Love with me had made no stays, 

Had it any been but she. 


Had it any been but she, 
And that very face, 
There had been at least ere this 15 
A dozen dozen in her place. 
1659 


WHY SO PALE AND WAN? 


Wuy so pale and wan, fond lover? 
Prithee, why so pale? 

Will, when looking well can’t move her, 
Looking ill prevail? 
Prithee, why so pale? 5 


Why so dull and mute, young sinner? 
Prithee, why so mute? 

Will, when speaking well can’t win her, 
Saying nothing do ’t? 
Prithee, why so mute? 10 


Quit, quit, for shame; this will not move: 
This cannot take her. 
If of herself she will not love, 
Nothing can make her: 
The devil take her! 15 
1638 


A BALLAD UPON A WEDDING 


I rex thee, Dick, where I have been, 

Where I the rarest things have seen; 
O, things without compare! 

Such sights again cannot be found 
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In any place on English ground, 5 
Be it at wake or fair. 


At Charing-Cross, hard by the way, 
Where we (thou know’st) do sell our hay, 
There is a house with stairs; 
And there did I see coming down 10 
Such folk, as are not in our town, 
Forty at least, in pairs. 


Amongst the rest, one pest’lent fine 

(His beard no bigger, though, than thine) 
Walked on before the rest: 15 

Our landlord looks like nothing to him: 

The king (God bless him) ’t would undo him, 
Should he go still so drest. 


At Course-a-park, without all doubt, 

He should have first been taken out 20 
By all the maids i’ the town: 

Though lusty Roger there had been 

Or little George upon the Green, 
Or Vincent of the Crown. 


But wot you what? the youth was going 25 
To make an end of all his wooing; 
The parson for him staid: 
Yet by his leave (for all his haste) 
He did not so much wish all past, 
(Perchance) as did the maid. 30 


The maid, (and thereby hangs a tale), 

For such a maid no Whitsun-ale 
Could ever yet produce: 

No grape, that’s kindly ripe, could be 

So round, so plump, so soft as she, 35 
Nor half so full of juice. 


Her finger was so small, the ring 
Would not stay on, which they did bring, 
It was too wide a peck: 
And to say truth (for out it must) 40 
It looked like the great collar (just) 
About our young colt’s neck. 


Her feet beneath her petticoat, 
Like little mice, stole in and out, 
As if they feared the light: 45 
But oh! she dances such a way! 
No sun upon an Easter-day 
Is half so fine a sight. 


Her cheeks so rare a white was on, 
No daisy makes comparison; 50 
(Who sees them is undone), 
For streaks of red were mingled there, 
Such as are on a Cath’rine pear, 
(The side that’s next the sun). 
Her lips were red, and one was thin, 55 


Compared to that was next her chin, 
(Some bee had stung it newly); 
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But, (Dick) her eyes so guard her face, 
I durst no more upon them gaze 


Than on the sun in July. 60 


Her mouth so small, when she does speak, 
Thou’dst swear her teeth her words did 
break, 
That they might passage get; 
But she so handled still the matter, 
They came as good as ours, or better, 
And are not spent a whit. 


65 


Passion o’ me, how I run on! 

There’s that that would be thought upon, 
I trow, besides the bride: 

The business of the kitchen’s great, 

For it is fit that men should eat; 
Nor was it there denied. 
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Just in the nick the cook knocked thrice, 
And all the waiters in a trice 
His summons did obey; 
Each serving man, with dish in hand, 
Marched boldly up, like our trained band, 
Presented, and away. 


75 


When all the meat was on the table, 

What man of knife, or teeth, was able 
To stay to be entreated? 

And this the very reason was, 

Before the parson could say grace, 
The company was seated. 


80 


Now hats fly off, and youths carouse; 85 
Healths first go round, and then the house, 
The bride’s come thick and thick: 
And when ’t was named another’s health, 
Perhaps he made it hers by stealth; 
And who could help it, Dick? 


O’ the sudden up they rise and dance; 

Then sit again, and sigh, and glance; 
Then dance again, and kiss: 

Thus several ways the time did pass, 

Till every woman wished her place, 
And every man wished his. 


90 
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By this time all were stolen aside 
To counsel and undress the bride: 
But that he must not know: 
But yet ‘twas thought he guessed her 
mind, 100 
And did not mean to stay behind 
Above an hour or so. 


When in he came, Dick, there she lay 
Like new-fall’n snow melting away 
(T was time, I trow, to part): 
Kisses were now the only stay 
Which soon she gave, as who would say, 
Good boy! with all my heart. 


105 
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PURITAN PERIODS 
James Dbhirlep (1596-1666) 
NO ARMOUR AGAINST FATE 


Tue glories of our blood and state 
Are shadows, not substantial things; 
There is no armour against fate; 
Death lays his icy hand on kings: 
Sceptre and crown 5 
Must tumble down, 
And in the dust be equal made 
With the poor crooked scythe and spade. 


Some men with swords may reap the field, 
And plant fresh laurels where they kill; 10 
But their strong nerves at last must yield; 
They tame but one another still: 
Early or late 
They stoop to fate 
And must give up their murmuring breath 15 
When they, pale captives, creep to Death. 


The garlands wither on your brow. 
Then boast no more your mighty deeds; 
Upon Death’s purple altar now 
See where the victor-victim bleeds: 
Your heads must come 
To the cold tomb; 
Only the actions of the just 
Smell sweet, and blossom in their dust. 
1659 
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Richard Crashaw (16137-1649) 


WISHES TO HIS (SUPPOSED) MISTRESS 


WHoer’sER she be, 
That not impossible She 
That shall command my heart and me; 


Where’er she lie, 
Locked up from mortal eye, 5 
In shady leaves of destiny: 


Till that ripe birth 
Of studied fate stand forth, 
And teach her fair steps tread our earth; 


Till that divine 
Idea take a shrine 
Of crystal flesh, through which to shine: 


10 


Meet you her, my Wishes, 
Bespeak her to my blisses, 


And be ye called my absent kisses. 15 


IT wish her, beauty, 
That owes not all its duty 
To gaudy tire, or glist’ring shoe-tie, — 


RICHARD CRASHAW 


Something more than 
Taffeta or tissue can, 20 
Or rampant feather, or rich fan, — 


More than the spoil 
Of shop, or silkworm’s toil, 
Or a bought blush, or a set smile; 


A face that’s best 25 
By its own beauty dressed, 
And can alone command the rest, — 


A face made up 
Out of no other shop 
Than what Nature’s white hand sets ope; 30 


A cheek where youth 
And blood, with pen of truth 
Write what their reader sweetly ru’th, — 


A cheek where grows 
More than a morning rose, 35 


Which to no box his being owes; 


Lips, where all day 
A lover’s kiss may play, 
Yet carry nothing thence away; 


Looks that oppress 40 
Their richest tires, but dress 
Themselves in simple nakedness; 


Eyes, that displace 
The neighbour diamond, and out-face 
That sunshine by their own sweet grace; 45 


Tresses, that wear 
Jewels, but to declare 
How much themselves more precious are, — 


Whose native ray 
Can tame the wanton day 50 
Of gems that in their bright shades play, — 


Each ruby there 
Or pearl that dare appear, 
Be its own blush, be its own tear; 


A well-tamed heart 56 
For whose more noble smart 
Love may be long choosing a dart; 


Eyes that bestow 
Full quivers on Love’s bow, 
Yet pay less arrows than they owe; 60 


Smiles that can warm 
The blood, vet teach a charm, 
That chastity shall take no harm; 


Blushes that bin 
The burnish of no sin, 65 
Nor flames of aught too hot within; 
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Joys that confess 
Virtue their mistress, 
And have no other head to dress. . . . 


Days that need borrow 70 
No part of their good morrow 
From a fore-spent night of sorrow; 


Days that, in spite 
Of darkness, by the light 
Of a clear mind are day all night; 75 


Nights sweet as they, - 
Made short by lovers’ play, 
Yet long by the absence of the day; 


Life that dares send 
A challenge to his end, 80 
And when it comes say — Welcome, friend! 


Sidneian showers 
Of sweet discourse, whose powers 
Can crown old Winter’s head with flowers; 


Soft silken hours, 85 
Open suns, shady bowers; 
Bove all, nothing within that lowers; 


Whate’er delight 
Can make Day’s forehead bright, 
Or give down to the wings of Night. 90 


In her whole frame, 
Have Nature all the name, 
Art and ornament the shame! 


Her flattery 
Picture and poesy: | 95 
Her counsel her own virtue be. 


I wish her store 
Of worth may leave her poor 
Of wishes; and I wish — no more. 


Now, if Time knows 100 
That Her, whose radiant brows 


Weave them a garland of my vows, 


Her whose just bays 
My future hopes can raise 
A trophy to her present praise, 


Her that dares be 
What these lines wish to see: 
I seek no further — it is She. 


’T is She, and here 
Lo! I unclothe and clear 
My Wishes’ cloudy character. 


110 


May she enjoy it 
Whose merit dare apply The 
But Modesty dares still deny it! 
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Such worth as this is 115 

Shall fix my flying wishes, 

And determine them to kisses. 

Let her full glory, 

My fancies! fly before ye! 

Be you my fictions, but her Story! 120 
1646 


Edmund Waller (1606-1687) 


ON A GIRDLE 


Tuar which her slender waist confined, 
Shall now my joyful temples bind; 

ol v dv = ) 
No monarch but would give his crown, 
His arms might do what this has done. 


It was my heaven’s extremest sphere, 5 
The pale which held that lovely deer. 
My joy, my grief, my hope, my love, 
Did all within this circle move! 


A narrow compass! and yet there 
Dwelt all that’s good, and all that’s fair; 
Give me but what this riband bound, 
Take all the rest the sun goes round. 
1645 


10 


GO, LOVELY ROSE 


Go, lovely Rose! 

Tell her that wastes her time and me 

That now she knows, 

When I resemble her to thee, 

How sweet and fair she seems to be. 5 


Tell her that’s young, | 

And shuns to have her graces spied, 
That hadst thou sprung 

In deserts, where no men abide, 
Thou must have uncommended died. 10 
Small is the worth 

Of beauty from the light retired; 
Bid her come forth, 

Suffer herself to be desired, 

And not blush so to be admired. 


Then die! that she 

The common fate of all things rare 

May read in thee; 

How small a part of time they share, 

That are so wondrous sweet and fair! 
1645 
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Richard Lovelace (1618-1658) 


TO LUCASTA, ON GOING TO THE WARS 


TELL me not, Sweet, I am unkind, 
That from the nunnery 

Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind 
To war and arms I fly. 


True, a new mistress now I chase, 5 
The first foe in the field; 

And with a stronger faith embrace 
A sword, a horse, a shield. 


Yet this inconstancy is such 
As you too shall adore: 

I could not love thee, dear, so much, 
Loved I not honour more. 


10 
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TO ALTHEA, FROM PRISON 


WueEn Love with unconfined wings 
Hovers within my gates, 
And my divine Althea brings 
To whisper at the grates; 
When I lie tangled in her hair 65 
And fettered to her eye, 
The birds that wanton in the air 
Kknow no such liberty. 


When flowing cups run swiftly round 


With no allaying Thames, 16 
Our careless heads with roses bound, 
Our hearts with loyal flames; 
When thirsty grief in wine we steep, 
When healths and draughts go free, 
Fishes that tipple in the deep 15 
Know no such liberty. 
When, like committed linnets, I 
With shriller throat shall sing 
The sweetness, mercy, majesty, 
And glories of my king; 20 
When I shall voice aloud how good 
He is, how great should be, 
Enlargéd winds, that curl the flood, 
Know no such liberty. 
Stone walls do not a prison make, 25 
Nor iron bars a cage} 
Minds innocent and quiet take 
That for an hermitage; 
Ii I have freedom in my love 
And in my soul am free, 30 


Angels alone, that soar above, 
Enjoy such liberty. 
1649 
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Andrew Marbell (1621-1678) | 


TO HIS COY MISTRESS 


Hap we but world enough, and time, 
This coyness, lady, were no crime. 
We would sit down, and think which way 
To walk, and pass our long love's day. 
Thou by the Indian Ganges’ side 5 
Shouldst rubies find: I by the tide 
Of Humber would complain. I would 
Love you ten years before the flood, 
And you should, if you please, refuse 
Till the conversion of the Jews; 10 
My vegetable love should grow 
Vaster than empires and more slow; 
An hundred years should go to praise 
Thine eyes, and on thy forehead gaze; 
Two hundred to adore each breast, 15 
But thirty thousand to the rest; 
An age at least to every part, 
And the last age should show your heart. 
For, lady, you deserve this state, 
Nor would I love at lower rate. 20 

But at my back I always hear 
Time's wingéd chariot hurrying near, 
And yonder all before us lie 
Deserts of vast eternity. 
Thy beauty shall no more be found, 25 
Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound 
My echoing song; then worms shall try 
That long preserved virginity, 
And your quaint honour turr to dust, 
And into ashes all my lust: 30 
The grave ’s a fine and private place, 
But none, I think, do there embrace. 

Now therefore, while the youthful hue 
Sits on thy skin hke morning dew, 
And while thy willing soul transpires 35 
At every pore with instant fires, 
Now let us sport us while we may, 
And now, like amorous birds of prey, 
Rather at once our time devour, 
Than languish in his slow-chapt power. 40 
Let us roll all our strength and all 
Our sweetness up into one ball, 
And tear our pleasures with rough strife, 
Thorough the iron gates of life; 
Thus, though we cannot make our sun 45 
Stand still, yet we will make him run. 

1681 


THE GARDEN 


How vainly men themselves amaze, 

To win the palm, the oak, or bays; 

And their incessant labours see 

Crowned from some single herb, or tree, 
Whose short and narrow-vergéd shade 5 
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Does prudently their toils upbraid; 
While all the flowers and trees do close, 
To weave the garlands of repose! 


Fair Quiet, have I found thee here, 

And Innocence, thy sister dear? 10 
Mistaken long, I sought you then 

In busy companies of men. 

Your sacred plants, if here below, 

Only among the plants will grow; 

Society is all but rude 15 
To this delicious solitude. 


No white nor red was ever seen 

So amorous as this lovely green. 

Fond lovers, cruel as their flame, 

Cut in these trees their mistress’ name: 20 
Little, alas! they know or heed, 

How far these beauties hers exceed! 

Fair trees! wheres’e’r your bark I wound, 
No name shall but your own be found. 


When we have run our passion’s heat, 25 
Love hither makes his best retreat. 

The gods, that mortal beauty chase, 

Still in a tree did end their race; 

Apollo hunted Daphne so, 

Only that she might laurel grow; 30 
And Pan did after Syrinx speed, 

Not as a nymph, but for a reed. 


What wondrous life is this I lead! 

Ripe apples drop about my head; 

The luscious clusters of the vine 35 
Upon my mouth do crush their wine; 

The nectarine, and curious peach, 

Into my hands themselves do reach; 
Stumbling on melons, as I pass, 

Insnared with flowers, I fall on grass. 40 


Meanwhile the mind, from pleasure less, 
Withdraws into its happiness; 

The mind, that ocean where each kind 

Does straight its own resemblance find; 

Yet it creates, transcending these, 45 
Far other worlds, and other seas, 
Annihilating all that ’s made 

To a green thought in a green shade. 


Here at the fountain’s sliding foot, 

Or at some fruit-tree’s mossy root, 50 
Casting the body’s vest aside, 

My soul into the boughs does glide: 

There, like a bird, it sits and sings, 

Then whets and combs its silver wings, 
And, till prepared for longer flight, 55 
Waves in its plumes the various light. 


Such was that happy garden-state, 

While man there walked without a mate: 
After a place so pure and sweet, 

What other help could yet be meet! 60 
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But ’t was beyond a mortal’s share 

To wander solitary there: 

Two paradises ’t were in one, 

To live in paradise alone. 


How well the skilful gardener drew 65 
Of flowers, and herbs, this dial new; 

Where, from above, the milder sun 

Does through a fragrant zodiac run, 

And, as it works, the industrious bee 
Computes its time as well as we! 70 
How could such sweet and wholesome hours 
Be reckoned but with herbs and flowers? 


1681 


Henry Waughan (1621? -1695) 
THE RETREAT 


Harry those early days, when I 
Shined in my angel-infancy! 
Before I understood this place 
Appointed for my second race, 
Or taught my soul to faney ought 5 
But a white, celestial thought; 
When yet I had not walked above 
A mile or two from my first love, 
And looking back, at that short space, 
Could see a glimpse of his bright face; 
When on some gilded cloud or flower 
My gazing soul would dwell an hour, 
And in those weaker glories spy 
Some shadows of eternity; 
Before I taught my tongue to wound 
My conscience with a sinful sound, 
Or had the black art to dispense 
A several sin to every sense, 
But felt through all this fleshly dress 
Bright shoots of everlastingness. 

O how I long to travel back, 
And tread again that ancient track! 
That I might once more reach that plain, 
Where first I left my glorious train; 
From whence the enlightened spirit sees 
That shady City of Palm trees. 
But ah! my soul with too much stay 
Is drunk, and staggers in the way! 
Some men a forward motion love, 
But I by backward steps would move; 
And, when this dust falls to the urn, 
In that state I came, return. 


10 


15 


20 


25 
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1650 


THE WORLD 


I saw Eternity the other night, 
Like a great Ring of pure and endless light, 
All calm, as it was bright; 
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And round beneath it, Time, in hours, days, 
years, 
Driven by the spheres, 
Like a vast shadow moved, 
world 
And all her train were hurled. 
The doting lover in his quaintest strain 
Did there complain; 
Near him, his lute, his fancy, and _ his 
flights, 10 
Wit’s sour delights; 
With gloves, and knots the silly snares of 
pleasure, 
Yet his dear treasure, 
All scattered lay, while he his eyes did pour 
Upon a flower. 15 


5 
in which the 


The darksome statesman, hung with weights 
and woe, 
Like a thick midnight-fog, moved there so 
slow, 
He did nor stay, nor go; 
Condemning thoughts (like sad_ eclipses) 
scowl 
Upon his soul, 20 
And clouds of crying witnesses without 
Pursued him with one shout. 
Yet digged the mole, and lest his ways be 
found, 
Worked under ground, 
Where he did clutch his prey. 
see 
That policy; 
Churches and altars fed him; 
Were gnats and flies; 
It rained about him blood and tears; but he 
Drank them as free. 30 


But one did 
25 


perjuries 


The fearful miser on a heap of rust 
Sat pining all his life there, did scarce trust 
His own hands with the dust, 
Yet would not.place one piece above, but 
lives 
In fear of thieves. 35 
Thousands there were as frantic as himself, 
And hugged each one his pelf; 
The downright epicure placed heaven in 
sense, 
And scorned pretence; 
While others, slipt into a wide excess, 
Said little less; 
The weaker sort slight, trivial wares inslave, 
Who think them brave, 
And poor, despiséd Truth sat counting by 
Their victory. 45 


40 


Yet some, who all this while did weep and 
sing, 
And sing and weep, soared up into the Ring; 
But most would use no wing. 
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© feols, said I, thus to prefer dark night 
Before true light! 50 
To live in grots and caves, and hate the day 
Because it shows the way, 
The way, which from this dead and dark 
abode 
Leads up to God, 
A way where you might tread the sun, and 
be 55 
More bright than he! 
But, as I did their madness so discuss, 
One whispered thus, 
‘This Ring the Bridegroom did for none 
provide, 
But for his bride.’ 60 
1650 


DEPARTED FRIENDS 


Tuey are all gone into the world of light! 
And | alone sit lingering here! 

Their very memory is fair and bright, 
And my sad thoughts doth clear. 


Tt glows and glitters in my cloudy breast 5 
Like stars upon some gloomy grove, 
Or those faint beams in which this hill is 
drest 
After the sun’s remove. 


I see them walking in an air of glory, 
Whose light doth trample on my days; 10 
My days, which are at best but dull and 
hoary, 
Mere glimmering and decays. 
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These are your walks, and you have shewed 
them me, 15 


To kindle my cold love. 


Dear, beauteous death! the jewel of the just! 
Shining no where but in the dark; 
What mysteries do lie beyond thy dust, 


Could man outlook that mark! 20 
He that hath found some fledged bird’s nest 
may know 


At first sight if the bird be flown; 
But what fair dell or grove he sings in now, 
That is to him unknown. 


And yet, as angels in some brighter dreams 25 
Call to the soul when man doth sleep, 
So some strange thoughts transcend our 
wonted themes, 
And into glory peep. 


If a star were confined into a tomb, 
Her captive flames must needs burn 
there 30 
But when the hand that locked her up gives 


She’ aT pchiets through all the sphere. 


O Father of eternal life, and all 
Created glories under Thee! 
Resume Thy spirit from this world of 
thrall 35 
Into true liberty! 


Either disperse these mists, which blot and 


My perspective still as they pass; 
Or else remove me hence unto that hill, 


O holy Hope! and high Humility! Where I shall need no glass. 40 
High as the heavens above; 1655 
PROSE 


Sir Thomas Browne (1605-1682) 


RELIGIO MEDICI 


THE SECOND PART 


which faith is a mere notion, and of no 
xistence, I have ever endeavoured to nourish 
the merciful disposition and humane incli- 


(~ Now for [the] virtue of Charity, without 


Trltrance 


regulate it to the written and _ prescribed 
laws of Charity. And if I hold the true 


anatomy of myself,\ 1 am delineated and> rie 
~ naturally framed to such a piece of virtue; 
5for I am of a constitution so general, that % 


it consorts and sympathiseth with all things. ae 
I have no antipathy, or rather idiosyncrasy, 
in diet, humor, air, anything. I wonder not 
at the French for their dishes of frogs, snails, 


nation I borrowed from my parents, and10and toadstools, nor at the Jews for locusts 
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and grasshoppers; but being amongst them, are a troop of these ignorant Doradoes of 
make them my common viands, and I that true esteem and va alue,as_many a 
find they agree with my stomach as well forlorn person, whose. condition doth piace 
_as theirs. I could digest a salad gathered him below their feet. Let us speak like 
Y in a churchyard, as well as in a garden.‘ I s politicians: |there is a nobility without 
cannot start at the presence of a serpent, heraldry, a natural dignity, whereby one man 
scorpion, lizard, or salamander: at the sight is ranked with another, another filed before 
of a toad or viper, I find in me no gene to him, according to the quality of his desert, 
take up a stone to destroy them. I feel not and pre-eminence of his good parts. Though 4 
in my self those common antipathies that I 10 the corruption of these times and the bias of 
can discover in others: those national repug- present practice wheel another way, thus it 
nances do not touch me, nor do I behold was in the first and primitive common- 
with prejudice the IF rench, Italian, Spaniard, wealths, and is yet in the integrity and cradle 
or Dutch: but where I find their actions in _ of well-ordered polities, till corruption getteth 
balance with my countrymen’s, I honour, 15 ground; rude: desires labouring after that 
love, and embrace them in the same degree. which wiser generations contemn, every one 
I was born in the eighth climate, but seem having a liberty to amass and heap up 
for to be framed and constellated unto all. riches, and they a license or faculty to 
Iam no plant that will not prosper out of a do or purchase anything. 
garden. All places, all airs, make unto 20 This general and indifferent temper of 
me one country; I am in England every mine doth more nearly dispose me to this 
where, and under any meridian. I have noble virtue.  It_is.a happiness-te—be_born 
been. “shipwrecked, yet_am not enemy with and_framed unto virtue,.andto.grow_up 
the sea. orwinds; I can study, play, or sleep from. the seeds-of-nature,-rather.than_the 
fae a tempest. / Tn brief, I am averse from 25 inoculation _and_ forced graffs of education; 
nothing: my conscience would give me the yet if we are directed only by our - particular’ 
lie if I should say I absolutely detest or hate natures, and regulate our inclinations s by no 
any essence but the devil; or so at least ab- higher rule than that of our reasons, we are 
hor any thing, but that we might come to but moralists; divinity will still ‘cally us 
se composition. If there be any among those 30 heathens. Therefore this great work of 
7 common objects of hatred I do contemn and charity must have other motives, ends, and 
laugh at, 1t is that great.enemyof.reason, impulsions. I give no alms bnily: to satisfy 
virtue.and..religion,...the..uaultituce: that the hunger.ofmy.brother,—but. to fulfil and x 
numerous piece of monstrosity, which, taken Renee the .will.andcommand of my 
asunder, seem men, and the reasonable 35.God:. I draw not my purse for. his sake sake 
creatures of God; but, confused together, that demands it, but His that €njoined. it: 
make but one great beast, and a monstrosity I relieve no man upon the rhetoric of his 
more prodigious than Hydra. It is no miseries, nor to content mine own ¢om- 
breach of charity to call these fools; it is the  (miser: ating) disposition; for this is still but 
style all holy writers have afforded them, set 40 moral c nari and an act that oweth more 
down by Solomon in canonical Scripture, to passion than reason. \He that Tene eS ay 
_ ~ and a point of our faith to believe so.\ Neither another upon the bare suggestion and bowels 
i in the name of Multitude do I only include — of pity, doth not this, so much for his sake 
the base and minor sort of poe there isa as =o his own; for by stad eolarin we make K 


yy 


plebeian heeds maltose fancy moves ae the os we relists our eee ae Tt: is as 
same wheel as these; men in the same level erroneous a conceit to redress other men’s 
‘with mechanics, though their fortunes do misfortunes upon the common considerations 
somewhat gild their infirmities, and their of merciful natures, that it may be one day 
purses compound for their follies. But as, 50 our own ease; for this is a sinister and politic 
in casting account, three or four men to- kind of charity, whereby we seem to be- 
gether come short in account of one man — speak the pities of men in the like occasions. 
placed by himself below them; so neither And truly I have observed that those pro- 
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\ fessed eleemosynaries, though in a crowd.or necessary; and it will be very hard that they 
multitude, do yet direct and place their shall so concur as to make one portrait like 
petitions on a few and selected persons: another. Let a painter carelessly limn out 

[ there is surely a physiognomy, which those a million of faces, and you shall find them 
experienced and master mendicants observe, 5 all different; yea, let him have his copy 
whereby they instantly discover a merciful before him, yet after all his art there will re- 

K aspect, and will single out a face wherein main a sensible distinction; for the pattern 

Laney spy the signatures and marks of merey. or example of everything is the perfectest in 
or there are mystically in our faces certain that kind, whereof we still come short, 
characters which carry in them the motto 10though we transcend or go beyond it, be- 
of our souls, wherein he that cannot read cause herein it is wide, and agrees not in all 
A. B. C. may read our natures. [hold more- points unto the copy. Nor doth the simili- 
over that there is a phytognomy,orphysi- tude_of creatures disparage the variety of 
ognomy, not only of men, but of plants-and nature, nor any way confound the works of 
vegetables; and in every one of them some 15 God. For even in things alike there is 
outward figures which hang as signs or diversity; and those that do seem to accord 
bushes of their inward forms. The finger of do manifestly disagree. And thus is man like 
God hath Jeft an inscription upon all His God; for in the same things that we resemble 


works, not graphical or composed of letters, Him, we are utterly different from. Him. 


but of their several forms, constitutions, 20 There was never anything so like another as 
parts, and operations, which, aptly pitied in all points to concur: there will ever some 
together, do make one word that doth ex- reserved difference slip in, to prevent the 
press their natures. By these letters God identity; without which, two several things— 
calls the stars by their names; and by this would—not_be alike, but. ‘the same, which 
alphabet Adam assigned to every creature a 25 is impossible. 
name peculiar to its nature. Now there are,’ Rut to return from philosophy to charity: pee - 
besides these characters in our faces, certain I hold not so narrow a conceit of this virtue, ra 
mystical figures in our hands, which I dare as to conceive that to give alms is only to be 
not call mere dashes, strokes 4 la volée, or at charitable, or think a piece of liberality can 
random, because delineated by a pencil that 30 comprehend the total of charity. Divinity 
never works in vain; and hereof I take more hath wisely divided the act thereof into many 
particular notice, because I carry that in branches, and hath taught us in this narrow 
mine own hand which I could never read of way many paths unto goodness; as many 
nor discover in another. Aristotle, I confess, ways as we may do good, so many ways we 
in his acute and singular book of Physiog- 35 may be charitable. There are infirmities not 
nomy, hath made no mention of Chiro- onl r of body, but of soul, and fortunes, which 
mancy; yet I believe the Egyptians, who do require the merciful hand of our abilities. 
were nearer addicted to those abstruse and [cannot contemn a man for ignorance,but 
mystical sciences, had a knowledge therein, behold him with as much pity as I do Laza- 
to which those vagabond and counterfeit 40rus. It_is no greater charity to clothe his 
Egyptians did after pretend, and perhaps body, than apparel the nakedness of his soul. ~ 
retained a few corrupted principles, which It is an honourable object to see the reasons © 
sometimes might verify their prognosties. of other men wear our liveries, and their — 
It is the common wonder of all men, how borrowed understandings do homage to the 
among so many millions of faces, there 45 bounty of ours: it_is the cheapest way of 
= should be none alike: now contrary, I won- beneficence, and, like the natural charity 
ras much how there should be any. He of the sun, illuminates another pal 
that shall consider how many- thousand obscuring itself. To be reserved and caitift) 
several words have been carelessly and with- in this part of goodness, is the sordidest piece 
out study composed out of twenty-four 50 of covetousness, and more contemptible than 
letters; withal, how many hundred lines  pecuniary-avarice. To this (as calling my- 
there are to be drawn in the fabric of one — self a scholar,) I am obliged by the duty | 
man, shall easily find that this variety is my condition: I make not therefore my head 
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a grave, but a treasury of knowledge; I 
intend no monopoly, but a community, in 
learning; I study not for my own sake only, 


Lo for theirs that study not for themselves. 


fury of a merciless_pen. It is not mere 
zeal to learning, or devotion to the Muses, 
that wiser princes patron the arts, and carry 
an indulgent aspect unto scholars; but a 


envy no man that knows more than my 5 desire to have their names eternized by the 


self, but pity them that know less. I in- 
struct no man as an exercise of my knowl- 
edge, or with an intent rather to nourish 
and keep it alive in mine own head than 


memory of their writings, and a fear of the 
revengeful pen of succeeding ages; for these 
are the men, that, when they have played 
their parts, and had their exits, must step 


pee and propagate it in his:/ and in the 10 out and give the moral of their scenes, and 


midst of all my endeavours there is but one 
thought that dejects me, that my acquired 
parts must perish with my self, nor can 
We legacied among my honoured friends. 
error, or Conceive why a difference in opin- 
ion should divide an affection; for contro- 
versies, disputes, and argumentations, both 
in philosophy and in divinity, if they meet 


deliver unto posterity an inventory of their 
virtues and vices. And surely there goes 
a great deal of conscience to the compiling 
of an history: there is no reproach to the 


cannot fall out or contemn a man for an 15 scandal of a story; it is such an authentic 


kind of falsehood that with authority belies 
our good names to all nations and posterity. 

There is another offence unto Charity, 
which no author hath ever written of, and 


with discreet and peaceable natures, do not 20 few take notice of; and that’s the reproach, 


infringe the laws of charity. In all disputes, 
so much as there is of passion, so much there 
is of nothing to the purpose; for then reason, 
like a bad hound, spends upon a false scent, 


not of whole professions, mysteries, and 


conditions, but of whole nations, wherein by 
opprobrious epithets we miscall each other, 
and by an uncharitable logic, from a dis- 


and forsakes the question first started. And 25 position in a few, conclude a habit in all. 


this is one reason why controversies are 
never determined; for, though they be 
amply proposed, they are scarce at all 
handled, they do so swell with unnecessary 
digressions; 
party is often as large as the main discourse 
upon the subject. | The foundations of re- 
ligion are already established, and the princi- 
ples of salvation subscribed unto by all: 


Le mutin Anglois, et le bravache Escossois, 
Et le fol Francois, 

Le poultron Romain, le larron de Gascongne, 

L’Espagnol superbe, et lV Aleman yvrongne. 


and the parenthesis on the30S8t. Paul, that calls the Cretans liars, doth it 


but indirectly, and upon quotation of their 
own poet. It is as bloody a thought in one 


way, as Nero’s was in another; for by a word 


we wound a thousand, and at one blow assas- 


there remain not many controversies worth a 35 ine the honour of a nation. It is as complete a 


passion; and yet never any disputed with- 
out, not only in divinity, but inferior arts. 
What a Batpaxouvowaxia and hot skirmish 
is betwixt 8. and T. in Lucian! How do 


piece of madness to miscall and rave against 
the times, or think to recall men to reason by 
a fit of passion. Democritus, that thought 
to laugh the times into goodness, seems to 


grammarians hack and slash for the genitive 40 me as deeply hypochondriac as Heraclitus, 


case in Jupiter! How do they break their 
own pates to salve that of Priscian! 


Si foret in terris, rideret Democritus. 


that bewailed them. It moves not my 
spleen to behold the multitude in their 
proper humours, that is, in their fits of 
folly and madness; as well understanding 


Yea, even amongst wiser militants, how 45 that wisdom is not profaned unto the world, 


many wounds-have been given, and credits 
slain, for the poor victory of an opinion, or 


beggarly conquest of a distinction! Scholars _ 


are men of peace, they bear no arms, but 


their tongues are sharper than Actius his 50 another. 


razor; their pens carry farther, and give a 
louder report than thunder: I _had_rather 
stand the shock of a basiliseo, than the 


and ’t is the privilege of a few to be virtuous. 
They that endeavour to abolish vice, destroy 
also virtue; for contraries, though they 
destroy one another, are yet the life of one 
Thus virtue (abolish vice) is an 
idea. Again, the community of sin doth not 
disparage goodness; for when vice gains 
upon the major part, virtue, in whom it 
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remains, becomes more excellent; and being 
lost in some, multiplies its goodness in 
others which remain untouched and persist 
intire in the general inundation. I can 
therefore behold vice without a Satyr, 
content only with an admonition, or in- 
structive reprehension; for noble natures, 
and such as are capable of goodness, are 
railed into vice, that might as easily be 


387 


and saw that verified in the experience of 
another, which faith could not persuade him 
in the theory of himself. 
There is, I think, no man that appre- 
5 hendeth his own miseries less than my self, 
and no man that so nearly apprehends 
another’s. I could lose an arm without a 
tear, and with few groans, methinks, be 
quartered into pieces; yet can I weep most 


admonished into virtue; and we should be 10 seriously at a play, and receive with a true 


all so far the orators of goodness, as to pro- 
tect her from the power of vice, and maintain 
the cause of injured truth. No man can 
justly censure or condemn another, because 


passion the counterfeit griefs of those known 
and professed impostures. It is a bar- 
barous part of inhumanity to add unto any 
afflicted party’s misery, or endeavour to 


indeed no man truly knows another. This I 15 multiply in any man a passion whose single 


perceive in my self; for lam in the dark to all 
the world, and my nearest friends behold me 
but in a cloud. Those that know me but 
superficially, think less of me than I do of 


nature is already above his patience. This 
was the greatest affliction of Job, and those 
oblique expostulations of his friends a deeper 
injury than the downright blows of the devil. 


my self; those of my near acquaintance think 20 It is not the tears of our own eyes only, but of 


more; God, Who truly knows me, knows 
that I am nothing; for He only beholds me 
and all the world, Who looks not on us 
through a derived ray, or a trajection of a 


our friends also, that do exhaust the current 
of our sorrows; which, fallmg into many 
streams, runs more peaceably, and is con- 
tented with a narrower channel. It is an 


sensible species, but beholds the substance 25 act within the power of charity, to translate 


without the helps of accidents, and the 
forms of things as we their operations. Fur- 
ther, no man can judge another, because no 
man knows himself: for we censure others 


but as they disagree from that humour which 30 come _insensible. 


we fancy laudable in our selves, and com- 
mend others but for that wherein they seem 
to quadrate and consent with us. So that, 
in conclusion, all is but that we all condemn, 
self-love. ’T is the general complaint of these 
times, and perhaps of those past, that charity 
grows cold; which I perceive most verified in 
those which most do manifest the fires and 
flames of zeal; for it is a virtue that best 


a passion out of one breast into another, and 
to divide a sorrow almost out of it self; for 
an affliction, like a dimension, may be so 
divided, as, if not indivisible, at least to be- 
Now with my friend I 
desire not to share or participate, but to 
engross, his sorrows; that, by making them 
mine own, I may more easily discuss them; 
for in mine own reason, and within my self, 


35 1 can command that which I cannot intreat 


without my self, and within the circle of 
another. I have often thought those noble 
pairs and examples of friendship not so truly 
histories of what had been, as fictions of what 


agrees with coldest natures, and such as are 40 should be; but I now perceive nothing in 


complexioned for humility. But how shall 
we expect charity towards others, when we 
are uncharitable to our selves? Charity be- 
gins at home, is the voice of the world; yet is 


every man his greatest enemy, and, as it45 narrow compass of my self. | 


were, his own executioner. Non occides, is 
the commandment of God, yet scarce ob- 
served by any man; for I perceive every 
man is his own Atropos, and lends a hand to 
cut the thread of his own days. 
not therefore the first murderer, but Adam, 
who brought in death; whereof he beheld 
the practice and example in his own son Abel, 


them but possibilities, nor any thing in the 
heroie examples of Damon and Pythias, 
Achilles and Patroclus, which methinks upon 
some grounds I could not perform within the 
That a man 
should lay down his life for his friend, seems 
strange to vulgar affections, and such as 
confine themselves within that worldly 
principle, Charity begins at home. For mine ) 


Cain was 50 own part I could never remember the rela- 


tions that I held unto my self, nor the respect 
that I owe unto my own nature, in the cause 
of God, my country, and my friends. Next 
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to these three, I do embrace my self. I 
confess I do not observe that order that the 
schools ordain our affections, to love our 
parents, wives, children, and then our 
friends; for, excepting the injunctions of re- 
ligion, I do not find in my self such a neces- 
sary and indissoluble sympathy to all those 
of my blood. I hope I do not break the 
fifth commandment, if I conceive I may love 
my friend before the nearest of my blood, 
even those to whom I owe the principles of 
life. I never yet cast a true affection on a 
woman; but I have loved my friend as I do 
virtue, my soul, my God. From hence 
methinks I do conceive how God loves man, 
what happiness there is in the love of God. 
Omitting all other, there are three most 
mystical unions: two natures in one person; 
three persons in one nature; one soul in two 


5cure and further. 
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soul, is that wherein we all do place our last 
felicity, Salvation; which though it be not 
in our power to bestow, it is in our charity 
and pious invocations to desire, if not pro- 
I cannot contentedly 
frame a prayer for my self in particular, 
without a catalogue for my friends; nor re- 
quest a happiness, wherein my sociable dis- 
position doth not desire the fellowship of my 


10 neighbour. I never hear the toll of a passing 


bell, though in my mirth, without my pray- 
ers and best wishes for the departing spirit; 
I cannot go to cure the body of my patient, 
but I forget my profession, and call unto 


15 God for his soul; I cannot see one say his 


prayers, but, in stead of imitating him, I 
fall into a supplication for him, who per- 
haps is no more to me than a common na- 
ture: and if God hath vouchsafed an ear 


bodies; for though indeed they be really 20 to my supplications, there are surely many 


divided, yet are they so united, as they 
seem but one, and make rather a duality 
than two distinct souls. 


There are wonders in true affection: 


it is a body of enigmas, mysteries, and25daily and ordinary devotions. 


riddles; wherein two so become one, as they 
both become two. I love my friend before 
my self, and yet methinks I do not love him 
enough: some few months hence my multi- 


happy that never saw me, and enjoy the 
blessing of mine unknown devotions. To 
pray for enemies, that is, for their salvation, 
is no harsh precept, but the practice of our 
IT cannot 
believe the story of the Italian: our bad 
wishes and uncharitable desires proceed no 
further than this life; it is the devil, and the 
uncharitable votes of Hell, that desire our 


plied affection will make me believe I have 30 misery in the world to come. 


not loved him at all. When I am from him, 
IT am dead till I be with him; when I am 
with him, I am not satisfied, but would still 
be nearer him. United souls are not satis- 


To do no injury, nor take none, was a 
principle, which to my former years and 
impatient affections seemed to contain 
enough of morality; but my more settled 


fied with embraces, but desire to be truly 35 years and christian constitution have fallen 


each other; which being impossible, their 
desires are infinite, and must proceed with- 
out a possibility of satisfaction. Another 
misery there is in affection, that whom we 


upon severer resolutions. I can hold there 
is no such thing as injury; that, if there be, 
there 1s no such injury as revenge, and no 
such revenge as the contempt of an injury; 


truly love like our own selves, we forget their 40 that to hate another, is to nialign himself; 


looks, nor can our memory retain the idea of 
their faces; and it is no wonder, for they are 
our selves, and our affection makes their 
looks our own. This noble affection falls 


that the truest way to love another, is to 
despise our selves. I were unjust unto mine 
own conscience, if I should say I am at vari- 
ance with anything like my self. I find there 


not on vulgar and common constitutions, 45 are many pieces in this one fabric of man; 


but on such as are marked for virtue: he 
that can love his friend with this noble 
ardour, will in a competent degree affect all. 
Now, if we can bring our affections to look 


beyond the body, and cast an eye upon the 50 another world of contrarieties; 


soul, we have found out the true object, 
not only of friendship, but Charity; and the 
greatest happiness that we can bequeath the 


this frame is raised upon a mass of anti- 
pathies. I am one methinks, but as the 
world; wherein notwithstanding there are a 
swarm of distinct essences, and in them 
we carry 
private and domestic enemies within, public 
and more hostile adversaries without. The 
devil, that did but buffet St. Paul, plays 
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methinks at sharp with me. Let me be God; wherein we do but imitate our great 
nothing, if within the compass of my self I selves, the world, whose divided anti- 
do not find the battle of Lepanto, passion pathies and contrary faces do yet carry a 
against reason, reason against faith, faith charitable regard unto the whole by their 
against the devil, and my conscience against 5 particular discords preserving the common 
all. There is another man within me, that’s harmony, and keeping in fetters those 
angry with me, rebukes, commands, and powers, whose rebellions, once masters, might 
dastards me. I have no conscience of marble _ be the ruin of all. 

to resist the hammer of more heavy offenses; I thank God, amongst those millions 
nor yet so soft and waxen, as to take the 10 of vices I do inherit and hold from Adam, 
impression of each single peccadillo or I have escaped one, and that a mortal 
serape of infirmity. lam ofa strange belief, enemy to charity, the first and father- 
that it is as easy to be forgiven some sins, — sin, not only of man, but of the devil, Pride: 
as to commit some others. For my original a vice whose name is comprehended in a 
sin, I hold it to be washed away in my bap-15 monosyllable, but in its nature not circum- 
tism: for my actual transgressions, 1 com- — scribed with a world. I have escaped it in a 
pute and reckon with God but from my last condition that can hardly avoid it. Those 
repentance, sacrament, or general absolu- petty acquisitions and reputed perfections 
tion; and therefore am not terrified with that advance and elevate the conceits of 
the sins or madness of my youth. I thank 20 other men, add no feathers unto mine. I 
the goodness of God, I have no sins that have seen a grammarian tower and plume 
want a name; I am not singular in offenses; himself over a single line in Horace, and 
my transgressions are epidemical, and from show more pride in the construction of 
the common breath of our corruption, For one ode, than the author in the composure 
there are certain tempers of body, which, 25 of the whole book. For my own part, 
matched with a humourous depravity of besides the jargon and patois of several 
mind, do hatch and produce vitiosities, whose provinces, I understand no less than six 
newness and monstrosity of nature admitsno languages; yet I protest I have no higher 
name: this was the temper of that lecher conceit of my self, than had our fathers 
that fell in love with a statua, and the 30 before the confusion of Babel, when there 
constitution of Nero in his Spintrian rec- was but one language in the world, and 
reations. For the heavens are not only none to boast himself either linguist or 
fruitful in new and unheard-of stars, the critic. I have not only seen several coun- 
earth in plants and animals, but men’s minds _ tries, beheld the nature of their climes, the 
also in villainy and vices. Now the dulness 35 chorography of their provinces, topography 
of my reason, and the vulgarity of my dispo- of their cities, but understood their several 
sition, never prompted my invention, nor so- laws, customs and policies; yet cannot all 
licited my affection unto any of these; this persuade the dulness of my spirit unto 
yet even those common and quotidian such an opinion of my self, as I behold 
infirmities that so necessarily attend me, 40in nimbler and conceited heads, that never 
and do seem to be my very nature, have looked a degree beyond their nests. I know 
so dejected me, so broken the estimation the names, and somewhat more, of all the 
that I should have otherwise of my self, constellations in my horizon; yet I have 
that I repute my self the most abjectest seen a prating mariner, that could only name 
piece of mortality. Divines prescribe a 45 the pointers and the north star, out-talk me, 
fit of sorrow to repentance: there goes and conceit himself a whole sphere above 
indignation, anger, sorrow, hatred, into me. I know most of the plants of my coun- 
mine: passions of a contrary nature, which try, and of those about me; yet methinks I 
neither seem to suit with this action, normy do not know so many as when I did but 
proper constitution. It is no breach of50know a hundred, and had scarcely ever 
charity to our selves, to be at variance with simpled further than Cheapside. For, 
our vices, nor to abhor that part of us which indeed, heads of capacity, and such as 
is an enemy to the ground of charity, our are not full with a handful or easy measure 
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of knowledge, think they know nothing 
till they know all; which being impossible, 
they fall upon the opinion of Socrates, and 
only know they know not any thing. I 
cannot think that Homer pined away upon 
the riddle of the fisherman; or that Aristotle, 
who understood the uncertainty of knowl- 
edge, and confessed so often the reason of 
man too weak for the works of nature, did 
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like trees, without conjunction, or that there 
were any way to perpetuate the world with- 
out this trivial and vulgar way of union: 
it is the foolishest act a wise man commits 


5in_ all his life; nor is there anything that 


will more deject his cooled imagination, 
when he shall consider what an odd and 
unworthy piece of folly he hath committed. 
I speak not in prejudice, nor am averse from 


ever drown himself upon the flux and reflux 10 that sweet sex, but naturally amorous of 


of Euripus. We do but learn to-day what 
our better advanced judgments will unteach 
to-morrow; and Aristotle doth but instruct 
us, as Plato did him; that is, to confute 


all that is beautiful. I can look a whole day 
with delight upon a handsome picture, 
though it be but of a horse. It is my temper, 
and I like it the better, to affect all harmony; 


himself. I have run through all sorts, yet 15 and sure there is music even in the beauty, 


find no rest in any: though our first studies 
and junior endeavours may style us Peri- 
patetics, Stoics, or Academics; yet I per- 
ceive the wisest heads prove, at last, almost 
all sceptics, and stand like Janus in the 
field of knowledge. I have therefore one 
common and authentic philosophy I learned 
in the schools, whereby I discourse and sat- 
isfy the reason of other men; another more 
reserved, and drawn from_ experience, 
whereby I content mine own. Solomon, 
that complained of ignorance in the height 
of knowledge, hath not only humbled my 
conceits, but discouraged my endeavours. 


and the silent note which Cupid strikes, far 
sweeter than the sound of an instrument. 
For there is a music wherever there is a 
harmony, order, or proportion: and thus 


20far we may maintain the music of the 


spheres; for those well-ordered motions, 
and regular paces, though they give no 
sound unto the ear, yet to the understanding 
they strike a note most full of harmony. 


25 Whosoever is harmonically composed de- 


lights in harmony; which makes me much 
distrust the symmetry of those heads which 
declaim against all church-music. For my 
self, not only from my obedience, but my 


There is yet another conceit that hath some- 30 particular genius, I do embrace it: for even 


times made me shut my books, which tells me 
it is a vanity to waste our days in the blind 
pursuit of knowledge; it is but attending a 
little longer, and we shall enjoy that by 


that vulgar and tavern-music, which makes 
one man merry, another mad, strikes in me 
a deep fit of devotion, and a profound con- 
templation of the first composer. There 


instinct and infusion, which we endeavour 35is something in it of divinity more than 


at here by labour and inquisition. It is 
better to sit down in a modest ignorance, 
and rest contented with the natural blessing 
of our own reasons, than buy the uncertain 
knowledge of this life with sweat and vex- 
ation, which death gives every fool gratis, 
and is an accessory of our glorification. 

I was never yet once, and commend 
their resolutions who never marry twice: 


40 would afford the understanding. 


the ear discovers: it is an hieroglyphical 
and shadowed lesson of the whole world, 
and creatures of God; such a melody to the 
ear, as the whole world, weil understood, 
In brief, 
it is a sensible fit of that harmony which 
intellectually sounds in the ears of God. 
I will not say, with Plato, the soul is a 
harmony, but harmonical, and hath its 


not that I disallow of second marriage; 45 nearest sympathy unto music: thus some, 


as neither, in all cases, of polygamy, which, 
considering some times, and the unequal 
number of both sexes, may be also necessary. 
The whole world was made for man, but the 


whose temper of body agrees, and humours 
the constitution of their souls, are born poets, 
though indeed all are naturally inclined unto 
rhythm. This made Tacitus, in the very 


twelfth part of man for woman: man is the 50 first line of his story, fall upon a verse; 


whole world, and the breath of God; wo- 
man the rib and crooked piece of man. 
I could be content that we might procreate 


and Cicero, the worst of poets, but de- 
claiming for a poet, falls in the very first 
sentence upon a perfect hexameter. I 
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feel not in me those sordid and unchristian 
desires of my profession; I do not secretly 
implore and wish for plagues, rejoice at 
famines, revolve ephemerides and almanacs 
in expectation of malignant aspects, fatal 
conjunctions, and eclipses. I rejoice not at 
unwholesome springs, nor unseasonable win- 
ters: my prayer goes with the husband- 
man’s; I desire everything in its proper 
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Yor my conversation, it is like the sun’s, 
with all men, and with a friendly aspect to 
good and bad. Methinks there is no man 
bad, and the worst, best; that is, while they 

5are kept within the circle of those qualities 
wherein they are good: there is no man’s 
mind of such discordant and jarring a temper, 
to which a tunable disposition may not 
strike a harmony. Magne virtutes, nec 


season, that neither men nor the times be put 10 minora vitia; it is the posie of the best 


out of temper. Let me be sick my self, if 
sometimes the malady of my patient be not a 
disease unto me. I desire rather to cure his 
infirmities than my own necessities. Where 


natures, and may be inverted on the worst; 
there are in the most depraved and venemous 
dispositions, certain pieces that remain un- 
touched, which by an Antiperistasis become 


I do him no good, methinks it is scarce 15 more excellent, or by the excellency of their 


honest gain; though I confess ’tis but the 
worthy salary of our well-intended en- 
deavours. I am not only ashamed, but 
heartily sorry, that, besides death, there 


antipathies are able to preserve themselves 
from the contagion of their enemy vices, and 
persist entire beyond the general corruption. 
For it is also thus in nature: the greatest 


are diseases incurable; yet not for my own 20 balsams do lie enveloped in the bodies of the 


sake, or that they be beyond my art, but for 
the general cause and sake of humanity, 
whose common cause I apprehend as mine 
own. And to speak more generally, those 


most powerful corrosives. I say, moreover, 
and I ground upon experience, that poisons 
contain within themselves their own anti- 
dote, and that which preserves them from the 


three noble professions which all civil com-25 venom of themselves, without which they 


monwealths do honour, are raised upon the 
fall of Adam, and are not any way exempt 
from their infirmities; there are not only 
diseases incurable in physic, but cases in- 


were not deleterious to others only, but to 
themselves also. But it is the corruption 
that I fear within me, not the contagion of 
commerce without me. "Tis that unruly 


dissolvable in laws, vices incorrigible in 30 regiment within me, that will destroy me; 


divinity. If general councils may err, I do 
not see why particular courts should be in- 
fallible: their perfectest rules are raised upon 
the erroneous reasons of man, and the laws 


‘tis I that do infect my self; the man without 
a navel yet lives in me; I feel that original 
canker corrode and devour me; and there- 
fore Defenda me Dios de me, ‘Lord deliver me 


of one do but condemn the rules of an- 35 from my self,’ is a part of my litany, and the 


other; as Aristotle oft-times the opinions 
of his predecessors, because, though agree- 
able to reason, yet were not consonant to 
his own rules, and logic of his proper prin- 
ciples. 
against the Holy Ghost, whose cure not only, 
but whose nature is unknown,) I can cure 
the gout or stone in some, sooner than divin- 
ity, pride, or avarice in others. I can cure 


first voice of my retired imaginations. 
There is no man alone, because every man is 
a microcosm, and carries the whole world 
about him. Numquam minus solus quam cum 


Again, (to speak nothing of the sin 40 solus, though it be the apothegm of a wise 


man, is yet true in the mouth of a fool. 
Indeed, though in a wilderness, a man is 
never alone, not only because he is with 
himself and his own thoughts, but because 


vices by physic when they remain incurable 45 he is with the devil, who ever consorts with 


by divinity, and shall obey my pills when they 
contemn their precepts. I boast nothing, but 
plainly say, we all labour against. our own 
cure; for death is the cure of all diseases. 


our solitude, and is that unruly rebel that 
musters up those disordered motions which 
accompany our sequestered imaginations. 
And to speak more narrowly, there is no 


There is no Catholicon or universal remedy 50 such thing as solitude, nor any thing that 


I know, but this; which, though nauseous to 
queasy stomachs, yet to prepared appetites is 
nectar, and a pleasant potion of immortality. 


can be said to be alone aud by itself, but 
God, Who is His own circle, and can subsist 
by Himself; all others, besides their dis- 
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similarity and heterogeneous parts, which in| my awaked judgment discontents me, ever 
a manner multiply their natures, cannot sub- whispering unto me, that I am from my 
sist without the concourse of God, and the friend; but my friendly dreams in the night 
society of that hand which doth uphold their requite me, and make me think I am within 
natures. In brief, there can be nothing truly 5hisarms. I thank God for my happy dreams, 
alone and by it self, which is not truly one; as I do for my good rest; for there is a 
and such is only God: all others do transcend _ satisfaction in them unto reasonable desires, 
an unity, and so by consequence are many. and suchas can be content with a fit of happi- 

Now for my life, it is a miracle of thirty ness: and surely it is not a melancholy-con- 
years, which to relate, were not a history, but 10 ceit to think we are all asleep in this world, 
a piece of poetry, and would sound to com- and that the conceits of this life are as mere 
mon ears like a fable. For the world, count dreams to those of the next; as the phan- 
it not an inn, but an hospital; andaplacenot  tasms of the night, to the conceits of the day. 
to live, but to die in. The world that I re- There is an equal delusion in both, and the 
gard is my self; it is the microcosm of my15one doth but seem to be the emblem or 
own frame that I cast mine eye on; for the picture of the other: we are somewhat more 
other, I use it but like my globe, and turn it than our selves in our sleeps, and the slum- 
round sometimes for my recreation. Men __ ber of the body seems to be but the waking 
that look upon my outside, perusing only my of the soul. It is the ligation of sense, but 
condition and fortunes, do err in my altitude; 20 the liberty of reason;' and our waking con- 
for I am above Atlas his shoulders. The ceptions do not match the fancies of our 
earth is a point not only in respect of the sleeps. At my nativity my ascendant was 
heavens above us, but of that heavenly and the watery sign of Scorpius; I was born in the 
celestial part within us; that mass of flesh planetary hour of Saturn, and I think I have 
that circumscribes me, limits not my mind: 25 a piece of that leaden planet in me. I am no 
that surface that tells the heavens it hath an way facetious, nor disposed for the mirth and 
end, cannot persuade me I have any: I take  galliardize of company; yet in one dream I 
my circle to be above three hundred and can compose a whole comedy, behold the 
sixty; though the number of the ark do action, apprehend the jests, and laugh my 
measure my body, it comprehendeth not my 30 self awake at the conceits thereof. Were my 
mind: whilst I study to find how I am a memory as faithful as my reason is then 
microcosm, or little world, I find my self fruitful, I would never study but in my 
something more than the great. There is dreams; and this time also would I choose 
surely a piece of divinity in us, something for my devotions: but our grosser memories 
that was before the elements, and owes no 35 have then so little hold of our abstracted 
homage unto the sun. Nature tells me lam understandings, that they forget the story, 
the image of God, as well as Scripture: and can only relate to our awaked souls, 
he that understands not thus much, hath a confused and broken tale of that that hath 
not his introduction or first lesson, and passed. Aristotle, who hath written a 
is yet to begin the alphabet of man. Let me 40 singular tract Of Sleep, hath not, methinks, 
not injure the felicity of others, if I say lam throughly defined it; nor yet Galen, though 
as happy as any: Ruat celum, fiat voluntas he seem to have corrected it; for those 
Tua, salveth all; so that whatsoever hap- Noctambuloes and night-walkers, though in 
pens, it is but what our daily prayers desire. their sleep, do yet injoy the action of their 
In brief, I am content; and what should 45 senses. We must therefore say that there is 
Providence add more? Surely this is it we something in us that is not in the jurisdiction 
call happiness, and this do I enjoy; with this of Morpheus; and that those abstracted and 
Iam happy ina dream, and as content to en- ecstatic souls do walk about in their own 
joy a happiness in a fancy, as othersina more corps, as spirits with the bodies they assume, 
apparent truth and reality. There is surely 50 wherein they seem to hear, see, and feel, 
a nearer apprehension of anything that de- though indeed the organs are destitute of 
lights us in our dreams, than in our waked sense, and their natures of those faculties 
senses: without this I were unhappy; for that should inform them. Thus it is ob- 
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served, that men sometimes, upon the hour 
of their departure, do speak and reason above 
themselves; for then the soul, beginning to 
be freed from the ligaments of the body, be- 
gins to reason like her self, and to discourse 
in a strain above mortality. 

We term sleep a death; and yet it is wak- 
ing that kills us, and destroys those spirits 
that are the house of life. ’T is indeed a part 
of life that best expresseth death; for every 
man truly lives, so long as he acts his nature, 
or some way makes good the faculties of 
himself. Themistocles, therefore, that slew 
his soldier in his sleep, was a merciful execu- 
tioner: “tis a kind of punishment the mild- 
ness of no laws hath invented: I wonder the 
faney of Lucan and Seneca did not discover 
it. It is that death by which we may be 
literally said to die daily; a death which 
Adam died before his mortality; a death 
whereby we live a middle and moderating 
point between life and death: in fine, so like 
death, I dare not trust it without my prayers, 
and an half adieu unto the world, and take 
my farewell in a colloquy with Gop. 


The night is come, like to the day, 
Depart not Thou, great God, away. 
Let not my sins, black as the night, 
Eclipse the lustre of Thy light: 

Keep still in my horizon; for to me 
The sun makes not the day, but Thee. 
Thou, Whose nature cannot sleep, 
On my temples sentry keep; 

Guard me ’gainst those watchful foes, 
Whose eyes are open while mine close. 
Let no dreams my head infest, 

But such as Jacob’s temples blest. 
While I do rest, my soul advance; 
Make my sleep a holy trance; 

That I may, my rest being wrought, 
Awake unto some holy thought; 

And with as active vigour run 

My course, as doth the nimble sun. 
Sleep is a death; O make me try, 

By sleeping what it is to die; 

And as gently lay my head 

On my grave, as now my bed. 
Howe’er I rest, great God, let me 
Awake again at last with Thee; 

And thus assured, behold I lie 
Securely, or to awake or die. 

These are my drowsy days; in vain 

I do now wake to sleep again: 

O come that hour, when I shall never 
Sleep again, but wake for ever. 
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This is the dormative I take to bedward; 

I need no other laudanum than this to make 

me sleep; after which I close mine eyes in 

security, content to take my leave of the sun, 
5and sleep unto the Resurrection. 

The method I should use in distributive 
justice, I often observe in commutative; 
and keep a geometrical proportion in both, 
whereby becoming equable to others, I be- 

10 come unjust to my self, and supererogate 
in that common principle, Do unto others as 
thou wouldst be done unto thy self. I was not 
born unto riches, neither is it, I think, my 
star to be wealthy; or, if it were, the freedom 

15 of my mind, and frankness of my disposition, 
were able to contradict and cross my fates: 
for to me, avarice seems not so much a vice, 
as a deplorable piece of madness; to conceive 
ourselves pipkins, or be persuaded that we 

20 are dead, is not so ridiculous, nor so many 
degrees beyond the power of Hellebore, as 
this. The opinions of theory, and positions 
of men, are not so void of reason as their 
practised conclusions. Some have held that 

25 snow is black, that the earth moves, that the 
soul is air, fire, water; but all this is phi- 
losophy, and there is no delirium, if we do but 
speculate the folly and indisputable dotage 
of avarice to that subterraneous idol, and 

30 God of the earth. I do confess I am an 
atheist; I cannot persuade myself to honour 
that the world adores; whatsoever virtue 
its prepared substance may have in my body, 
it hath no influence nor operation without. 

351 would not entertain a base design, or an 
action that should eall me villain, for the 
Indies; and for this only do I love and 
honour my own soul, and have methinks 
two arms too few to embrace myself. Aris- 

40 totle is too severe, that will not allow us to 
be truly liberal without wealth, and the 
bountiful hand of fortune. If this be true, 
I must confess | am charitable only in my 
liberal intentions, and bountiful well-wishes; 

45 but if the example of the mite be not only 
an act of wonder, but an example of the 
noblest charity, surely poor men may also 
build hospitals, and the rich alone have not 
erected cathedrals. I have a private method 

50 which others observe not; I take the oppor- 
tunity of my self to do good; I borrow 
oceasion of charity from mine own neces- 
sities, and supply the wants of others, when 
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Iam in most need my self: for it is an honest 
stratagem to take advantage of our selves, 
and so to husband the acts of virtue, that, 
where they are defective in one circum- 
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Himself; He loves us but for that part which 
is as it were Himself, and the traduction of 
His Holy Spirit. Let us call to assize the 
loves of our parents, the affection of our 


stance, they may repay their want and 5 wives and children, and they are all dumb 


multiply their goodness in another. I have 
not Peru in my desires, but a competence, 
and ability to perform those good works to 
which He hath inclined my nature. He is 


shows and dreams, without reality, truth, or 
constancy. For first there is a strong bond 
of affection between us and our parents; yet 
how easily dissolved! We betake our 


rich, who hath enough to be charitable; and 10 selves to a woman, forget our mother in 


it is hard to be so poor, that a noble mind 
may not find a way to this piece of goodness. 
He that giveth to the poor, lendeth to the Lord: 
there is more rhetoric in that one sentence, 


a wife, and the womb that bare us, in that 
that shall bear our image. This woman bless- 
ing us with children, our affection leaves the 
level it held before, and sinks from our bed 


than in a library of sermons; and indeed, if15 unto our issue and picture of posterity, 


those sentences were understood by the 
reader, with the same emphasis as they are 
delivered by the author, we needed not those 
volumes of instructions, but might be honest 
by an epitome. 
cannot behold a beggar without relieving 
his necessities with my purse, or his soul 
with my prayers; these scenical and acci- 
dental differences between us, cannot make 


where affection holds no steady mansion. 
They, growing up in years, desire our ends; 
or applying themselves to a woman, take a 
lawful way to love another better than our 


Upon this motive only I20selves. Thus I perceive a man may be buried 


alive, and behold his grave in his own issue. 

I conclude therefore, and say, there is 
no happiness under (or, as Copernicus will 
have it, above) the sun, nor any Crambe 


me forget that common and untouched part 25 in that repeated verity and burthen of all 


of us both: there is under these Centoes and 
miserable outsides, these mutilate and semi- 
bodies, a soul of the same alloy with our 
own, whose genealogy is God as well as ours, 


the wisdom of Solomon, All is vanity and 
vexation of spirit. There is no felicity in 
that the world adores. Aristotle, whilst he 
labours to refute the ideas of Plato, falls 


and in as fair a way to salvation as our selves. 30 upon one himself; for his swmmum bonum 


Statists that labour to contrive a common- 
wealth without poverty, take away the 
object of charity, not understanding only 
the commonwealth of a christian, but for- 
getting the prophesy of Christ. 

Now, there is another part of charity, 
which is the basis and pillar of this, and that 
is the love of God, for Whom we love our 
neighbour; for this I think charity, to love 


is a chimera, and there is no such thing as his 
felicity. That wherein God Himself is 
happy, the holy angels are happy, in whose 
defect the devils are unhappy, that dare I 


35 call happiness: whatsoever conduceth unto 


this, may with an easy metaphor deserve 
that name; whatsoever else the world terms 
happiness, is to me a story out of Pliny, a 
tale of Boccaccio or Malizspini, an appari- 


God for Himself, and our neighbour for 40 tion, or neat delusion, wherein there is no 


God. All that is truly amiable is God, or as 
it were a divided piece of Him, that retains a 
reflex or shadow of Himself. Nor is it strange 
that we should place affection on that 


more of happiness than the name. Bless me 
in this life with but peace of my conscience, 
command of my affections, the love of 
Thy self and my dearest friends, and I shall 


which is invisible: all that we truly love is 45 be happy enough to pity Ceasar. These are, 


thus; what we adore under affection of our 
senses, deserves not the honour of so pure a 
title. Thus we adore virtue, though to the 
eye of sense she be invisible: thus that part 


O Lord, the humble desires of my most rea- 
sonable ambition, and all I dare call happi- 
ness on earth; wherein I set no rule or limit 
to Thy hand or providence. Dispose of me 


of our noble friends that we love, is not that 50 according to the wisdom of Thy pleas- 


part that we embrace, but that insensible 
part that our arms cannot embrace. God, 
being all goodness, can Jove nothing but 


ure: Thy will be done, though in my own 
undoing, 
(1642) 1643 
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John Milton (1608-1674) either of divine or human obligement, that 
you lay upon me; |but will forthwith set 7 
LETTER ON EDUCATION down in writing, as you request me, that 
’ - voluntary idea, which hath long, in silence, 
Master Hartlib, 5 presented itself to me, of a better education, 


Tam long since persuaded, Master Hartlib, in extent_and comprehension far more large, 
that to say or do aught worth memory and and_yet_of time far shorter, and of attain- 
imitation, no purpose or respect should ment _far_ more certain, than hath been yet 
sooner move us than simply the love of God, in practice. Brief I shall endeavour to be a 
and of mankind. Nevertheless to write now 10 for that which I have to say, assuredly this 
the reforming of education, though it be one nation hath extreme need should be done 
of the greatest and noblest designs that can sooner than spoken. To tell you, therefore, 
be thought on, and for the want whereof this what I have benefited herein among old re- 

r nation perishes;| I had not yet at this time nowned authors, I shall spare; and to search 
been induced ‘at’ by your earnest entreaties 15 what many modern Januas and Didactics, 
and serious conjurements; as having my more than ever I shall read, have projected, 
mind for the present half diverted in the my inclination leads me not. But if you can 

ursuance of some Other assertions, the accept of these few observations which have 
knowledge and the use of which cannot but flowered off, and are as it were the burnishing 
be a great furtherance both to the enlarge-20 of many studious and contemplative years, 
ment of truth, and honest living with much altogether spent in the search of religious and 
more peace. Nor should the laws of any civil knowledge, and such as pleased you so 
private friendship have prevailed with me to — well in the relating, I here give you them to 


divide thus, or transpose my former thoughts, dispose of. 

[but that I see those aims, those actions, 25 nud then of learning is to repair the fers 
which have won you with me the esteem ofa ruins of our first parents by fegaining to f ‘ 
person sent hither by some-geod-providence know God aright, and out of that knowl oe : 
from a far country to be the occasion and edge to love him, to imitate him, to_be like © sheces 
[incitement of great good to this island. him, as we may the nearest by possessing 


And, as I hear, you have obtained the 30 our souls of true virtue, which being united 

same repute with men of most approved to the heavenly grace of faith, makes up 
wisdom, and some of the highest authority the highest perfection. Rut because our 
among us; not to mention the learned cor- understanding cannot in this body found 
respondence which you hold in foreign parts, itself but on sensible things, ay arrive so 
and the extraordinary pains and diligence 35 clearly to the knowledge of God and things 
which you have used in this matter, both invisible, as by orderly conning over the 
here and beyond the seas; either by the visible and inferior creature, the same 
definite will of God so ruling, or the peculiar method is necessarily to be followed in all 
sway of nature, which also is God’s working. discreet_teaching. And seeing.everynation 
Neither can I think that, so reputed and so 40 affords not experience and tradition enough 
valued as you are, you would, to the forfeit of  for_all_ kinds of learning, therefore we are / 
your own discerning ability, impose upon me chiefly taught the languages, of those people ae 
an unfit and over-ponderous argument;\but who have at any time been most industri- 

[ that the satisfaction which you profess to ous after wisdom; so that language is but 
have received, from those incidental dis- 45 the instrument conveying to us things useful 
courses which we have wandered into, hath to be known. And though a linguist should ‘ 
pressed and almost constrained you into a pride himself to have all the tongues that ~ her 
persuasion, that what you require from mein Babel cleft the world into, yet if he have not _Y tae Ly 
this point, I neither ought nor can in con- studied the solid things in them, as well as 2 Vat. 
science defer beyond this time} both of so50the words and lexicons, he were nothing »,. | 
much need at once, and so much opportunity so much to be esteemed a learned man, as any ¢~ Che 
to try what God hath determined. yeoman or tradesman competently wise in “#,, 

I will not resist, therefore, whatever it is, his mother dialect only. 
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Hence appear the many mistakes which ballasted wits in fathomless and unquiet 

have made learning generally so unpleasing deeps of controversy, do for the most, part 

. and so unsuccessful;| first, we do amiss to grow into hatred and contempt of learning, 

) spend seven or eight years merely inscraping mocked and deluded all this while with rag- 
together so much miserable Latin and Greek, 5ged notions and babblements, while they 
as might be learned otherwise easily and expected worthy and delightful knowledge; 
delightfully in one year. And that which till poverty or youthful years call them im- 
casts our proficiency therein so much behind,  portunately their several ways, and hasten 
is our time lost partly in too oft idle va- them, with the sway of friends, either to an 
cancies given both to schools and univer-10 ambitious and mercenary, or ignorantly 
sities; partly in a a_preposterous exaction, zealous divinity: some allured to the trade j. 
foreing the empty “wits of children to com- of law, grounding their. -purposes—not—on- 
pose themes, verses, and orations, which are the pr prudent and heavenly contemplation of 
the acts of ripest. judgment, and the final justice-and equity, which was never taught 
work of a head filled by long reading and 15 them, but..on..the promising. and pleasing 
observing, with elegant maxims and copious (hourhts. of litigious terms, fat contentions, 
invention. These are not matters to be and _flowing fees; others betake them to 
wrung from poor striplings, like blood out — state affairs, with souls so unprineipled in 2. 
of the nose, or the plucking of untimely fruit. virtue ‘and true generous breeding, that 
Besides the ill habit which they get of 20 flattery and court-shifts and tyrannous apho- 
wretched barbarising against the Latin and  risms appear to them the highest points of 
Greek idiom, with their untutored Angli- wisdom; instilling their barren hearts with a 
cisms, odious to be read, yet not to be avoided conscientious slavery; if, as I rather think, it 
without a well-continued and judicious con- be not feigned. Qthers, lastly, of a more deli- 3 , 
versing among pure authors digested, which 25 cious and airy spirit, retire themselves _ 

°g they scarce taste. } Whereas, if after some (knowing—ne-—better)—tothe_enjoyments_of 
preparatory grounds of speech by their ease.andluxury, living out their days in feast 
certain forms-getinto memory, they were and jollity; which indeed is the wisest and 
led to ie aeons hereof in some chosen — safest course of all these, unless they were 
short book lessoned thoroughly to them, 30 with more integrity undertaken. And these 
they might then forthwith proceed to learn are the errors, and these are the fruits of mis- 
the substance of good things, and arts in due — spending our prime youth at the schools and 
order, which would bring the whole language —_ universities as we do, either in learning mere 
quickly into their power. This I take to be words, or such things chiefly as were better 
the most-rational and most profitable way of 35 unlearned. 


learning languages, and whereby we may I shall detain you now no longer in the 
past hope to give account to God of our demonstration of what we should not do, 
youth spent herein. but straight conduct you to a hill-side, where 


And for the usual. method.of.teaching. arts, I will point you out the right path of a 
I deem it to be an old error of universities, 40 vartuous...and..noble..éducation; laborious 
not yet well recovered from the scholastic indeed at the first ascent, but else so smooth, 
grossness of barbarous ages, that instead of so green, so full of Cale prospect, ena 


beginning with arts most easy, (and those be melodious sounds on every side, that the 
such as are most obvious to the sense,) they harp of Orpheus was not more charming. I 
present their young unmatriculated novices, 45 doubt not but ye shall have more ado to 
at first coming, with the most intellective drive our dullest and laziest youth, our stocks 
abstractions. of logic and metaphysics; .so and stubs, from the infinite desire of such a 
that they having but newly left those ordthi- happy nurture, than we have now to hale and 
matic flats and shallows, where they stuck drag our choicest and hopefullest wits to 
unreasonably to learn a few words with 50 that asinine feast of sow-thistles and bram- 
lamentable construction, and now on the bles, which is commonly set before them as 
sudden transported under another climate, all the food and entertainment of their 
to be tossed and turmoiled with their un-  tenderest and most docible age. I call there- 
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tore a complete and generous education, that 

schiah fin p.tnan to perform iuatiys skilfully, Greeks have store, as Cebes, Plutarch, and 
and magnanimously all the offices, both other Socratic discourses. But in Latin we 

beizaia and public, of peace and war. And have none of classic authority extant, except 

how all this may be done between twelve 5 the two or three first books of Quintilian, and 

and one and twenty, less time than is now some select pieces elsewhere. 

bestowed in pure trifling at grammar and Buthere rr tain skill and groundwork 

sophistry, is to be thus ordered. a them such lectures and 


First, to find out a spacious house oireaaees upon every opportunity, _as 
ground ‘about it fit for an academy, and a 10 may lead and draw them in willing obedience, 


enough to lodge a hundred and fifty persons, enflamed with the study of learning and the 
whereof twenty or thereabout may be admiration of virtue; stirred_up reeran 
attendants, all under the government of one, hopes of living to be brave men,.and worthy 
who shall be thought of desert sufficient, patriots, dear to God, and famous to all ages. 
and ability either to do all, or wisely to15 That they may despise and scorn all their 
direct and oversee it done. This place should childish and ill-taught qualities, to delight 
be at_once both school and university, not in manly and liberal exercises, which he 
needing a remove to any other house of who hath the art and proper eloquence to 
scholarship, except it be some peculiar col- catch them with, what with mild and effec- 
lege of law, or physic, where they mean to 20 tual persuasions, and that with the intimation 
be practitioners; but as for those general of some fear, if need be, but chiefly by his 
studies which take up all our time from Lily own example, might in a short space gain 
to commencing, as they term it, master of | them to an incredible diligence and courage, 
art, it should be absolute. After this pattern, infusing into their young breasts such an 
as many edifices may be converted to this 25ingenuous and noble ardour, as would not 
use as shall be needful in every city through- fail to make many of them renowned and 
out this land, which would tend much to the matchless men. At the same time, some 
increase of learning and civility everywhere. other hour of the day, might be taught them 
This number, less or more thus collected, to the rules of arithmetic; and soon after the 
the convenience of a foot company, or inter- 30 elements of geometry, even playing, as the 
changeably two troops of cavalry, should old manner was. After evening repast, till 


ivide their day’s work into three parts as it bedtime, their thoughts would be best taken 
lies orderly: their studies, their exercise, and up in the easy grounds of religion, and the 
their diet. story_of Scripture. 


For their ; tudies: first, they should begin 35 The Rext sep would be to the authors of 
with tl ief and necessary rules of some agriculture, Cato, Varro, and Columella, 
ood grammar, either that now used, or any for the matter is most easy; and, if the 
better; and while this is doing, their speech language be difficult, so much the better, it 
is to be fashioned to g distinct and clear is not a difficulty above their years. And 
pronunciation, as near as may be to the40here will be an occasion of inciting, and 
Italian, especially in the yowels. For we enabling them hereafter to improve the 
Englishmen being far northerly, do not  tillageof their country, to recover the bad 
open our mouths in the cold air wide enough _ soil, and to remedy the waste that is made of 
to grace a southern tongue; but are observed good; for this was one of Hercules’ praises. 
by all other nations to speak exceeding close 45 Ere half these authors be read (which will 
and inward; so that to smatter Latin with soon be with plying hard and daily) they 
an English mouth, is as ill a hearing as law cannot choose but be masters of any ordi- 
French. Next, to make them expertinthe nary prose. So that it will be then seasonable 
usefullest_ points of grammar, and-withal to for them to learn in any modern author the 
season them and win them early to the love of 50 use_of the globes, and all the maps, first, 
virtue and true labour, ere any flattering se- with ith the old names, and then with the new; 


ducement or vain principle seize them wan- or they might be then capable to read any 


dering, so ightful book of compendious method of natural philosophy. 


— 
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And at the same. time might.be.entering 
into the Greek tongue, after the same man- 
ner as was before prescribed in the Latin; 
whereby the difficulties of grammar being 
soon overcome, all the historical physi- 
ology of Aristotle and Theophrastus. .are 
open before them, and, as I may say, under 
contribution. The like access will be to Vi- 
truvius, to Seneca’s natural questions, to 
Mela, Celsus, Pliny, or Solinus. | And having 
thus passed the principles of arithmetic, 
geometry, astronomy, and geography, with 
a general compact of physics, they may 
descend in mathematics to the instrumental 
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ethics is called Proairesis; that they may 
with some judgment contemplate upon moral 
good and eyil. Then will be required a 
special reinforcement of constant and soun 


5indoctrinating, to set them right and firm, 


instructing them more amply in the knowl- 
edge of virtue and the hatred of vice; while 
their young and phant affections are led 
through all the moral works of Plato, Xeno- 


10 phon, Cicero, Plutarch, Laertius, and those 


Locrian remnants; but still to be reduced 
in their nightward studies wherewith they 
close the day’s work, under the determinate 
sentence of David or Solomon, or the evange- 


science of trigonometry, and from thence to 15 lists and apostolic scriptures. Being perfect 


fortification, architecture, enginery, or navi- 
gation. And in natural philosophy they may 
proceed leisurely from the history of meteors, 
minerals, plants, and living creatures, as far 
as anatomy. 

Then also in course might be read _ to 
them, out of some not tedious writer, the 
institution of physic, that they may know the 


tempers, the humours the seasons, and how 
to manage Bs crudity which he who can 
wisely and timely do, is not only a great 
physician to himself and to his friends, 
but also may, at some time or other, save an 
army by this frugal and expenseless means 
only; and not let the healthy and stout 
bodies of young men rot away under him for 
want of this discipline; which is a great pity, 
and no less a shame to the commander. To 
set forward all these proceedings in nature 


20 Italian—tongue. 


in_the knowledge of personal duty, they 
may then begin the study of economies. 
And éither now or before this, they may 
have_easily. learned,..at.anyodd—hour,the 
And soon after, but with 
wariness and good antidote, it would be 
wholesome enough to let them taste some 
choice comedies, Greek, Latin, or Italian; 
those tragedies also, that treat household 


25 matters, as Trachinie, Alcestis, and the like. 


The next removal must.be to the study of 
politics; to know the beginning, end, and 
reasons of political societies; that they may 
not, ina dangerous fit of the commonwealth, 


30 be such poor, shaken, uncertain reeds, of 


such a tottering conscience, as many of our 
great counsellors have lately shewn them- 
selves, but steadfast pillars of the state. 
After this, they are to dive into the grounds 


and mathematics, what hinders but.that they 35 of law, and legal justice; delivered first and 


may procure,..as.oft.as shall be needful, the 
helpful__experiences _of hunters, _fowlers, 
fishermen, shepherds, gardeners,.. apothe- 
caries; and in the other sciences, architects, 


with best_warrant by Moses; and as far as 
human prudence can be trusted, in those 
extolled remains of Grecian lawgivers, 
Lycurgus, Solon, Zaleucus, Charondas, and 


engineers, mariners, anatomists; who doubt- 40 thence to all the Roman edicts and tables 


less would be ready, some for reward, and 
some to favour such a hopeful seminary. 
And this will give them such a real tincture of 
natural knowledge, as they shall never forget, 
but daily augment with delight. 
those poets which are now counted most 
hard, will be both facile and pleasant, Or- 
pheus, Hesiod, Theocritus, Aratus, Nicander, 
Oppian, Dionysius; and in Latin, Lucretius, 
Manilius, and the rural part of Virgil. 

By this time, years and good general 
precepts will have furnished them more 
distinetly with that act of reason which in 


with their Justinian: 


and so down to the 
Saxon and common laws of England, and the 


statutes. 


Sundays also and every evening may be 


Then also 45 now understandingly spent in the highest 


matters of theology, and church history, an= 
cient and modern; and_ere_ this time the 


Hebrew tongue at_a_set_hour_might have 


been gained, that the Scriptures may be now 
50 read in their own original; whereto it would 


be no impossibility to add the Chaldee and 
the Syrian dialect. When all these employ- 
ments are well conquered, ther. will the choice 
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histories, heroic poems, and Attic tragedies — their time, in a disciplinary way, from twelve 
of stateliest and most regal argument, with to oneand twenty: unless they rely more upon 
all the famous political orations, offer them- their ancestors dead, than upon themselves 
selves; which if they were not only read, living. In which methodical course it is so 
but some of them got by memory, and 5 supposed they must proceed by the steady 
solemnly pronounced with right accent and pace of learning onward, as at convenient 
grace, as might be taught, would endue _ times, for memory’s sake, to retire back into 
them ever with the spirit and vigour of — the middle ward, and sometimes into the rear 
Demosthenes or Cicero, Euripides or Sopho- of what they have been taught, until they 
cles. 10 have confirmed and solidly united the whole 
i" And now, lastly, will be the time to read body of their perfected knowledge, like the 
with them those organic ¢_arts>which enable embattling of a Roman legion. Now will be 
men to discourse and write perspicuously, worth the seeing, what exercises and rec- 
elegantly, and according to the fittest style, reations may best agree, and become these 
of lofty, mean, or lowly. Logic, therefore, 15 studies. 
— much as is useful, is to be referred to this The course of study hitherto briefly de- 
due place with all her well-couched heads and _ scribed is, what I can guess by reading, likest 
topics, until it be time to open her contracted to those ancient and famous schools of 
palm into a graceful and ornate rhetoric, Pythagoras, Plato, Isocrates, Aristotle, and 
taught out of the rule of Plato, Aristotle, 20 such others, out of which were bred such a 
Phalereus, Cicero, Hermogenes, Longinus. number of renowned philosophers, orators, 
To which poetry would be made subsequent, historians, poets, and princes all over Greece, 
or indeed rather precedent, as being less Italy, and Asia, besides the flourishing 
subtile and fine, but more simple, sensuous, studies of Cyrene and Alexandria. But 
and passionate. I mean not here the prosody 25 herein it shalt exceed them, and supply a 
of a verse, which they could not but have defect as great as that which Plato noted in 
hit on before among the rudiments of gram- the commonwealth of Sparta; whereas that 
‘Grew \but that sublime art which in Aris-_ city trained up their youth most for war, 
totle’s Poetics, in Horace, and the Italian and these in their academies and Lyceum 
commentaries of Castlevetro, Tasso, Maz-30 all for the gown, this institution of breeding 
zoni, and others, teaches what the laws are which I here delineate shall be equally good 
of a true epic poem, what of adramatic, what both for peace_and war. Therefore, about 
of alyric, what decorum is, whichisthe grand an hour and a half ere they eat at noon 
masterpiece to observe. This would make should be allowed them for exercise, and due 
them soon perceive what despicable creatures 35 rest afterwards; but the time for this may_{ 
our common rhymers and play-writers be; be enlarged at pleasure, according as their 
and show them what religious, what glori- rising in the morning shall be early. 
ous and magnificent use might be made of The exercise which I commend first, is the 
poetry, both in divine and human things. exact use of their weapon, to guard, and to 
F the 40 strike safely with edge or point; this will 


rom_hence, and not till now, will _be 
right_season of formingthem—to—be—able keep them healthy, nimble, strong, and well 
writers and composers in every excellent in breath; is also the likeliest means to make 
matter, when they shall be thus fraught them grow large and tall, and to inspire them 
with an universal insight into things. Or with a gallant and fearless courage, which 


whether they be to speak in parliament or 45 being tempered with seasonable lectures and 
council, honour and attention would be precepts to them of true fortitude and 
waiting on their lips. There would then also patience, will turn into a native and heroic 
appear in pulpits other visage, other gestures, valour, and make them hate the cowardice of 
and stuff otherwise wrought than what we doing wrong. They must be also practised 
now sit under, oft-times to as great a trial 50 in all the Jocks and gripes of wrestling, 
of our patience as any other that they preach wherein Englishmen were wont to excel, as 
to us. These are the studies wherein our need may often be in fight to tug, to grapple, 
noble and our gentle youth ought to bestow and to close. And this perhaps will be 
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enough, wherein to prove and heat their 
single strength. 

’ The interim of unsweating themselves 
regularly and convenient rest before meat, 


may, bot h with profit and delight, be taken 5 


up In recreating and composing their tra- 
vailed spirits with the solemn and divine 
harmonies ....of....music,.,..heard...or—learned; 
either whilst the skilful organist plies his 
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rapines and violences. No, certainly, if 
they knew aught of that knowledge that 
belongs to good men or good governors, 
they would not suffer these things. 

But to return to our own institute: besides 
these constant exercises at home, there is_ 
another opportunity of gaining-experienceto 
be won from pleasure itself abroad;—in those 
vernal seasons of the year when the air is 


grave and fancied descant in lofty fugues, or 10 calm and pleasant, it were an injury and 


the whole symphony with artful and un- 
imaginable touches adorn and grace the well- 
studied chords of some choice composer; 
sometimes the lute or soft organ-stop wait- 
ing on elegant voices, 
martial, or civil ditties; which, if wise men 
and prophets be not extremely out, have 
a great power over dispositions and manners, 
to smooth and make them gentle from 


sullenness against nature, not to go out and 
see her riches, and. partake in her_ rejoicing 
with heaven and earth. I should not there- 
fore be a persuader to them of studying much 


either to religious, 15 then, after two or three years that they have 


well laid their grounds, but to ride out in 
companies, with prudent and staid guides, 
to all the quarters of the land: learning and 
observing all places of strength, all com- 


rustic harshness and distempered passions. 20 modities of building and of soil, for towns and 


The like also would not be unexpedient after 
meat, to assist and cherish nature in her 
first concoction, and send their minds back 
to study in good tune and _ satisfaction. 


Where having followed it close under vigilant 25 
- “eves Aill about two hours.before supper, they gifts of naire: and ff bane Hare amecenret Se 


are, by a sudden alarum or watchword, to be 
called out to their military motions, ‘under 
sky_or_ covert, according to the season, as 


tillage, harbours and ports for trade. Some- 
times taking sea as far.as to ournayy,to o learn 
there. also.what_they.can_in_the practical 
knowledge of sailing and of. sea-fight. 


excellence among them would fetch it out, 
and give it.fair opportunities iiawtellvance 
itself by, which could not but mightily re- 


was the Roman wont; first on foot, then, 30 dound to the good of this nation, and bring 


as their age permits, on horseback, to all 
the art of cavalry; that having in sport, but 
with much exactness and daily muster, 
served out the rudiments of their soldiership, 


into fashion again those old admired virtues 
and excellencies, with far more knowledge 
now in this purity of Christian knowledge. 
Nor shall we then need the monsieurs of 


in all the skill of embattling, marching, en- 35 Paris to take our hopeful youth into their 


camping, fortifying, besieging, and battering, 
with all the helps of ancient and modern 
strategems, tactics, and warlike maxims, 
they may as it were out of a long war come 


slight and prodigal custodies, and send 
them over, back again, transformed into 


mimics, apes, and kickshaws. | But if they - 


desire to see other countries at three or four 


forth renowned and perfect commanders in 40 and twenty years of age, not to learn prin- 
\.the service of their country. They would 


not then, if they were trusted with fair and 
hopeful armies, suffer them, for want of just 
and wise discipline, to shed away from about 


them like sick feathers, though they be never 45 and friendship of those in all places who are — 


so oft supplied; they would not suffer their 
empty and unrecruitable colonels of twenty 
men in a company, to quaff out or convey 
into secret hoards, the wages of a delusive 
list, and miserable remnant; 
meanwhile to be overmastered with a score 
or two of drunkards, the only soldiery left 
about them, or else to comply with all 


yet in the50 


wise observation, they will by that time be 
such as shall deserve the regard and honour 
of all men where they pass, and the society 


best and most eminent. And, perhaps, then 
other nations will be glad to visit us for their 


\ 


ciples, but to enlarge experience, and make Js 


breeding, or else to imitate us in their own a 


country. 

Now, lastly, for their diet there cannot be 
much to say, save only that it would be best 
in the same house; for much time else would 


be lost abroad, and many ill habits got; and 
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that it should be plain, healthful, and Crown lay. Consulting his own safety, he 
moderate, I suppose is out of controversy. resolved on this expedient; for a time to > a 
Thus, Mr. Hartlib, you have a general quit his own, and visit the Holy-land. In 
view in writing, as your desire was, of that his passage thither, or thence, he came 
which at several times I had discoursed with 5 Rome, ' where he made a Latin speech before 
you concerning the best and noblest way of — the Pope, , Pius the Second, and converted the 
education; not beginning, as some have Italians into-a-better-opinion than they had 
done, fitsin the cradle, which yet might be formerly of the Englishmen’s learning, in- 
worth many considerations, if brevity had somuch that his Holiness wept at the ele- 
not been my scope; many other circum- 10 gancy of the oration. 
stances also I could have mentioned, but He returned from Christ’s sepulcher to 
this, to such as have the worth in them to _ his own grave in England, coming home in a 
make trial, for light and direction may be most unhappy juncture of time. If sooner, 
enough. Only I believe that this is not a or later, he had found King Edward on that 
bow for every man to shoot in, that counts 15 Throne, to which now Henry the Sixth was 
himself a teacher; but will require sinews — restored, and whose restitution was only re- 
almost equal to those. which Homer gave markable for the death of this worthy Lord. 
Ulysses; yet I am withal persuaded that Thus those who, when the house of the State 
it may prove much more easy in the assay, is on fire, politiely hope to save their own |— 
than it now seems at distance, and much 20 chamber, are sometime burned therein. 
more illustrious: howbeit, not more difficult Lreason was charged upon him for secret 
than I imagine, and that imagination pre- siding .with Kg rach sree who before and 
sents me with nothing but very happy, and afterward de facto, and always de jure, was 
very possible according to best wishes; if the lawful King of England. Qn_ this ac- 
God have so decreed, and this age have 25 count he lost _his life. Then did the axe at 
spirit and capacity enought to apprehend. one blow cut off more learning in England 
1644 than was left in the heads of all the surviving 
Nobility. His death happened on Saint 


Luke’s day 1470. 
Thomas Fuller (1608-1661) a0 whet re EE 


WORTHIES OF ENGLAND Thomas Coriat. Though some will cen- 
sure him, as a person rather ridiculous than 
I TOS remarkable, he must not be omitted; for, 
John Tiptoft, son_and heir of Joba Lord 365 first, few ould be found to call him fool, 
_his wife (daughter and might none do it save such who had as mano 
eo-heir of Edward Charlton Lord Powis by learning as himself. Secondly, if others have 
his wife Eleanor, sister and co-heir of more wisdom than he, thankfulness and hu- 
Edmund Holland Earl of Kent) was born  mility is the way to preserve and increase it. 
at Everton in this (but in the confines of 40 He was born at Odcombe, nigh Evil, 
Bedford) shire. He was bred in Baliol in this county; bred at Oxford, where he 
College in Oxford, where he attained to attained to admirable fluency in the Greek 
great learning; and by King Henrythe tongue. He_carried folly (which the chari- 
Sixth was afterwards created_firstVice- table called merriment) in_his very face. 
count then Earl of Worcester, and Lord 45 The shape of his head had no promising 
“of England,and-byKing form, being like a sugar-loaf inverted, with he 
Edward the Fourth Knight of the Garter. the little end before, as composed of fancy 
The skies began now to lower, and threaten and memory, without any common-sense. 
ivil Wars; and the House of York fell sick Such as conceived him fool ad duo, and 
of a relapse. | Mean time this Earl could 50something else ad decem, were utterly mis- 
not be discourteous to Henry the Sixth, who taken; for he drave on no design, carrying 
had so much advanced him, nor disloyal to for coin and counters alike: so contented 
Edward the Fourth, in whom the right of the with what was present, that he accounted 
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those men guilty of superfluity, who had 
more suits and shirts than bodies, seldom 
putting off either till they were ready to go 
away from him. 

| Prince Henry allowed him a pension, and 
kept him for his servant. Sweetmeats and 
Coriat made up the last course at all Court- 

entertainments. Indeed he was the courti- 
ers’ anvil to try their wits upon; and some- 


times this anvil returned the hammers as 1 


hard knocks as it received, his bluntness 
repaying their abusiveness. 

¢ His book, known by the name of ‘Coriat’s 
Crudities,’ nauseous to nice readers, for the 
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|Hastivibrans, or Shake-speare. 2. Ovid 
the most_natural-and-witty-of-al-peets; ond 
hence it was that Queen Elizabeth, coming 
into a grammar-school, made this extempo- 


5rary verse, 


‘Persius a crab-staff, bawdy Martial, Ovid 
a fine wag.’ 


yet never any scholar, as our Shakespeare 
if alive) would confess himself. Add to all 
these, that though his genius generally was 
jocular, and inclining him to festivity, yet he 
could (when so disposed) be solemn-and-se- 
rious, as_appears..by his tragedies; so that 


| Plautus, who was an exact comedian, 


\rawness thereof, is not altogether useless; 15 Heraclitus himself (I mean if secret and un- 


“though the porch be more worth than the 

palace, I mean, the preface, of other men’s 

mock-commending verses thereon. 
At_last..he.undertook to travail into the 


East Indies by land, mounted on an horse 2 


with ten toes, being excellently qualified for 
such a journey; for rare his dexterity (so 
properly as consisting most in manual signs) 
in interpreting and answering the dumb 


seen) might afford to smile at his comedies, 
they were so merry; and Democritus scarce 
forbear to sigh at his tragedies, they were 
so mournful. 

He was an eminent instance of the truth 
of that rule, ‘Poeta non fit, sed nascitur;’ 
one is not made, but born a poet. Indeed 
| his learning was very little, so that, as 
Cornish diamonds are not polished by any 


tokens of nations, whose language he did not 25 lapidary, but are pointed and smoothed even 


understand. | Besides, such his patience in 
all distresses, that in some sort he might 
seem, cooled with heat, fed with fasting, 
and refreshed with weariness. All expecting 


as they are taken out of the earth, so Nature 
itself was all the art which was used upon 
hin. 

Many were the wit-combats betwixt him 


his return with more knowledge (though not 30 and Ben Jonson; which two I behold like a 


more wisdom), he ended his earthly pil- 
erimage in the midst of his Indian travail, 
about (as I collect) the year of our Lord 
| 1616. 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 


William Shakespeare was born at Strat- 
ford on Avon in this county; in whom three 
eminent poets may seem in some sort to be 

| compounded. 
sound of his surname (whence some may 
conjecture him of a military extraction) 


Spanish great galleon and an English man- 
of-war: Master Jonson (like the former) 
was built far higher in learning; solid, but 


slow, in his performances. Shake-speare, 


35 with the English man-of-war, lesser in bulk, 


but lighter in sailing, could turn with all 
tides, tack about, and take advantage of all 
winds, by the quickness of his wit and in- 
vention. He died anno Domini 16—, and 


LL. Martial, in the warlike 40 was buried at Stratford upon Avon, the town 


of his nativity. 
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PARALLEL READINGS 


RESTORATION 
Drama 


Dryden — All for Love 
Otway — Venice Preserved 
Congreve — The Way of the World 


Allegory 


sgl Ale 


1. Bunyan — Pilgrim’s Progress — 


AGE OF POPE 
Satire 
1. Swift — Gulliver’s Travels 
Drama 


1. Rowe — The Fair Penttent 
2. Gay — The Beggar’s Opera 
3. Lillo — The London Merchant 


Novel 


Defoe — Captain Singleton 
Richardson — Pamela 
Fielding — Joseph Andrews 
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AGE OF JOHNSON 
History and Oratory 
1. Gibbon — Decline and Fall, selections 
2. Burke — On Conciliation with America, 
To a Noble Lord, On Warren 
Hastings 
Drama 
1. Goldsmith — She Stoops to Conquer 
2. Sheridan — The Rivals 
Novel 
. Walpole — Castle of Otranto 
Goldsmith — Vicar of Wakefield 
Burney — Evelina 


Beckford — Vathek 
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RESTORATION AND EIGHTEENTH CENTURY 
SATIRE AND ESSAY 


if The Restoration of Charles II. to the English throne in 1660 marks the beginning of a new 
era. As a reaction against the social restraint and religious bigotry of the Puritan régime, the 
court, permeated as it was by French influences, became corrupt in morals and cynical and 
materialistic in temper. Following the lead of the court, polite society in general adopted 
sophisticated standards. Fearful of emotionalism, the upper classes sought for _a_test of human 
values that should be purely intellectual, and they found it_in Rationalism, ‘common sense,” 
Reason. The norm of humanity became the polished city man as opposed to ‘the simple rustic, 
‘and the carefully trimmed garden (‘Nature methodized’) was admired at the expense of the 
wild, uncultivated landscape. The period was one of questioning and. investigation in science 
and of satire and criticism in literature. It has been called the Age of Reason. 
~~ Late in the seventeenth century the rule of Reason associated itself with a body of critical 
rinciples known as Classicism. Applied to eighteenth-century literature, the term Classicism 
designates the imitation of the working principles of ancient Greek and Latin masterpieces as 
these principles were elaborated and reinterpreted by English and Continental, especially 
French, critics. In the eyes of the typical Classicist the supposed rules of the Ancients assumed 
an exaggerated authority. Toward the close of the seventeenth century the admiration of 
Classical models at the expense of more recent literature, including Shakespeare, resulted in a 
spirited controversy known as the ‘Quarrel of the Ancients and Moderns.” | Reason and Classi- 
cism, though overemphasizing the mechanical and intellectual elements in literary composition, 
performed a real service by urging the importance of clarity, order, and technical excellence. 
With the subordination..ofemotion..to_intellect.and_of-originality-te—mitation, the lyric 
T poetry of the Restoration-beeame-less.spontaneous. The ode, imitated from Pindar or Horace 
and adapted to English conditions, became a popular form. Social criticism and.satire pre- 
dominated in the non-dramatic poetry of the period, and_prose began to rank with verse as an 
accepted vehicle of expression. The usual verse-form, at least for longer poems, was the couplet 
consisting of two ten-syllable rhyming lines and called Heroic because of its original employ- 
pment in Heroic literature. 

The new prose, originating in the pamphlet warfare and foreign news bulletins of the Puritan 
period, developed rapidly in the spirited journalism of the late seventeenth century. In the 
hands of men of literary talent associated with affairs of state (e.g., Temple) it became a far 

a more practical, if less ornamental, form than it had been previously. {The specific literary types 
developed were the familiar essay, which reached its perfection in the work of Steele and Addi- 
son, and, early in the eighteenth century, the novel with its strong appeal to the new self- 
consciousness of the middle classes. From the ‘beginning of the eighteenth century till the 
present day the history of English prose has been continuous. 

The artificial suppression of the drama during the Puritan period was followed at the Res- 
itoration by a revival of dramatic interest. Of the various types of drama, in both verse and 
prose, that flourished during the late seventeenth century, the most characteristic was realistic 
comedy full of clever dialogue between personages drawn from the upper circles of society. Less 
democratic than the drama of the Elizabethan age, that of the Restoration was dominated by 
the Court_and reflected its moral laxity and cold intelectuality. About the close of the seven- 
teenth century an effort at reform was attempted in the sentimental drama, which emphasized 
virtuous conduct and the innate goodness of man. 
The Age of Reason bore within itself the seeds of a new order of things. Even during the 

,\seventeenth century there were intimations that the so-called Rational view of the world was 
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not entirely satisfactory. Science and philosophy revealed hitherto unsuspected beauties in the 
anivarse mI in mankind, and the wilder aspects of Nature gained in favor as subjects of en- 
thusiasm. With the rise of democratic ideas in government and society, greater emphasis was 
laid upon the virtues of the unsophisticated, and the simple peasant began to assume a new 
importance in the eyes of social theorists and poets. In religion and morals the true test of 
thought and conduct was found more and more in emotion rather than in intellect, in the heart 
rather than in the head. The conviction grew that luxury and sophistication were evils, and that 
poetry, along with the other arts, was doomed unless Rules were subordinated to spontaneous 
and original Genius. In short, the true solution of the human problem was found in a new 
Return to Nature. 

As we progress through the eighteenth century, we find these ideas more and more clearly 
reflected in literature. Poets seek inspiration in simple country scenes (¢.g., Thomson, Gold- 
smith), in night and solitude (e.g., Lady Winchilsea, Collins, Gray, Young, Blair), in the litera- 
ture of the folk (see the ballad imitations), in Shakespeare, Spenser, and medisval romance 
(e.g., Thomson, Warton, Gray), and in writers such as Homer, the Celtic bards, and the Scan- 
dinavian skalds (e.g., Gray), who were supposed to have lived in more primitive times and to 
have composed poetry by the aid of Original Genius rather than by Rules. Secular lyrics as well 
as hymns show a more profound sense of spiritual values and of the bond that unites man 
to his fellow-man and to the hereafter. In short, before Classicism had run its course, aia es 
forces, known as Romantic, were already at work in life and in literature. 
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Samuel Butler (1612-1680) 
-HUDIBRAS, PART I, CANTO J 


THE ARGUMENT 


Sir Hupisras his passing worth, 
The manner how he sallied forth, 
His arms and equipage are shown, 
His horse’s virtues and his own: 

Th’ adventure of the bear and fiddle 
Is sung, but breaks off in the middle. 


Wuen civil fury first grew high, 
_.And men fell out, they knew not why; 
© When hard words, jealousies, and fears, 
Set folks together by the ears, 
‘And made them fight, like mad or drunk, 5 
For Dame Religion as for punk; 
Whose honesty they all durst swear for, 
Though not a man of them knew wherefore; 
When gospel-trumpeter, surrounded 
With long-eared rout, to battle sounded; 10 
And pulpit, drum ecclesiastic, 
Was beat with fist instead of a stick; 
“Then did Sir Knight abandon dwelling, 
el out he rode a colonelling. 
A wight he was, whose very “sight would 15 
Entitle him Mirror of Knighthood, 
That never bowed his stubborn knee 
To any thing but chivalry, 
Nor put up blow, but that which laid 
Right Worshipful on shoulder-blade; 
Chief of domestic knights and errant, 
Hither for chartel or for warrant; 
Great on the bench, great in the saddle, 
That could as well bind o’er as swaddle; 
Mighty he was-at both of these 
And styled of War, as well as Peace: 
(So some rats, of amphibious nature, 
Are either for the land or water). 
~But here our authors make a doubt 
Whether he were more wise or stout: 
Some hold the one, and some the other, 
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But, howsoe’er they make a pother, 

| The diff’rence was so small, his brain 
-Outweighed his rage but half a grain; 
Which made some take him for a tool 
That knaves do work with, called a Fool. 
For ’t has been held by many, that 

As Montaigne, playing with his cat, 
[Complains she thou him but an ass, 
Much more she would § 

(For that’s the name our valiant Kaight 
| To all his challenges did write). 

“But they’re mistaken very much; 

’T is plain enough he was no such. 

ee e grant, although he had much wit, 

> was very shy of using it, 

As being loth to wear it out, 

And therefore bore it not about, 

Unless on holidays or so, 

As men their best apparel do. 

Beside, ’t is known he could speak Greek 
As naturally as pigs squeak; 

That Latin was no more difficile, 

Than to a blackbird ’t is to whistle: 
Being rich in beth, he never scanted 
His bounty unto such as wanted; 

But much of either would afford 

To many that had not one word. 

For Hebrew roots, although they’re found 
| To flourish most in barren ground, 

| He had such plenty as sufliced 

_To make some think him circumcised. 

He was in logic a great critic, 

\Profoundly skilled in analytic; 

He could distinguish, and divide 

A hair ’twixt south and south-west side; 
On either which he would dispute, 
Confute, change hands, and still confute: 
lores undertake to prove, by force 
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f argument, a man’s no horse; 70 


e’d prove a buzzard is no fowl, 
And that a lord may be an owl; 
A calf an alderman, a goose a justice. 
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And rocks Comittee-men and Trustees. 
He’d run in debt by disputation, 
And pay with ratiocination: 

All this by syllogism, true 

In mood and figure he would do. 

For rhetoric, he could not 

His mouth, but out there flew a trope; 80 
And when he happened to break off 
IT’ th’ middle of his speech, or cough, 
H’ had hard words ready to show why, 
_ by; 

Else, when with greatest art he spoke, 
You 'd think he talked like other folk; 
For all a rhetorician’s rules 

Teach nothing but to name his tools. 
But, when he pleased to show’t, his speech, 
In loftiness of sound was rich; 90 
A Babylonish dialect, 

Which learnéd pedants,much affect; 

It was a party-coloured dress 

Of patched and piebald languages; 

’T was English cut on Greek and Latin, 95 
Like fustian heretofore on satin; 

It had an odd promiscuous tone, 
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- As if h’ had talked three parts in one; 


Which made some think, when he did gabble, 

Th’ had heard three labourers of Babel, 100 

Or Cerberus himself pronounce 

A leash of languages at once. 

This he as volubly would vent, 

As if his stock would ne’er be spent: 

And truly, to support that charge, 

He had supplies as vast and large; 

For he could coin or counterfeit 

New words with little or no wit; 

Words so debased and hard, no stone 

Was hard enough to touch them on; 110 

And when with hasty noise he spoke ’em, 

The ignorant for current took ’em; 

That, had the orator, who once 

Did fill his mouth with pebble stones 

When he harangued, but known 
phrase, 

He would have used no other ways. 

In Mathematics he was greater 
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_ Than Tycho Brahe or Erra Pater; 


For he, by geometric scale, 
Could take the size of pots of ale; 
Resolve by sines and tangents, straight 
If bread or butter wanted weight; 
And wisely tell what hour o’ th’ day 
The clock does strike, by algebra. 

eside s a shrewd philosopher, 125 
And_hg ‘ gloss over; 
Whate’er the crabbed’st author hath, 
He understood b’ implicit faith: 
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Whatever sceptic could inquire for, “k 
0 


or every why he had a wherefore; 1 
Knew more than forty of them do, 
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As far as words and terms could go; 
All which he understood by rote, 
And, as occasion served, would quote; 
No matter whether right or wrong; 135 


They might be either said or sung. 

His notions fitted things so well, 

That which was which he could not tell, 

But oftentimes mistook the one 

For th’ other, as great clerks have done; 140 


9 

And knew their natures. by abstraets; 

Where Hattty and Quiddity, 

The ghosts of defunct bodies, fly; 

Where truth in person does appear, 

Like words congealed in northern air. 

He knew what’s what, and that’s as high 

As metaphysic wit can fly: 

In school-divinity as able 

As he that hight Irrefragable; 

A second Thomas, or, at once, 

To name them all, another Duns: 

Profound in all the nominal 

And real ways beyond them all; 

And, with as delicate a hand, 

Could twist as tough a rope of sand; 

And weave fine cobwebs, fit for scull 

That’s empty when the moon is full; 

Such as take lodgings in a head 

That’s to be let unfurnishéd. 

He could raise scruples dark and nice, 

And after solve ’em in a trice; 

As if Divinity had catched 

The itch, on purpose to be scratched; 

Or, like a mountebank, did wound 

And stab herself with doubts profound, 

Only to show with how small pain 

The sores of Faith are cured again; * 

Although by woful proof we find 

They always leave a scar behind. 

He knew.the-seat_of Paradise, 

Cou!d_ tell in what degree it lies, 

And, as he was disposed, could prove it 

Below the moon, or else above it; 

What Adam dreamt of, when his bride 

Came from her closet in his side; 

Whether the devil tempted her 

By an high Dutch interpreter; .. . 

Whether the Serpent, at the Fall, 

Had cloven feet, or none at all: 

All this, without a gloss or comment, 

He could unriddle in a moment, 

In proper terms, such as men smatter 

When they throw out, and miss the matter. 
For his religion, it was fit Ml Gl BB 

To match his learning and his wit: 

’T was Presbyterian true blue; 

For he was of that stubborn crew 

Of errant saints, whom all men grant 

poe be the true Church Militant; 
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Such as do build their faith upon 
The holy text of pike and gun; 
Decide all controversies by 
eee artillery; 

nd prove their doctrine orthodox, 
By apostolic blows and knocks; 
Call fire and sword, and desolation, 
A godly, thorough Reformation, 
Which always must be carried on, 
And still be doing, never done; 
As if Religion were intended 
For nothing else but to be mended: 
A sect whose chief devotion lies 
In odd perverse antipathies; 
In falling out with that or this, 
And finding somewhat still amiss; 

More peevish, cross, and splenetic, 

Than dog distract, or monkey sick: 
That with more care keep holiday 
The wrong, than others the right way; 
Compound for sins they are inclined to, 
By damning those they have no mind to: 
Still so perverse and opposite, 
As if they worshipped God for spite: 
The self-same thing they will abhor 
One way, and long another for: 
Free-will they one way disavow, 
Another, nothing else allow: 
All pict consists therein 

n them, in other men all sin: 
Rather than fail, they will defy 
That which they love most tenderly; 
Quarrel with minced-pies, and disparage 
Their best and dearest friend, plum-por- 

ridge; 

Fat pig and goose itself oppose, 225 
And blaspheme custard through the nose. 
Th’ apostles of this fierce religion, 
Like Mahomet’s, were ass and widgeon, 
To whom our knight, by fast instinct 
Of wit and temper, was so linkt, 
As if hypocrisy and nonsense 
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Thus was he gifted and accoutred, 


We mean on th’ inside, not the outward: ( 


That next of all we shall discuss; 235 
Then listen, Sirs, it follows thus. 
Py, (Ge tawny beard was th’ equal grace * 
Both of his wisdom and his face; 
In cut and die so like a tile, 
A sudden view it would beguile;~ 240 
The upper part whereof was whey 
The nether_orange, mixed with gray, 
This hairy meteor did denounce 
The fall of sceptres and of crowns; 
With grisly type did represent 245 
Declining age of government, 
And tell, with hieroglyphic spade, 
Its own grave and the State’s were made: 
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Like Samson’s heart-breakers, it grew 
In time to make a nation rue; 
Though it contributed its own fall, 
To wait upon the public downfall: 
{it was monastic, and did grow 
In holy orders by strict vow. 
Of rule as sullen and severe, 
As that of rigid Cordeliere: 
T was bound to suffer persecution, 
And martyrdom, with resolution; 
T’ oppose itself against the hate 
And vengeance of th’ incenséd state, 
In whose defiance it was worn, 
Still ready to be pulled and torn, 
With red-hot irons to be tortured, 
Reviled, and spit upon, and martyred; 
Mauegre all which ’t was to stand fast 
As long as monarchy should last; 
But, when the state should hap to reel, 
”T was to submit to fatal steel, 
And fall, as it was consecrate, 
A sacrifice to fall of state, 
Whose thread of life the Fatal Sisters 
Did twist together with its whiskers, 
And twine so close that Time should never, 
In life or death, their fortunes sever, 
But with his rusty sickle mow 
Both down together at a blow. 
So learnéd Taliacotius, from 
The brawny part of porter’s bum, 
Cut supplemental noses, which 
Would last as long as parent breech, 
But when the date of Nock was out, 
Off dropt the sympathetic snout. 
His back, or rather burthen, showed 
As if it stooped with its own load: 
J For as Aineas bore his sire 
Upon his shoulders through the fire, 
Our knight did bear no less a pack 
Of his own buttocks on his back; 
Thich now had almost got the upper- 
Hand of his head, for want of crupper. 
To poise this equally, he bore 
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Which still he had a special care 

To keep well-crammed with thrifty fare, 

As_white-pot, butter-milk, and curds, 295 

Such as a country-house affords; 

With other victual, which anon 

We farther shall dilate upon, 

When of his hose we come to treat, 

The cup-board where he kept his meat. 
His doublet was of sturdy buff, 

And though not sword, yet cudgel-proof, 

Whereby ’t was fitter for his use 

Who feared no blows but such as bruise. 

His breeches were of rugged woollen, 305 


300 


And had been at the siege of Bullen; 
To Old King Harry so well known, 
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Some writers held they were his own: 
hrough they were lined with many a piece 

Of ammunition bread and cheese, 310 

And fat black-puddings, proper food 

For warriors that delight in blood. 

For, as we said, he always chose 

To carry victual in his hose, 

That often tempted rats and mice 

The ammunition to surprise; 

And when he put a hand but in 

The one or t’ other magazine, 

They stoutly in defence on ’t stood, 

And from the wounded foe drew blood; 320 
’ And till th’ were stormed, and beaten out, 

Ne’er left the fortified redoubt. 

And though knights-errant, as some think, 

Of old did neither eat nor drink, 

Because when thorough deserts vast, 
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In many desperate attempts 365 

Of warrants, exigents, contempts, 

It had appeared with courage bolder 

Than Serjeant Bum invading shoulder: 

Oft had it ta’en possession, 

And pris’ners too, or made them run. 
This sword a dagger had, his page, 

That was but little for his age, 

And therefore waited on him so, 

As dwarfs upon knights-errant do. 

It was a serviceable dudgeon, 

Hither for fighting or for drudging: 

When it had stabbed, or broke a head, 

It would scrape trenchers, or chip bread; 

Toast cheese or bacon; though it were 

To bait a mouse-trap, ’t would not care: 380 

*T would make clean shoes, and in the earth 

Set leeks and onions, and so forth: 
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Where belly-timber above ground 

Or under was not to be found, 

Of their provision on record; 330 
Which made some confidently write, 
They had no stomachs but to fight: 

’T is false; for Arthur wore in hall 

Round table like a farthingal, 

On which, with shirt pulled out behind, 

And eke before, his good knights dined: 

Though ’t was no table some suppose, 

But a huge pair of round trunk-hose, 

In which he carried as much meat 

As he and all his knights could eat, 340 

When, laying by their swords and trun- 
cheons, : 

*They took their breakfasts or their nun- 

cheons. 
But let that pass at present, lest 
We should forget where we digrest, - 
As learnéd authors use, to whom 
We leave it, and to th’ purpose come. 
His puissant sword unto his side, 
Near his undaunted heart, was tied, 
With basket-hilt that would hold broth, 
nd serve for fight and dinner both; 
In it he melted lead for bullets, 
To shoot at foes, and sometimes pullets, 
To whom he bore so fell a grutch, 
He ne’er gave quarter t’ any such. 
he trenchant blade, Toledo trusty, 
or want of fighting was grown rusty, 
And ate into itself for lack 
Of somebody to hew and hack: 
The peaceful scabbard where it dwelt, 
The rancour of its edge had felt; 
For of the lower end two handful 
It had devoured, ’t was so manful, 

And so much scorned to lurk in case, 

As if it durst not shew its face. 
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But left the trade as many more 385 

Have lately done on the same score. 
In th’ holsters, at his saddle-bow, 

Two agéd pistols he did stow, 
Among the surplus of such meat 
As in his hose he could not get: 
These would inveigle rats with th’ scent, 
To forage when the cocks were bent, 
And sometimes catch ’em with a snap, 
As cleverly as th’ ablest trap. 

They were upon hard duty still, 
And every night stood centinel, 

To guard the magazine in th’ hose 
From two-legged and from four-legged foes. 
Thus clad and fortified, Sir Knight 
‘rom peaceful home set forth to fight. 

But first with nimble active force 

He got on th’ outside of his horse: 

For having but one stirrup tied 

T’ his saddle on the further side, 

It was so short h’ had much ado 

To reach it with his desp’rate toe; 
But after many strains and heaves, 

Te got upon the saddle eaves, 

Irom whence he vaulted into th’ seat 

With so much vigour, strength, and heat, 410 

That he had almost tumbled over 

With his own weight, but did recover 

By laying hold on tail and mane, 

Which oft he used instead of rein. 

But now we talk of mounting steed, 

Before we further do proceed, 

It doth behove us to say something 

Of that which bore our valiant bumkin. 

The beast was sturdy, large, and tall, 

With mouth of meal and eyes of wall, 

I would say eye, for h’ had but_one, 

As most agree, though some say none. 


He was well staid, and in his gait, 


390 


395 


- all 


400 


yer 


Ly 


ioe Lae ae 


405 


415 


ge ec WP] 
Aree 


420 


410 


Preserved a grave, majestic state; 
At spur or switch no more he skipt 
Or mended pace, than Spaniard whipt, 
And yet so fiery, he would bound, 
As if he grieved to touch the ground; 
That Cesar’s horse, who, as fame goes, 
Had corns upon his feet and toes, 
Was not by half so tender hooft, 
Nor trod upon the ground so soft: 
yAnd as that beast would kneel and stoop 
(Some write) to take his rider up; 
So Hudibras his (tis well known) 
Would often do to set him down. 
We shall not need to say what lack 
Of leather was upon his back, 
For that was hidden under pad, 
And breech of Knight, galled full as bad. 440 
“His strutting ribs on both sides showed 
le furrows he himself had ploughed; 
For underneath the skirt of pannel, 
’Twixt ev’ry two there was a channel. 
His draggling tail hung in the dirt, 
Which on his rider he would flirt, 
Still as his tender side he pricked, 
With armed heel, or with unarmed, kicked: 
For Hudibras wore but one spur, 
As wisely knowing could he stir 
To active trot one side of ’s horse, 
Th’ other would not hang [back, of course]. 
r A Squire he had whose name was Ralph, 
That in th’ adventure went his half, 
Though writers, for more stately tone, 
Do call him Ralpho, ’t 1s all one; 
And when we can, with metre safe, 
Well call him so; if not, plain Raph, 
(For rhyme the rudder is of verses, 
With which, like ships, they steer their 
courses) : 460 
An equal stock of wit and valour 
He had laid in, by birth a tailor. 
The mighty Tyrian Queen, that gained 
With subtle shreds a tract of land, 
Did leave it with a castle fair 
To his great ancestor, her heir; 
From him descended cross-legged knights, 
Famed for their faith, and warlike fights 
Against the bloody Cannibal, 
Whom they destroyed both 
small. 
This sturdy Squire he had, as well 
As the bold Trojan Knight, seen hell, 
Not with a counterfeited pass 
Of golden bough, but true gold-lace: 
“His knowledge was not far behind 
_The Knight’s, but of another kind, 
And he another way came by ’t, 
Some call it Gifts, and some New-light; 
A lib’ral art, that costs no pains 
Of study, industry, or brains. 
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His wit was sent him for a token, 
But in the carriage cracked and broken; 
Like commendation ninepence crooked 
With — To and from my love — it looked. 
He ne’er considered it, as loth 485 
[To look a gift-horse in the mouth, 
And very wisely would lay forth 
No more upon it than ’t was worth; 
But as he got it freely, so 
He spent it frank and freely too: 
For saints themselves will sometimes be, 
Of gifts that cost them nothing, free. 
By means of this, with hem and cough, 
Prolongers to enlightened stuff, 
‘He could deep mysteries unriddle, 
\_As easily as thread a needle: 
For as of vagabonds we say, 
That they are ne’er beside their way, 
Whate’er men speak by this new light, 
Still they are sure to be 1’ th’ right. 
*T is a dark-lantern of the spirit, 
Which none see by but those that bear it; 
A light that falls down from on high, 
For spiritual trades to cozen by; 
An ignis fatuus, that bewitches, 
And leads men into pools and ditches, 
To make them dip themselves, and sound 
For Christendom in dirty pond; 
To dive like wild-fow] for salvation, 
And fish to catch regeneration. 
This light inspires and plays upon 
The nose of saint, like bagpipe drone, 
And speaks through hollow empty soul, 
As through a trunk, or whisp’ring hole, 
Such language as no mortal ear 
But spiritual eaves-droppers can hear: 
So Pheebus, or some friendly muse, 
Into small poets song infuse; 
Which they at second-hand rehearse, 
Through reed or bagpipe, verse for verse. 520 
Thus Ralph became infallible, 
As three or four-legged oracle, 
The ancient cup, or modern chair 
Spoke truth point-blank, though unaware. 
~ For mystic learning, wondrous able 525 
‘In magic, talisman and cabal, 
Whose primitive tradition reaches 
, As far as Adam’s first green breeches; 
“Deep-sighted in intelligences, 
Ideas, atoms, influences; 
And much of Terra Incognata, 
Th’ intelligible world, could say; 
A deep occult philosopher, 
As learn’d as the wild Irish are, 
Or Sir Agrippa, for profound 
And solid lying much renowned: 
He Anthroposophus, and Floud, 
And Jacob Behmen understood; 
Knew many an amulet and charm, 
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That would do neither good nor harm; 540 
In Rosicrueian lore as learned 
As he that vere adeptus earned: 
He understood the speech of birds 
As well as they themselves do words; 
Could tell what subtlest parrots mean, 
That speak and think contrary clean; 
What member tis of whom they talk, 
When they ery Rope, and Walk, Knave, 
Walk. 
He ’d extract numbers out of matter, 
And keep them in a glass, like water, 550 
Of sov’reign pow’r to make men wise; 
For, dropt in blear, thick-sighted eyes, 
They *d make them see in darkest night, 
Like owls, though purblind in the light. 
By help of these (as he profest) 555 
He had First Matter seen undrest: 
He took her naked, all alone, 
Before one rag of form was on. 
The chaos, too, he had descried, 
And seen quite through, or else he lied: 560 
Not that of pasteboard, which men shew 
For groats at fair of Barthol’mew; 
But its great grandsire, first o’ th’ name, 
Whence that and Reformation came, 
Both cousin-germans, and right able 565 
T’ inveigle and draw in the rabble: 
But Reformation was, some say, 
O’ th’ younger house to puppet-play. 
[ He could foretell whats’ever was 
y consequence, to come to pass; 

AB death of great men, alterations, 
Diseases, battles, inundations: 
Pan this without th’ eclipse of th’ sun, 
Or dreadful comet, he hath done 
By inward light, a way as good, 
And easy to be understood; 
But with more lucky hit than those 
That use to make the stars depose, 
Like Knights 0’ th’ Post, and falsely charge 
Upon themselves what others forge; 580 
As if they were consenting to 
All mischiefs in the world men do, 
Or, like the devil, did tempt and sway ’em 
To rogueries, and then betray ’em. 
They ‘Il search a planet’s house, to know 585 
Who broke and robbed a house below; 
Examine Venus and the Moon, 
Who stole a thimble or a spoon; 
And though they nothing will confess, 
Yet by their very looks can guess, 590 
And tell what guilty aspect bodes, 
Who stole, and who received the goods: 

hey ’ll question Mars, and, by his look, 
Detect who ’t was that nimmed a cloak; 
Make Mercury confess, and ’peach 595 
Those thieves which he himself did teach. 
They ’ll find, 7’ th’ physiognomies 
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O’ th’ planets, all men’s destinies, 
Ake him that took the doctor’ s bill, 
And swallowed it instead 0’ th’ pill; 600 
Cast the nativity o’ th’ question, 
And from positions to be guessed on, 
As sure as if they knew the moment 
Of Native’s birth, tell what will come on’t. 
They ’ll feel the pulses of the stars, 605 
To find out agues, coughs, ¢atarrhs, 
And tell what crisis does divine 
The rot in sheep, or mange in swine; 
In men, what gives or cures the itch, 
What makes them cuckolds, poor, or 
rich; 610 
What gains or loses, hangs or saves; 
What makes men great, what fools or knaves, 
But not what wise, for only of those 
The stars (they say) cannot dispose, 
No more than can the astrologians; 615 
There they say right, and like true Trojans: 
This Ralpho knew, and therefore took 
The other course, of which we spoke. 
Thus was th’ accomplished squire endued 
With gifts and knowledge per’lous 
shrewd: 620 
Never did trusty squire with knight, 
Or knight with squire, e’er jump more right. 
Their arms and equipage did fit, 
As well as virtues, parts, and wit: 
Their valors, too, were of a rate; 625 


And out they sallied at the gate. 
570 trae flan be nepal had they jogged iy aple of 


But fortune unto them turned dogged; 

For they a sad adventure met, 

Of which anon we mean to treat. 

But ere we venture to unfold 

Achievements so resolved and bold, 

We should, as learned poets use, 

Invoke th’ assistance of some Muse, 

However critics count it sillier, 635 

Than jugglers talking to fe umiliar; 

We think ’t is no great matter which, 

They ’re all alike, yet we shall pitch 

On one that fits our purpose most, 

Whom therefore thus we do accost: — 640 
Thou that with ale or viler liquors, 

Didst inspire Withers, Pryn, and Vickars, 

And force them, though it was in spite 

Of Nature, and ‘their stars, to write; 

Who (as we find in sullen writs, 645 

And cross-grained works of modern wits) 

With vanity, opinion, want, 

The wonder of the ignorant, 

The praises of the author, penned 

B’ himself or wit-insuring friend, 650 

The itch of picture in the front, 

With bays and wicked rhyme upon ’t, 

(All that is left 0’ th’ forked hill 

To make men scribble without skill) 
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Canst make a poet, spite of Fate, 655 
And teach all people to translate, 
Though out of languages in which 
They understand no part of speech; 
‘Assist me but this once, I ’mplore, 
And I shall trouble thee no more. 
In western clime there is a town, 
To those that dwell therein well known, 
Therefore there needs no more be said here, 
e unto them refer our reader; 
For brevity is very good, 
When w’ are, or are not understood. 
To this town people did repair 
On days of market, or of fair, 
And to cracked fiddle, and hoarse tabor, 
In merriment did drudge and labour: 
But now a sport more formidable 
Had raked together village rabble; 
’T was an old way of recreating, 
Which learnéd butchers call Bear-baiting; 
bold advent’rous exercise, 675 
With ancient heroes in high prize; 
For authors do affirm it came 
From Isthmian or Nemean game; 
Others derive it from the Bear 
That’s fixed in northern hemisphere, 
And round about the pole does make 
A circle, like a bear at stake, 
That at the chain’s end wheels about, 
And overturns the rabble-rout: 
For, after solemn proclamation 
In the bear’s name (as is the fashion 
According to the law of arms, 
To keep men from inglorious harms) 
[That none presume to come so near 
| As forty feet of stake of bear, 
If any yet be so fool-hardy 
T’ expose themselves to vain jeopardy, 
Jf they come wounded off and lame, 
No honor’s got by such a maim, 
Although the bear gain much, being 
bound 695 
In honour to make good his ground, 
When he’s engaged, and take no notice, 
If any press upon him, who ’tis, 
But lets them know, at their own cost, 
That he intends to keep his post. 
This to prevent and other harms 
Which always wait on feats of arms 
(For in the hurry of a fray 
’Tis hard to keep out of harm’s way), 
fLhither the Knight his course did steer, 705 
To keep the peace ’twixt dog and bear, 
As he believed he was bound to do 
In conscience and commission too; 
) And therefore thus bespokethe Squire: — 
~ We-that.are-wisely mounted-higher 710 
Than_constables.in_curule-wit, 
When on tribunal bench we sit, 


660 


665 


670 


680 


685 


690 


700 


| For what design, what interest, 


RESTORATION AND EIGHTEENTH CENTURY 


Like speculators should foresee, 

From Pharos of a ; 
Portended mischiefs further than_ 

Low. Proletarian_tithing-men; 

And therefore, being informed by bruit 
That Dog and Bear are to dispute, 

For so of late men fighting name, 
Because they often prove the same 

(For where the first does hap to be, 

The last does coincidere) ; 

fQuantum im nobis, have thought good 
To save th’ expense of Christian blood, 
And try if we by mediation 
Of treaty and accommodation, 

Can end the quarrel, and compose 
The bloody duel without blows. 
re not our liberties, our lives, 
The laws, religion, and our wives, 
Enough at once to lie at stake 
For Cov’nant and the Cause’s sake? 
But in that quarrel Dogs and Bears, 
As well as we, must venture theirs? 
his feud, by Jesuits invented, 

\By evil counsel is fomented; 
~There is a Machiavellian plot 
(Though ev’ry nare olfact it not) 

And deep design in’t to divide 
The well-affected that confide, 

; By setting brother against brother, 
\'To claw and curry one another. 
Have we not enemies plus satis, 

That cane et angue pejyus hate us? 
And shall we turn our fangs and claws 
Upon our own selves, without cause? 
That some occult design doth lie 

In bloody cynarctomachy, 

Is plain enough to him that knows 
How saints lead brothers by the nose, 
I wish myself a pseudo-prophet, 

But sure some mischief will come of it, 
Unless by providential wit, 

Or force, we averruncate it. 
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Can beast have to encounter beast? 
They fight for no espouséd cause, 
Frail privilege, fundamental laws, 
Nor for a thorough reformation, 
Nor covenant, nor protestation, 
Nor liberty of consciences, 

Nor lords’ and commons’ ordinances; 
Nor for the church, nor for church-lands, 
To get them into their own hands; 
Nor evil counsellers to bring 

To justice, that seduce the King; 
Nor for the worship of us men, 
\Lhough we have done as much for them. 
Th’ Egyptians worshipped dogs, and for 
Their faith made internecine war; 
Others adored a rat, and some 
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For that church suffered martyrdom; 
he Indians fought for the truth 

th’ elephant and monkey’s tooth, 
And many, to defend the faith, 
Fought it out mordicus to death; 

But no beast ever was so slight, 
For man, as for his God, to fight: 
They have more wit, alas! and know 
Themselves and us better than so. 
But we, who only do infuse 
The rage in them like boute-feus, \neendiary 
*T is our example that instils 
In them the infection of our ills. . . . 
See so, by our example, cattle 
Learn to give one another battle. 
WW e read in Nero’s time, the Heathen, 
When they destroyed the Christian brethren, 
They sewed them in the skins of bears, 
And then set dogs about their ears; 790 
From whence, no doubt, th’ invention came 
Of this lewd antichristian game. 

To this, quoth Ralpho, verily 

The point seems very plain to me; 
- Tt is an antichristian game, 

Unlawful both in thing and name. 

First, for the name; the word bear-baiting 

Is carnal, and of man’s creating, 

For certainly there's 

In all the Scripture on_record; 

Therefore “unlawful, and a sin: 

And so is (secondly) the thing; 

A vile assembly ’t is, that can 

No more be proved by Scripture than 

Provincial, Classic; National, 

Mere human creature cobwebs all. 

Thirdly, it is idolatrous; 

For when men run a-[riot |] thus 

With their inventions, whatsoe’er 

The thing be, whether Dog or Bear, 

It is idolatrous and Pagan, 

No less than worshipping of Dagon. 

Quoth Hudibras, I smell a rat; 
Ralpho, thou dost prevaricate: 

For though the thesis which thou lay’st 815 
Be true ad_amussim, as thou say’st o¢<erd, i to 
(For that Bear-baiting should appear 

Jure divino lawfuller- "y devine righ® 
Than Synods are, thou dost deny 

Totidem verbis, so do I): jq\jwst 45 marg20 
Yet there’s a fallacy i in this; wf 
Thou wouldst sophistically imply 

Both are unlawful, I deny. 

And I, quoth Ralpho, do not doubt 
But Bear-baiting may be made out, 
In Gospel times, as lawful as is 

rovincial, or Parochial Classis; 
And that both are so near of kin, 
And like in all, as well as sin, 
That put ’em in a bag, and shake ’em, 


780 


785 


795 


800 


805 


825 


830 


BUTLER 413 


Your self o’ th’ sudden would mistake ’em, 
And not know which is which, unless 
You measure by their wickedness; 
For "tis not hard t’ imagine whether 
O’ th’ two is worst, though I name neither. 835 
Quoth Hudibras, thou offer’st much, 
But art not able to keep touch; 
Mira de lente, as ’tis i’ the adage, 
Id est, to make a leek a cabbage: 
Thou can’st at best but overstrain 
la paradox, and th’ own hot brain; 
For what can synods have at all 
With bear that’s analogical? 
Or what relation has debating 
Of church-affairs with bear-baiting? 
A just comparison still is 
Of things ejusdem generis; 
And then what genus rightly doth 
if suai nelude oe comprehend them both? 


|, both of us may _ 

rw bears as they; 
For we are animals no less, 
Although of diff’rent specieses. 
But, Ralpho, this is no fit place, 
Nor time, to argue out the case: 
For now the field is not far off « 
Where we must give the world a proof 
Of deeds, not words, and such as suit 
Another manner of dispute: 
A controversy that affords 
Actions for arguments, not words; 
Which we must manage at arate 
Of prowess and conduct adequate 
To what our place and fame doth promise, 
And all the godly expect from us. 865 
Nor shall they be deceived, unless 
We’re slurred and outed by success; 
ee the mark no mortal wit, 


840 


845 


855 


860 


Or surest hand, can always hit: 

For whatsoe’er we perpetrate, 

We do but row, we’re steered by Fate, 

Which in success oft disinherits, 

Wer spurious causes, noblest merits. 
areat potions are not always true sons 

Of gre: j 

Nor do he bold’st attempts bring ‘forth 

Events still equal to their worth; 

But sometimes fail, and in their stead, 

Fortune and cowardice succeed. 

Yet we have no great cause to doubt, 

Our actions still have borne us out; 

Which though they’re known to be so ample, 

We need not copy from example; 

We're not the only person durst 

Attempt this province, nor the first. 

In northern clime a val’rous knight 

Did whilom kill his bear in fight, 

And wound a fiddler: we have both 

Of these the objects of our wroth, 


870 


875 


880 
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And equal fame and glory from 890 

Th’ attempt, or victory to come. 

*T is sung there is a valiant Mamaluke 

In foreign land, ycleped 

To whom we have been oft compared 

For person, parts, address, and beard; 

Both equally reputed stout, 

And in the same cause both have fought: 
{He oft in such attempts as these 

Came off with glory and success; 

Nor will we fail in th’ execution, 

For want of equal resolution. 

onour is like a widow, won 

With brisk attempt and putting on; 

With ent’ring manfully, and urging, 

Not slow approaches, like a virgin. 

This said, as erst the Phrygian knight, 

So ours with rusty steel did smite 

His Trojan horse, and just as much 

He mended pace upon the touch; 

But from his empty stomach groaned, 

Just as that hollow beast did sound, 

And angry answered from behind 

With brandished tail, [—-] and [sluggish 

mind |. 

So have I seen, with arméd heel, 

A wight bestride a Commonweal, 915 
While still the more he kicked and spurred, 

The less the sullen jade has stirred. 
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John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester 
(1647-1680) 


A SATIRE AGAINST MANKIND 


Were_I, — who to my cost already am 

One of those strange prodigious creatures 
man — 

A spirit free, to choose for my own share, 

What sort of flesh and blood I pleased to 
wear, 

I’d bea dog, a monkey, or a bear, 5 


_ Or any thing, but that v ain animal, 


Who is so proud of being rational. 

The senses are too gross, and he’ll con- 
trive 

A sixth, to contradict the other five; 

cae before certain instinct, will prefer 

Reason, which fifty times for one does erry 

Reason, an ignis fatwus of the mind, 

Which leaves the light of Nature, sense, be- 
hind: 

Pathless and dangerous wandering ways it 
takes, 

Through Errour’s fenny bogs, and thorny 
brakes; 15 


10 


beard 
# rake me to task: 
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Whilst the misguided follower climbs with 
pain 

Mountains of whimsies heapt in his own 
brain: 

Stumbling from thought to thought, falls 

; headlong down 

Into Doubt’s boundless sea, where, like to 
drown, 

Books bear him up a while, and make him 
try 20 

To swim with bladders of philosophy; 

In hopes still to o’ertake the skipping light, 

The vapour dances in his dazzled sight, 

Till, spent, it leaves him to eternal night. 

{Then Old Age and Ixperience, hand in 


hand, 25 
Lead him to Death, and make him under- 
stand, 


After a search so painful and so long, 
That all his life he has been in the wrong. 
Huddled in dirt, this reasoning engine lies, 
Who was so proud, so witty, and so wise: 30 
Pride drew him in, as cheats their bubbles 
catch, 
And made him venture to be made a wretch: 
His wisdom did his happiness destroy, 
Aiming to know the world he should enjoy: 
And wit was his vain frivolous pretence, 35 
Of pleasing others at his own expense... . 
Women, and men of wit, are dangerous tools, 
And ever fatal to admiring fools. 
Pleasure allures; and when the fops escape, 
’T is not that they are loved, but jon 
nate; 
And therefore what they fear, at heart they 
hate, 
¢ But now, 
ear 


methinks, some formal band and 


‘Come on, sire I’m pre- 
Cc pared.’ 
‘Then, by your favour, any thing that’s writ, 
Against this gibing, gingling knack, called 
wit, 45 
Likes me abundantly; but you'll take care, 
Upon this point, not to be too severe; 
Perhaps my Muse were fitter for this part; 
For, I profess, I can be very smart 
On wit, which I abhor with all my heart. 50 
I long to lash it in some sharp essay, 
But your grand indiscretion bids me stay, 
And turns my tide of ink another way. 
y What rage ferments in your degenerate mind, 
\'To make you rail at reason and mankind? 55 
Blest glorious man, to whom alone kind 
Heaven 
An everlasting soul hath freely given; 
Whom his great Maker took such care to 
make, 
That from himself he did the image take, 
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And this fair frame in shining reason drest, 60 
To dignify his nature above beast: 

Reason, by whose aspiring influence, 

We take a flight beyond material sense, 
Dive into mysteries, then, soaring, pierce 


The flaming limits of the universe, 65 
Search Heaven and Hell, find out what’s 
acted there, 
And — world true grounds of hope and 
ear.’ 
‘Hold, mighty man,’ I ery, ‘all this we 
know Qn 211014 


From the pathetic pen of Ingelo, 

From Patriek’s s Pilgrim, Sibb’s Soliloquies, 70 
And ’t is this very reason I despise 

This supernatural gift, that makes a mite 
Think he’s the image of the Infinite; 
Comparing his short life, void of all rest, 

o the en and inv Ever-blest: 75 
» of doubt, 


Tiss. fenitieg ooo sui vatatiea: then fndlasthiem : 


out, 
Filling with frantic crowds of thinking fools, 
The reverend bedlams , colleges, and schools, 
Borne on whose wings, each heavy sot can 
pierce 80 
The limits of the boundless universe. 
So charming ointments make an old witch fly 
And bear a crippled carcass through the sky. 
xa is this exalted power, whose business lies 
, nonsense and impossibilities: 85 
This made a whimsical philosopher, 
Before the spacious world his tub prefer; 
And we have many modern coxcombs, who 
Retire to think, ’cause they have nought to 


ere giv r_ actions’ govern- 
es 90 
:tion ceases thought’ s impertinent. 

ur sane of action is life’s happiness, 


O 
jac he that thinks beyond, thinks like an 


ass. 


at reason, W ich Lone ry sense, 
And gives us rules of good and ill from 
thence; 
That bounds desires with a reforming will, 
To keep them more in vigour, not to kill: 
Your reason hinders, mine helps to enjoy, 100 
Renewing appetites, yours would destroy. 
My reason is my friend, yours is a cheat: 
Hunger calls out, my reason bids me eat; 
ours, your appetite does mock; 
| that “answers, “what’s 
105 
"This plain distinction, sir, your doubt se- 
cures; 


Perversel 
This asks or food; 
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? My = S. 
Thus I think reason righted: but for man, 
I'll ne’er recant, defend him if you can. 
For all his pride, and his philosophy, 110 
'T is evident beasts are, in their degree, 
As wise at least, and better far than he. 
Those creatures are the wisest, who attain, 
By surest means, the ends at which they aim. 
If+ therefore Jowler finds, and kills his 
hare, 115 
Better than Meres supplies committee-chair; 
Though one’s a statesman, th’ other but a 
hound, 
Jowler in justice will be wiser found. 
You see bow far man’s wisdom here ex- 
tends: 
Look next. if human nature makes 
amends; 120 
Whose principles are most generous and just; 
And to whose morals you would sooner trust: 
Be judge yourself, Ill bring it to the test, 
Which is the basest creature, man or beast: 
Birds feed_on birds, beasts on each other 
Te 125 
But sa one does man. betray. 
Prest by necessity, they kill for food; 
Man undoes man, to do himself no good; 
With teeth and claws by Nature armed, they 
hunt 
Nature’s allowance, to supply their want. 130 
But man, with smiles, embraces, friendships, 7 
praise, 
Inhumanly his fellow’s life betrays; 
With voluntary pains works his distress; 
Not through necessity, but wantonness. 
For hunger or for love, they bite or tear, 135 
Whilst wretched man is still in arms for fear: 
Tor fear he arms, and is of arms afraid, 
From fear to fear sucessively betrayed: 
Base fear, the source .whence-his. base pas- 
sions came, 
His boasted honour, and his dear-bought 
~~ fame: 140 
The Just of power, to which he’s sucha slave, 
And for the which“tlone he dares be brave; 
To which his various projects are designed > 
Which makes him generous, affable, and | 


kind; 
For which he takes such pains to be thought 
wise, 145 


And screws his actions in a forced disguise; 

Leads a most tedious life, in misery, 

Under laborious, mean hypocrisy. 

Look to the bottom of his vast design, 

Wherein man’s wisdom, power, and glory 
join; 150 

The good he acts, the ill he does endure, 


’T is all from fear to make himself secure. a 
Merely for safety, after fame they thirst; 


"4 
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For all men would be cowards if they durst: 

And honesty ’s against all common sense; 155 

Men must be knaves; ’t is in their own de- 
fence 

Mankind’s dishonest; if_you think it fair, 


Amongst known “cheats, to play upon the 
square, 


You'll be undone — 
Nor can weak truth your reputation 
save; 160 


The knaves will all agree to call you knave. 
Wronged shall he live, insulted o’er, opprest, 
Who dares be less a villain than the rest. 

Thus here you see what human nature 


craves, 
Most men are cowards, all men should be 
knaves. 165 


The difference lies, as far as I can see, 
Not in the thing itself, but the degree; 
And all the subject-matter of debate, 

Is only who’s a knave of the first-rate.’ 


POSTSCRIPT 


All this with indignation have I hurled, 170 
At the pretending part of the proud world, is 
Who, swoln with selfish vanity, devise 
| False freedoms, holy cheats, and formal lies, 
Over their fellow-slaves to tyrannize. 
But if in court so just a man there be, 
(In court a just man, yet unknown to me) 
Who does his needful flattery direct, 
Not to oppress and ruin, but protect; 
Since flattery, which way soever laid, 
Is still a tax on that unhappy trade; 
If so upright a statesman you can find, 
Whose passions bend to his unbiased mind; 
Who does his arts and policies apply, 
To raise his country, not his family. 
Is there a mortal who on God relies? 185 
\ Whose life his faith and doctrine justifies? 
/Not one blown up with vain aspiring pride, 
_Who, for reproof of sins, does man deride: 
Whose envious heart with saucy eloquence 
Dares chide at kings, and rail at. men of 
sense: 190 
Who in his talking vents more peevish lies, 
More bitter railings, scandals, calumnies, 
Than at a gossiping are thrown about, 
When the good wives drink free, and then 


180 


fall out. 
None of the sensual tribe, whose talents 
lie 195 


In avarice, pride, in sloth, and gluttony; 
Who hunt preferment, but abhor good lives. 


Nor doating — who would be adored, 
For domineering at the council-board, 
A greater fop, in business at fourscore, 
Fonder of serious toys, affected more, 
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Than .the gay glittering fool at twenty 
proves, 
With all his noise, his tawdry clothes, and 
loves. 
But a meek humble man of modest sense, 
Who, preaching peace, does practice conti- 
nence; 205 
Whose pious life’s a proof he does believe 


Mysterious truths, which no man can con- 


celve. 
If upon Earth there dwell such godlike men, 
I’ll here recant my paradox to them; 
Adore those shrines of virtue, homage 


pay, 210 
And, with the thinking world, their laws 
'. obey. 


(If such there are, yet grant me this at least, 
_4-Man differs more from man, than man from 


beast. 
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ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL 


~ In pious times, ere priestcraft did begin, 
175 \B 


sefore polygamy was made a sin, cv 
When man on many multiplied his kind, 
Ere one to one was cursedly confined; 
When nature prompted, and no law denied 5 
Promiscuous use of concubine and bride; 
Then Israel’s monarch after Heaven’s own 

heart, 

His vigorous warmth did variously impart 
To wives and slaves: and, wide as his com- 


mand, 
Scattered his Maker's image through the 
lands ys. 10 


“Michal, of royal blood, the crown did wear; 
A soil ungrateful to the tiller’s care: 


(| Not so the rest: for several mothers bore 


o godlike David several sons before. 

But since like slaves his bed they did as- 
cend, 15 

No true succession could their seed attend. 

Of all this numerous progeny was none 

So beautiful, so brave, as Absalom . 

Karly in foreign fields he won renown, 

jith kings and states allied to Israel’s 


crown; 20 
In peace the thoughts of war he could re- 
move, 


And seemed as he were only born for love. 

Whate’er he did, was done with so much 
ease, 

In him alone ’t was natural to please: 

His motions all accompanied with grace; 25 


f /yvaowe 


a 
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And paradise was opened in his face. 
fith secret joy indulgent David viewed 
[is youthful image in his son renewed: 


30 
What faults he had (for who from faults is 
« free?) 
His father could not, or he would not see. 
Some warm excesses, which the law forbore, 
Were construed youth that purged by boiling 
o’er, 
And Amnon’s murder, by a specious name, 35 
Was called a just revenge for injured fame. 
Thus praised and loved, the noble youth re- 
mained, 
While David, undisturbed, in Sion reigned. 
But life can never be sincerely blest; 
Heay’n punishes the bad, and proves the 
best. 40 
The Jews, a headstrong, moody, murm’ring 
race, 
As ever tried th’ extent and stretch of grace; 
God’s pampered people, whom, debauched 


with ease, 
No king could govern, nor no God could 
- please; 
(Gods they had tried of every shape and 
size, 45 
That god-smiths could produce, or priests 
devise:) 


These Adam-wits, too fortunately free, 
es to dream they wanted liberty; 

And when no rule, no precedent was found, 

Of men by laws less circumscribed and 


bound; 50 
They led their wild desires to woods and 
caves, 
And thought that all but savages were 
slaves. 
They who, when Saul was dead, without a 
c blow, 
Jade foolish Ishbosheth the crown forego; 
Who banished David did from Hebron 
bring, 55 
And with a general shout proclaimed him 
King; 


Those very Jews, who, at their very best, 
Their humor more than loyalty expressed, 
Now wondered why so long they had obeyed 
An idol monarch, which their hands had 


made; 60 
Thought they might ruin him they could 
create, 


Or melt him to that golden calf, a State. 

But these were random bolts; no formed 
design, 

Nor interest made the factious crowd to 
join: 


417 
(The sober part of Israel, free from stain, 65 
| Well knew the value of a peaceful reign; 
And, looking backward with a wise affright, 
Saw seams of wounds, dishonest to the 
sight: 
In contemplation of whose ugly scars 
They cursed the memory of civil wars. 
The moderate sort of men, thus qualified, 
Inclined the balance to the better side; 
And David's mildness managed it so well, 
The bad found no occasion to rebel. 
But when to sin our biassed nature leans, 75 
The careful Devil is still at hand with means; 
And providently pimps for ill desires. 
The Good Old Cause revived, a plot re- 
quires: 
Plots, true or false, are necessary things, 
To raise up commonwealths, and ruin 
kings. 80 
Th’ inhabitants of old Jerusalem’ 
Were Jebusites; the town so called from 
them; 
And theirs the native right — 
But when the chosen people grew more 


70 


strong, 
The rightful cause at length became the 
wrong; 85 


And every loss the men of Jebus bore, 
They still were thought God’s enemies the 
more. Chae ar 


Thus worn and weakened, well or ill content, r 


Submit they must to David’s government: 

Impoverished and deprived of all com- 
mand, he 10) 

Their taxes doubled as they lost their land; 

And, what was harder yet to flesh and blood, 

Their gods disgraced, and burnt like com- 
mon wood, 

This set the heathen priesthood in a flame; 

For priests of all religions are the same: 95 

Of whatsoe’er descent their godhead be, 

Stock, stone, or other homely pedigree, 

In his defense his servants are as bold, 

As if he had been born of beaten gold. 

The Jewish rabbins, though their ene- 


mies, 100 
In this conclude them honest men and 
wise: 


For ’t was their duty, all the learnéd think, 

To espouse his cause, by whom they eat and 
drink. 

From hence began that Plot, the nation’s 
curse, 

Bad in itself, but represented worse; 105 

Raised in extremes, and in extremes de- 
cried; 

With oaths affirmed, with dying vows de- 
nied; 

Not weighed or winnowed by the multitude: 


! 
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But swallowed in the mass, unchewed and 


crude. 
Some truth there was, but dashed and 
brewed with lies, 110 


To please the fools, and puzzle all the wise. 
Succeeding times did equal folly call, 
Believing nothing, or believing all. 
Th’ Egyptian rites the Jebusites embraced; 
Where gods were recommended by their 
taste. 115 
Such sav’ry deities must needs be good, 
LAs served at once for worship and for food. 
By force they could not introduce these 
gods, 
For ten to one in former days was odds; 
So fraud was used (the sacrificer’s trade) : 120 
Fools are more hard to conquer then per- 
suade. 
Their busy teachers mingled with the Jews, 
And raked for converts even the court and 
stews: 
Which Hebrew priests the more unkindly 
took, 
Because the fleece accompanies the flock. 125 
Some thought they God’s anointed meant to 
slay 
By guns, invented since full many a day: 
Our author swears it not; but who can know 
How far the Devil and Jebusites may go? 
This plot, which failed for want of common 
sense, 130 
Had yet a deep and dangerous consequence: 
For, as when raging fevers boil the blood, 
The standing lake soon floats into a flood, 
And ey’ry hostile humor, which before 
Slept quiet in its channels, bubbles o’er; 135 
So several factions from this first ferment 
Work up to foam, and threat the govern- 
ment. 
Some by their friends, more by themselves 
thought wise, 
Opposed the power to which they could not 
rise. 
Some had in courts been great, and thrown 
from thence, 140 
Like fiends were hardened in impenitence. 
Some, by their monarch’s fatal mercy, 
grown 
From pardoned rebels kinsmen to the throne, 
Were raised in power and public office high; 
Sune, bands, if bands ungrateful men could 
145 
Of ae the false Achitophel was first; 
A name to all succeeding ages curst: 
For close designs and crookéd counsels fit; 
Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit; 
Restless, unfixed in principles and place; 150 
In power unpleased, impatient of disgrace: 
A fiery soul, which, working out its way, 
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Fretted the pigmy body to decay, 

And o’er-informed the tenement of clay. 

A daring pilot in extremity; 155 

Pleased with the danger, when the waves 
went high, 

He sought the storms; but, for a calm unfit, 

Would steer too nigh the sands, to boast his 
wit. 

Great wits are sure to madness near allied, 

And thin partitions do their bounds 
divide; 160 

Else se should he, with wealth and honor 
blest, 

Refuse his age the needful hours of rest? 

Punish a body which he could not please; 

Bankrupt of life, yet prodigal of ease? 

And all to leave what with his toil he won 165 

To that unfeathered two-legged thing, a son; 

Got, while his soul did huddled notions try; 

And born a shapeless lump, like anarchy. 

In friendship faise, implacable in hate; 

Resolved to ruin or to rule the State. 170 

To compass this the triple bond he broke; 

The pillars of the public safety shook; 

And fitted Israel for a foreign yoke: 

Then, seized with fear, yet still affecting 
fame, 

Usurped a patriot’s all-atoning name. 175 

So easy still it proves in factious times 

With public zeal to cancel private crimes. 

How safe is treason, and how sacred ill, 

Where none can sin against the people’s will! 

Where crowds can wink, and no offence be 
known, 

Since in another’s guilt they find their own! 

Yet fame deserved no enemy can grudge; 

The statesman we abhor, but praise the 
judge. 

In Israel’s courts ne’er sat an Abbethdin 

With more discerning eyes, or hands more 
clean; 

Unbribed, 
dress: 

Swift of despatch, and easy of access. 

O, had he been content to serve the crown, 

With virtues only proper to the gown; 

Or had the rankness of the soil been freed 190 

From cockle, that oppressed the noble seed; 

David for him his tuneful harp had strung, 

And Heav’n had wanted one immortal song. 

But wild Ambition loves to slide, not stand, 

And Fortune’s ice prefers to Virtue’s 
land. 195 

Achitophel, grown weary to possess 

A lawful fame, and lazy happiness, 

Disdained the golden fruit to gather free, 

And lent the crowd his arm to shake the tree. 

Now, manifest of crimes contrived long 
since, 200 


unsought, the retehedl to re- 
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He stood at bold defiance with his prince; 
Held up the buckler of the people's cause 
gp the crown, and skulked behind the 
aws. 
The wished occasion of the Plot he takes; 
Some circumstances finds, but more he 
makes. 205 
By buzzing emissaries fills the ears 
Of listening crowds with jealousies and fears 
Of arbitrary counsels brought to light, 
And proves the king himself a Jebusite. 
Weak arguments! which yet he knew full 
well 210 
Were strong with people easy to rebel. 
For, governed by the moon, the giddy Jews 
Tread the same track when she the prime re- 


news; 
And once in twenty years, their scribes re- 
cord, 
By natural instinct they change their 
lord. 215 


Achitophel still wants a chief, and none 

Was found so fit as warlike Absalom: 

Not that he wished his greatness to create, 

(For politicians neither love nor hate,) 

But, for he knew his title not allowed, 220 

Would keep him still depending on the 
crowd: 

That kingly power, thus ebbing out, might 
be 


Drawn to the dregs of a democracy. 

Him he attempts with studied arts to please, 

And sheds his venom in such words as 
these: 225 

‘Auspicious prince, at whose nativity 

Some royal planet ruled the southern sky; 

Thy longing country’s darling and desire; 

Their cloudy pillar and their guardian fire: 


Their second Moses, whose extended 
wand 230 

Divides the seas and shows the promised 
land; 


Whose dawning day in every distant age 

Has exercised the sacred prophet’s rage: 

The people’s prayer, the glad diviner’s 
theme, 

The young men’s vision, and the old men’s 
dream! 235 

Thee, Savior, thee, the nation’s vows con- 
fess, 

And, never satisfied with seeing, bless: 

Swift unbespoken pomps thy steps proclaim, 

And stammering babes are taught to lisp 
thy name. 

How long wilt thou the general joy de- 
tain, 240 

Starve and defraud the people of thy reign? 

Content ingloriously to pass thy days 

Like one of Virtue’s fools that feeds on praise; 
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Till thy fresh glories, which now shine so 
bright, 
Grow stale and tarnish with our daily 
sight. 245 
Believe me, royal youth, thy fruit must be 
Or gathered ripe, or rot upon the tree. 
Heav’n has to all allotted, soon or late, 
Some lucky revolution of their fate; 
Whose motions if we watch-and guide with 
skill, 250 
(For human good depends on human will,) 
Our Fortune rolls as from a smooth descent, 
And from the first impression takes the bent: 
But, if unseized, she glides away like wind, 
And leaves repenting Folly far behind. 255 
Now, now she meets you with a glorious 
prize, 
And spreads her locks before her as she 


ies. 

Had thus old David, from whose loins you 
spring, 

Not feet when Fortune called him, to be 
<ing, 

At Gath an exile he might still remain, 260 

And Heaven’s anointing oil had been in vain. 

Let his successful youth your hopes engage; 

But shun th’ example of declining age: 

Behold him setting in his western skies, 

The shadows lengthening as the vapors 
rise. 265 

He is not now, as when on Jordan’s sand 

The joyful people thronged to see him land, 

Covering the beach and blackening all the 
strand; 

But, like the Prince of Angels, from his 
height 

Comes tumbling downward with diminished 
light; 270 

Betrayed by one poor plot to public scorn, 

(Our only blessing since his curst return;) 

Those heaps of people which one sheaf did 
bind, 

Blown off and scattered by a puff of wind. 

What strength can he to your designs op- 


pose, 275 
Naked of friends, and round beset with 
foes? 


If Pharaoh’s doubtful succor he should use, 

A foreign aid would more incense the Jews: 

Proud Egypt would dissembled friendship 
bring; 

Foment the war, but not support the 
king: 280 

Nor would the royal party e’er unite 

With Pharaoh’s arms t’ assist the Jebusite; 

Or if they should, their interest soon would 
break, 

And with such odious aid make David weak. 

All sorts of men by my successful arts, 285 
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Abhorring kings, 
hearts 

From David’s rule: 
cry, 

“Religion, commonwealth, and liberty.” 

If you, as champion of the public good, 

Add to their arms a chief of royal blood, 290 

What may not Israel hope, and what ap- 
plause 

Might such a general gain by such a cause? 

Not barren praise alone, that gaudy flow’r, 

Fair only to the sight, but solid pow’r; 

And nobler is a limited command, 295 

Giv’n by the love of all your native land, 

Than a successive title, long and dark, 

Drawn from the moldy rolls of Noah’s ark.’ 

What cannot praise effect in mighty minds, 

When flattery soothes, and when ambition 
blinds? 300 

Desire of pow’r, on earth a vicious weed, 

Yet, sprung from high, is of celestial seed: 

In God ’tis glory; and when men aspire, 

’T is but a spark too much of heavenly fire. 

Th’ ambitious youth, too covetous of 
fame, 305 

Too full of angels’ metal in his frame, 

Unwarily was led from virtue’s ways, 

Made drunk with honor, and debauched 
with praise. 

Half loth, and half consenting to the ill, 

(For loyal blood within him struggled 
still,) 310 

He thus replied: ‘And what pretence have I 

To take up arms for public liberty? 

My father governs with unquestioned right; 

The faith’s defender, and mankind’s delight; 


estrange their altered 


and ’tis the general 


Good, gracious, just, observant of the 
laws: 315 

And Heav’n by wonders has espoused his 
cause. 

Whom has he wronged in all his peaceful 
reign? 


Who sues for justice to his throne in vain? 

What millions has he pardoned of his foes, 

Whom just revenge did to his wrath ex- 
ose? 320 

Mild, easy, humble, studious of our good; 

Enclined to mercy, and averse from blood; 

If mildness ill with stubborn Israel suit, 

His crime is God’s belovéd attribute. 

What could he gain, his people to betray, 325 

Or change his right for arbitrary sway? 

Let haughty Pharaoh curse with such a reign 

His fruitful Nile, and yoke a servile train. 

If David’s rule Jerusalem displease, 

The Dog-star heats their brains to this dis- 
ease. 330 

Why then should I, encouraging the bad, 

Turn rebel and run popularly mad? 
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Were he a tyrant, who, by lawless might 

Oppressed the Jews, and raised the Jebusite, 

Well might I mourn; but nature’s holy 
bands 335 

Would curb my spirits and restrain my 
hands; 

The people might assert their liberty; 

But what was right in them. were crime in 
me. 

His favor leaves me nothing to require, 

Prevents my wishes, and outruns desire. 340 

What more can I expect while David lives? 

All but his kingly diadem he gives: 

And that’ — But here he paused; 
sighing, said — 

‘Is justly destined for a worthier head. 

For when my father from his toils shall 
rest, 345 

And late augment the number of the blest, 

His lawful issue shall the throne ascend, 

Or the collat’ral line, where that shall end. 

His brother, though oppressed with vulgar 
spite, 

Yet dauntless and secure of native right, 350 

Of every royal virtue stands possessed ; 

Still dear to all the bravest and the best. 

His courage foes, his friends his truth pro- 
claim, 

His loyalty the king, the world his fame. 

His mercy ev’n th’ offending crowd will 
find; 355 

For sure he comes of a forgiving kind. 

Why should I then repine at Heaven’s de- 
cree, 

Which gives me no pretence to royalty? 

Yet O that fate, propitiously inclined, 

Had raised my birth, or had debased my 
mind; 360 

To my large soul not all her treasure lent, 

And then betray ed it to a mean descent! 

I find, I find my mounting spirits bold, 

And David's part disdains my mother’s 
mold. 

Why am I seanted by a niggard birth? 365 

My soul disclaims the kindred of her earth; 

And, made for empire, whispers me within, 

Desire of greatness is a god-like sin.’ 

Him staggering so when Hell’s dire agent 


then 


found, 
While fainting Virtue scarce maintained her 
ground, 370 


He pours fresh forces j in, and thus replies: 
‘Th’ eternal God, supremely good and wise, 
Imparts not these prodigious gifts in vain: 
What wonders are reserved to bless your 


reign! 

gn! 
Against your will, your arguments have 
shown, 375 


Such virtue’s only giv’n to guide a throne. 
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Not that your father’s mildness I contemn; 
But manly force becomes the diadem. 
*Tis true he grants the people all they 


crave; 
And more, perhaps, than subjects ought to 
have: 380 
For lavish grants suppose a monarch tame, 
And more his goodness than his wit proclaim. 
But when should people strive their bonds to 
break, 
If not when kings are negligent or weak? 
Let him give on till he can give no more, 385 
The thrifty Sanhedrin shall keep him poor; 
And every shekel which he can receive, 
Shall cost a limb of his prerogative. 
To ply him with new plots shall be my care; 
Or plunge him deep in some expensive 
war; 390 
Which when his treasure can no more sup- 


ly, 

He must, with the remains of kingship, buy. 

His faithful friends, our jealousies and fears 

Call Jebusites, and Pharaoh’s pensioners; 

Whom when our fury from his aid has 
torn, 395 

He shall be naked left to public scorn. 

The next successor, whom I fear and hate, 

My arts have made obnoxious to the State; 

Turned all his virtues to his overthrow, 

And gained our elders to pronounce a foe. 400 

His right, for sums of necessary gold, 

Shall a be pawned, and afterwards be 
sold; 

Till time shall ever-wanting David draw, 

To pass your doubtful title into law: 

If not, the people have a right supreme 405 

To make their kings; for kings are made for 
them. 

All empire is no more than pow’r in trust, 

Which, when resumed, can be no longer just. 

Succession, for the general good designed, 

In its own wrong a nation cannot bind; 410 

If altering that the people can relieve 

Better one suffer than a nation grieve. 

The Jews well know their pow’r: ere Saul 
they chose, 

God was their king, and God they durst de- 
pose. 

Urge now your piety, your filial name, 415 

A father’s right, and fear of future fame; 

The public good, that universal call, 

To which even Heav’n submitted, answers 
all. 

Nor let his love enchant your generous mind; 

’T is Nature’s trick to propagate her kind. 420 

Our fond begetters, who would never die, 

Love but themselves in their posterity. 

Or let his kindness by th’ effects be tried, 

Or let him lay his vain pretense aside. 
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God said he loved your father; could he 
bring 425 

A better proof, than to anoint him king? 

It surely shewed he loved the shepherd well, 

Who gave so fair a flock as Israel. 

Would Demis have you thought his darling 
son? 

What means he then, to alienate the 
crown? 430 

The name of godly he may blush to bear: 

*T is after God’s own heart to cheat his heir. 

He to his brother gives supreme command, 

To you a legacy of barren land, 

Perhaps th’ old harp, on which he thrums 

. his lays, 435 

Or some dull Hebrew ballad in your praise. 

Then the next heir, a prince severe and wise, 

Already looks on you with jealous eyes; 

Sees through the thin disguises of your arts, 

And marks your progress in the people’s 


hearts. 440 
Though now his mighty soul his grief con- 
tains, 


He meditates revenge who least complains; 
And, like a lion, slumb’ring in the way, 
Or sleep dissembling, while he waits his prey, 


His fearless foes within his distance 
draws, 445 

Constrains his roaring, and contracts his 
paws; . 


Till at the last, his time for fury found, 

He shoots with sudden vengeance from the 
eround; 

The prostrate vulgar passes o’er and spares, 

But with a lordly rage his hunter tears. 450 

Your case no tame expedients will afford: 

Resolve on death, or conquest by the sword, 

Which for no less a stake than life you draw; 

And self-defense is nature’s eldest law. 

Leave the warm people no considering 
time; 455 

For then rebellion may be thought a crime. 

Prevail yourself of what occasion gives, 

But try your title while your father lives; 

And that your arms may have a fair pre- 
tense, 

Proclaim you take them in the king’s de- 
fense; 460 

Whose sacred life each minute would ex- 
pose 

To plots, from seeming friends and secret 
foes. 

And who can sound the depth of David’s 
soul? 

Perhaps his fear his kindness may control. 

He fears his brother, though he loves his 
son, 465 

For plighted vows too late to be undone. 

If so, by force he wishes to be gained; 
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Like women’s lechery, to seem constrained. 

Doubt not; but, when he most affects the 
frown, 

Commit a leasing rape upon the crown. “470 

Secure his person to secure your cause: 

They who possess the prince, possess the 
laws.’ 

He said, and this advice above the rest 
With Absalom’s mild nature suited best; 
Unblamed of life, (ambition set aside,) 475 
Not stained with cruelty, nor puffed with 

pride; 
How happy had he been, if destiny 
Had higher placed his birth, or not so high! 
His kingly virtues might have claimed a 
throne, 
And blest all other countries but his own. 480 
But charming greatness since. so few refuse, 
’T is juster to lament him than accuse. 
Strong were his hopes a rival to remove, 
With blandishments to gain the public love; 
To head the faction while their zeal was 
hot, 485 
And popularly prosecute the Plot. 
To farther this, Achitophel unites 
The malcontents of all the Israelites; 
Whose differing parties he could wisely 
join, 


For several ends, to serve the same de- 


signs 490 
The best, (and of the princes some were 
such, ) 
Who thought the pow’r of monarchy too 
much; 


Mistaken men, and patriots in their hearts; 
Not wicked, but seduced by impious arts. 


By these the springs of property were 
bent, 495 

And wound so high they cracked the govern- 
ment. 

The next for interest sought t’ embroil the 
State, 

To sell their duty at a dearer rate; 

And make their Jew ish markets of the 
throne, 

Pretending public good, to serve their 


own. 500 
Others thought kings an useless heavy load, 
Who cost too much, and did too little good. 
These were for laying honest David by, 

On principles of pure good husbandry. 
With them joined all th’ haranguers of the 


throng, 505 
That thought to get preferment by the 
tongue. 


Who follow next, a double danger bring, 
Not only hating David, but the king: 

The Solymeean rout, well-versed of old 

In eodly faction, and in treason bold; 510 
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Cow’ring and quaking at a conqu’ror’s 
sword; 

But lofty to a lawful prince restored; 

Saw with disdain an Ethnic plot begun, 

And scorned by Jebusites to be outdone. 

Hot Levites headed these; who, pulled be- 


fore 515 
From th’ ark, which in the Judges’ days they 
bore, 


Resumed their cant, and with a zealous cry 

Pursued their old beloved Theocracy: 

Where Sanhedrin and priest enslaved the 
nation, 

And justified their spoils by inspiration: 520 

For who so fit for reign as Aaron’s race, 

If once dominion they could found in grace? 

These led the pack; though not of surest 


scent, 

Yet deepest mouthed against the govern- 
ment. 

A numerous host of dreaming saints suc- 
ceed, 525 


Of the true old enthusiastic breed: 

’Gainst form and order they their pow’r 
imploy, 

Nothing to build, and all things to destroy. 

But far more numerous was the herd of 


such, 
Who think too little, and who talk too 
much. 530 


These, out of mere instinct, they knew not 


why, 

Adored their fathers’ God and property; 

And, by the same blind benefit of fate, 

The Devil and the Jebusite did hate: 

3orn to be saved, even in their own de- 
spite, 535 

Because they could not help believing right. 

Such were the tools; but a whole Hydra 
more . 

Remains, of sprouting heads too long to 
seore. 

Some of their chiefs were princes of the land: 

In the first rank of these did Zimri stand; 540 

A man so various, that he seemed to be 

Not one, but all mankind’s epitome: 

Stiff in opinions, always in the wrong; 

Was everything by starts, and nothing long; 

But, in the course of one revolving moon, 545 

Was’ chymist, fiddler, statesman, and buf- 
foon: 

Then all for women, 
drinking, 

Besides ten thousand freaks that died in 
thinking. 

Blest madman, who could every hour em- 
ploy, 

W oe something new to wish, or to enjoy! 550 

failing and praising were his usual themes; 


painting, rhyming, 
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And both (to show his judgment) in ex- 
tremes: 

So over-violent, or over-civil, 

That every man, with him, was God or Devil. 

In squand’ring wealth was his peculiar 
art: 555 

Nothing went unrewarded but desert. 

Beggared by fools, whom still he found too 
late, 

He had his jest, and they had his estate. 

He laughed himself from court; then sought 


relief 
By forming parties, but could ne’er be 
chief; 560 


For, spite of him, the weight of business fell 
On Absalom and wise Achitophel: 
Thus, wicked but in will, of means bereft, 
He left not faction, but of that was left. 
Titles and names ‘t were tedious to re- 
hearse 565 
Of lords, below the dignity of verse. 
Wits, warriors, Commonwealth’s-men, were 
the best; 
Kind husbands, and mere nobles, all the rest, 
And therefore, in the name of dulness, be 
The [wanton] Balaam and cold Caleb, 
free; 570 
And canting Nadab let oblivion damn, 
Who made new porridge for the paschal 


mb. 
Let friendship’s holy band some names as- 


sure; 

Some their own worth, and some let scorn 
secure. 

Nor shall the rascal rabble here have 
place, 575 

Whom kings no titles gave, and God no 
grace: 

Not. bull-faced Jonas, who could statutes 
draw 


To mean rebellion, and make treason law. 

But he, though bad, is followed by a worse, 

The wretch who Heay’n’s anointed dared 
to curse: 580 

Shimei, whose youth did early promise bring 

Of zeal to God and hatred to his king, 

Did wisely from expensive sins refrain, 

And never broke the Sabbath, but for gain; 

Nor ever was he known an oath to v ent, 585 

Or curse, unless against the government. 

Thus heaping wealth, by the most ready way 

Among the Jews, which was to cheat and 
pray, 

The city, to reward his pious hate 

Against his master, chose him magistrate. 590 

His hand a vare of justice did uphold; 

His neck was loaded with a chain of gold. 

During his office, treason was no crime; 

The sons of Belial had a glorious time; 
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For Shimei, though not prodigal of pelf, 

Yet loved his wicked neighbor as himself. 
When two or three were gathered to declaim 
Against the monarch of Jerusalem, 

Shimei was always in the midst of them; 
And if they eursed the king when he was 


by 6 
Would ‘rather curse than break good com- 
pany. 
If any durst his factious friends accuse, 
He packed a jury of dissenting Jews; 
Whose fellow-feeling in the godly cause 
Would free the suffering saint from human 
laws. 605 
For laws are only made to punish those 
Who serve the king, and to protect his foes. 
If any leisure time he had from pow’r, 
(Because tis sin to misimploy an hour,) 
His bus’ness was, by writing to persuade 610 
That kings were useless, and a clog to trade; 
And, that his noble style he might refine, 
No Rechabite more shunned the fumes of 
wine. 
Chaste were his cellars, and his shrieval 
board 
The grossness of a city feast abhorred: 615 
His cooks, with long disuse, their trade for- 


got; 

Cool was his kitchen, though his brains were 
hot. 

Such frugal virtue malice may accuse, 

But sure ’t was necessary to the Jews; 

For towns once burnt such magistrates re- 
quire 620 

As dare not tempt God’s providence by 
fire. 

With spiritual food he fed his servants well, 

But free from flesh that made the Jews re- 
bel; 

And Moses’ laws he held in more account, 

For forty days of fasting in the mount. 625 

To speak the rest, who better are forgot, 

Would tire a well-breathed witness of the 
Plot. 

Yet, Corah, thou shalt from oblivion pass: 

Erect thyself, thou monumental brass, 

High as the serpent of thy metal made, 630 

While nations stand secure beneath thy 
shade. 

What though his birth were base, yet comets 
rise 

From earthly vapors, ere they shine in skies. 

Prodigious actions may as well be done 

By weaver’s issue, as by prince’s son. 635 

This arch-attestor for the public good 

3y that one deed ennobles all his blood. 

Who ever’‘asked the witnesses’ high race, 

Whose oath with martyrdom did Stephen 
grace? 


424 


Ours was a Levite, and as times went 
then, 640 
His tribe were God Almighty’s gentlemen. 
Se ue his eyes, his voice was harsh and 
oud, 
Sure signs he neither choleric was nor proud: 
His long chin proved his wit; his saint-like 
grace 
A church vermilion, and a Moses’ face. 
His memory, miraculously great, 
Could plots, exceeding man’s belief, repeat; 
Which therefore cannot be accounted lies, 
For human wit could never such devise. 
Some future truths are mingled in his 


645 


book; 650 
But where the witness failed, the prophet 
spoke: 


Some things like visionary flights appear; 

The spirit caught him up, the Lord knows 
where; 

And gave him his rabinnical degree 

Unknown to foreign university. 

His judgment yet his mem’ry did excel; 

Which pieced his wondrous evidence so well, 

And suited to the temper of the times, 

Then groaning under Jebusitic crimes. 

Let Israel’s foes suspect his heav’nly eall, 660 

And rashly judge his writ apochryphal; 

Our laws for such affronts have forfeits 
made: 

He takes his life, who takes away his trade. 

Were I myself in witness Corah’s place, 

The wretch who did me such a dire dis- 


655 


erace, 665 
Should whet my memory, though once for- 
got, 


To make him an appendix of my plot. 

His zeal to Heav’n made him his prince de- 
spise, 

And load his person with indignities; 

But zeal peculiar privilege affords, 

Indulging latitude to deeds and words; 

And Corah might for Agag’s murther call, 

In terms as coarse as Samuel used to Saul. 

What others in his evidence did join, 

(The best that could be had for love or 
coin,) 675 

In Corah’s own predicament will fall; 

For witness is a common name to all. 

Surrounded thus with friends of every sort, 

Deluded Absalom forsakes the court; 

Impatient of high hopes, urged with re- 
nown, 680 

And fired with near possession of a crown. 

Th’ admiring crowd are dazzled with sur- 
prise, 

And on his goodly person feed their eyes. 

His joy concealed, he sets himself to show, 

On each side bowing popularly low; 685 


670 
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His looks, his gestures, and his words he 
frames, 
And with familiar ease repeats their names. 
Thus formed by nature, furnished out with 
arts, 
He glides unfelt into their secret hearts. 
Then, with a kind compassionating look, 690 
And sighs, bespeaking pity ere he spoke, 
Few words he said; but easy those and fit, 
More slow than Hybla-drops, and far more 
sweet, 
‘I mourn, my countrymen, your lost es- 
tate; 
Though far unable to prevent your fate: 695 
Behold a banished man, for your dear cause 
Exposed a prey to arbitrary laws! 
Yet O! that I alone could be undone, 
Cut off from empire, and no more a son! 
Now all your liberties a spoil are made; 700 
Egypt and Tyrus intercept your trade, 
And Jebusites your sacred rites invade. 
My father, whom with reverence yet I name, 
Charmed into ease, is careless of his fame; 
And, bribed with petty sums of foreign 
gold, 705 
Is grown in Bathsheba’s embraces old; 
Exalts his enemies, his friends destroys: 
And all his pow’r against himself imploys. 
He gives, and let him give, my right away; 
But why should he his own and yours be- 
tray? 710 
He, only he, can make the nation bleed, 
And he alone from my revenge is freed. 
Take then my tears, (with that he wiped 
his eyes,) 
’T is all the aid my present pow’r supplies: 
No court-informer can these arms accuse; 715 
These arms may sons against their fathers 
use: 
And ’tis my wish, the next successor’s 
May make no other Israelite complain.’ 
Youth, beauty, graceful action seldom fail; 
But common interest always will prevail; 720 
And pity never ceases to be shown 
To him who makes the people’s wrongs his 
own. 
The crowd, that still believe their kings op- 
press, 
With lifted hands their young Messiah bless: 
Who now begins his progress to ordain 725 
With chariots, horsemen, and a num’rous 
train; 
From east to west his glories he displays, 
And, like the sun, the promised land sur- 
veys. 
Fame runs before him as the morning star, 
And shouts of joy salute him from afar: 730 
Each house receives him as a guardian god, 
And consecrates the place of his abode. 


reign 
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But hospitable treats did most commend 
Wise Issachar, his wealthy western friend. 
This aid court, that caught the pepe s 


735 
And cone but pomp, did other ends dis- 
guise: 
Trhiippbal had formed it, with intent 
To sound the depths, and fathom, where it 


went, 
The poops hearts; distinguish friends from 


0€s, 

And try their strength, before they came to 
blows. 740 

It all was colored with a smooth pretense 

Of specious love, and duty to their prince. 

Religion, and redress of grievances, 

Two names that always cheat and always 
please, 

Are often urged; and good King David’s 
life 745 

Endangered by a brother and a wife. 

Thus in a pageant shew a plot is made, 

And peace itself is war in masquerade. 

O foolish Israel! never warned by ill! 

Still the same bait, and circumvented 
still! 750 

Did ever men forsake their present ease, 

In midst of health imagine a disease, 

Take pains contingent mischiefs to foresee, 

Make heirs for monarchs, and for God 
decree? 

hae shall we think! Can people give 

way, 755 

Both for themselves and sons, their native 
sway? 

Then they are left defenseless to the sword 

Of each unbounded, arbitrary lord: 

And laws are vain by which we right enjoy, 

If kings unquestioned can those laws de- 
stroy. 760 

Yet if the crowd be judge of fit and just, 

And kings are only officers in trust, 

Then this resuming cov’nant was declared 

When kings were made, or is forever barred. 

If those who gave the sceptre could not 
tie 765 

By their own deed their own posterity, 

How then could Adam bind his future race? 

How could his forfeit on mankind take 
place? 

Or how could heavenly justice damn us all, 

Who ne’er consented to our father’s fall? 770 

Then kings are slaves to those whom they 
command, 

And tenants to their people’s pleasure 
stand. 

Add that the pow’r, for property allowed, 

Js mischievously seated in the crowd; 

For who can be secure of private right, 775 
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If sovereign sway may be dissolved by 
might? 

Nor is the people’s judgment always true: 

The most may err as grossly as the few; 

And faultless kings run down, by common 
cry, 

For vice, oppression, and for tyranny. 780 

What standard is there in a fickle rout, 

Which, flowing to the mark, runs faster out? 

Not only crowds, but Sanhedrins may be 

Infected with this public lunacy, 

And share the madness of rebellious 
times, 785 

To murther monarchs for imagined crimes. 

lf they may give and take whene’er they 
please, 

Not kings alone, (the Godhead’s images,) 

But government itself at length must fall 

To nature’s state, where all have right to 


all. 790 
Yet, grant our lords the people kings can 
make, 


What prudent men a settled throne would 
shake? 
For whatsoe’er their sufferings were before, 
That change they covet makes them suffer 
more. 
All other errors but disturb a state, 795 
But innovation is the blow of fate. 
If ancient fabrics nod, and threat to fall, 
To patch the flaws, and buttress up the wall, 
Thus far ’tis duty: but here fix the mark; 
For all beyond it is to touch our ark. 800 
To change foundations, cast the frame anew, 
Is work for rebels, who base ends pursue, 
At once divine and human laws control, 
And mend the parts by ruin of the whole. 
The tamp’ring world is subject to this 
curse, 805 
To physic their disease into a worse. 
Now what relief can righteous David bring? 
How fatal ’tis to be too good a king! 
lriends he has few, so high the madness 
grows: 


Who dare be such, must be the people’s 
foes. 810 

Yet some there were, ev’n in the worst of 
days; 


Some let me name, and naming is to praise. 
In this short file Barzillai first appears; 
Barzillai, crowned with honor and with 

years. 
Long since, the rising rebels he withstood 815 
In regions waste, beyond the Jordan’s flood: 
Unfortunately brave to buoy the State; 
But sinking underneath his master’s fate: 
In exile with his godlike prince he mourned; 
For him he suffered, and with him re- 
turned. 820 
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The court he practised, not the courtier’s 
art: 

eee was his wealth, but larger was his 

ea 

Which al the noblest objects knew to 
choose, 

The fighting warrior, and recording Muse. 

His bed could once a fruitful issue boast; 825 

Now more than half a father’s name is lost. 

His eldest hope, with every grace adorned, 

By me, (so Heav’n will have it) always 
mourned, 

And always honored, snatched in manhood’s 
prime 

B’ unequal fates, and Providence’s crime; 830 

Yet not before the goal of honor won, 

All parts fulfilled of subject and of son: 

Swift was the race, but short the time to run. 

O narrow circle, but of pow’r divine, 

Scanted in space, but perfect in thy line! 935 

By sea, by land, thy matchless worth was 
know n, 

Arms thy delight, and war was all thy own: 


Thy force, infused, the fainting Tyrians 
propped; 
And haughty Pharaoh found his fortune 


stopped. 

O ancient honor! O unconquered hand, 840 

Whom foes unpunished never could with- 
stand! 

But Israel was unworthy of thy name; 

Short is the date of all) immoderate fame. 

It looks as Heav’n our ruin had designed, 

And durst not trust thy fortune and thy 
mind. 845 

Now, free from earth, thy disencumbered 
soul 

Mounts up, and leaves behind the clouds and 
starry pole: 

From thence thy kindred legions mayst thou 
bring, 

To aid the guardian angel of thy king. 

Here stop, my Muse, here cease thy painful 
flight; 850 

No pinions can pursue immortal height: 

Tell good Barzillai thou canst sg no more, 

And tell thy soul she should have fled be- 
fore. 

Or fled she with his life, and left this verse 

To hang on her departed patron’s hearse? 855 

Now take thy steepy flight from heavy’n, 
and see 

If thou canst find on earth another he: 

Another he would be too hard to find; 

See then whom thou canst see not far be- 


hind. 
Zadoc the priest, whom, shunning pow’r and 
place, 860 


His lowly mind advanced to David’s grace. 
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With him the Sagan of Jerusalem, 
Of hospitable soul, and noble stem; 
Him of the western dome, whose weighty 


sense 
Flows in fit words and heavenly elo- 
= quence. 865 


The prophet’s sons, by such example led, 
To learning and to loyalty were bred: 
For colleges on bounteous kings depend, 
And never rebel was to arts a friend. 
To these succeed the pillars of the laws; 870 
Who best could plead, and best can judge a 
cause. 
Next them a train of loyal peers ascend; 
Sharp-judging Adriel, the Muses’ friend; 
Himself a Muse — in Sanhedrin’s debate 
True to his prince, but not a slave to 
state: 875 
Whom David’s love with honors did adorn, 
That from his disobedient son were torn. 
Jothan of piercing wit, and pregnant 
thought; 
Endued by nature, and by learning taught 
To move assemblies, who but only tried 880 
The worse a while, then chose the better 
side: 
chose alone, but turned the balance 
too; 
So much the weight of one brave man can do. 
Hushai, the friend of David in distress; 
In public storms, of manly steadfastness: 885 
By foreign treaties he informed his youth, 
And joined experience to his native truth. 
His frugal care supplied the wanting throne; 
lrugal for that, but bounteous of his own: 
’T is easy conduct when exchequers flow, 890 
But hard the task to manage well the low; 
For sovereign power is too depressed or high, 
When kings are forced to sell, or crowds to 


Nor 


uy. 

Indulge one labor more, my weary Muse, 

For Amiel: who can Amiel’s praise re- 
fuse? 895 

Of ancient race by birth, but nobler yet 

In his own worth, and without title great: 

The Sanhedrin long time as chief he ruled, 


Their reason guided, and their passion 
cooled: 

So dext’rous was he in the crown’s de- 
fence, 900 


So formed to speak a loyal nation’s sense, 

That, as their band was Israel’s tribes in 
small, 

So fit was he to represent them all. 

Now rasher charioteers the seat ascend, 

Whose loose careers his steady skill com- 
mend: 905 

They, like th’ unequal ruler of the day, 

Miseuide the seasons, and mistake the way; 
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While he withdrawn at their mad labor 


smiles, 
And safe enjoys the sabbath of his toils. 
These were the chief, a small but faithful 


band 910 
Of worthies, in the breach who dared to 
stand, 


And tempt th’ united fury of the land. 

With grief they viewed such powerful en- 
gines bent, 

To batter down the lawful government: 

A numerous faction, with pretended 
frights, 915 

In Sanhedrins to plume the regal rights; 

The true suecessor from the court removed; 

The Plot, by hireling witnesses, improved. 

These ills they saw, and, as their duty 
bound, 

They showed the king the danger of the 


“wound; 920 
That no concessions from the throne would 
please, 


But lenitives fomented the disease; 

That Absalom, ambitious of the crown, 
Was made the lure to draw the people down; 
That false Achitophel’s pernicious hate 925 
Had turned the Plot to ruin Church and 

State; 

The council violent, the rabble worse; 
That Shimei taught Jerusalem to curse. 

Jith all these loads of injuries oppressed, 
And long revolving in his careful breast 930 
Th’ event of things, at last, his patience 

tired, 

Thus from his royal throne, by Heav’n 
inspired, 
The godlike David spoke: with awful fear 
His train their Maker in their master hear. 
‘Thus long have I, by native mercy 
swayed, 935 
My wrongs dissembled, my revenge de- 
layed: 
So willing to forgive th’ offending age; 
So much the father did the king assuage. 
But now so far my clemency they slight, 
Th’ offenders question my forgiving 

right. 940 
That one was made for many, they contend; 
But ’tis to rule; for that’s a monarch’s end. 
They call my tenderness of blood, my fear; 
Though manly tempers can the longest 


bear. 
Yet, since they will divert my native 
course, 945 


’T is time to show I am not good by force. 

Those heaped affronts that haughty sub- 
jects bring, 

Are burthens for a camel, not a king. 

Kings are the public pillars of the State, 
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Born to sustain and prop the nation’ : 
weight; 95 

If my young Samson will pretend a call 

To shake the column, let him share the fall; 

But O that yet he would repent and live! 

How easy ’tis for parents to forgive! 

With how few tears a pardon might be 
won 955 

From nature, pleading for a darling son! 

Poor pitied youth, by my paternal care 

Raised up to all the height his frame could 
bear! 

Had God ordained his fate for empire born, 

He would have giv’n his soul another 


turn: 960 
Gulled with a patriot’s name, whose modern 
sense 
Is one that would by law supplant his 
prince; 


The people’s brave, the politician’s tool; 
Never was patriot yet, but was a fool. 
Whence comes it “that religion and the 


laws 965 
Should more be Abapdaire than David’s 
cause? 


His old instructor, ere he lost his place, 
Was never thought endued with so much 
grace. 
Good heav’ns, how faction can a patriot 
paint! 
My rebel ever proves my people’s saint. 970 
Would they impose an heir upon the throne? 
Let Sanhedrins be taught to give their own. 
A king’s at least a part of government, 
And mine as requisite as their consent; 
Without my leave a future king to 
choose, 975 
Infers a right the present to depose. 
True, they petition me t’ approve their 
choice; 
But Esau’s hands suit ill with Jacob’s voice. 
My pious subjects for my safety pray; 
Which to secure, they take my pow’r 
away. 980 
From plots and treasons Heav’n preserve 
my years, 
But save me most from my petitioners! 
Unsatiate as the barren womb or erave; 
God cannot grant so much as they can crave. 
What then is left, but with a jealous eye 985 
To guard the small remains of royalty? 
The law shall still direct my peaceful sway, 
And the same law teach rebels to obey: 
Votes shall no more established pow’r con- 


trol — 
Such votes as make a part exceed the 
whole: 990 
No groundless clamors shall my friends re- 
move, 
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Nor crowds have pow’r to punish ere they 
prove: 

For gods and godlike kings their care ex- 
press, 

Still to defend their servants in distress. 

O that my pow’r to saving were confined! 995 

Why am I forced, like Heav’n, against my 
mind, 

To make examples of another kind? 

Must I at length the sword of justice draw? 

O curst effects of necessary law! 

How ill my fear they by my mercy scan! 1000 

Beware the fury of a patient man. 

Law they require, let Law then shew her 


face; 
They could not be content to look on Grace, 
Her hinder parts, but with a daring eye 
To tempt the terror of her front and die. 1005 
By their own arts, ’t is righteously decreed, 
Those dire artificers of death shall bleed. 
Against themselves their witnesses will 
swear, 
Till, viper-like, their mother Plot they tear; 
And suck for nutriment that bloody 
gore, 1010 
Which was their principle of life before. 
Their Belial with their Belzebub will fight; 
Thus on my foes, my foes shall do me right. 
‘Nor doubt th’ event; for factious crowds 
engage, 
In their first onset, all their brutal rage. 1015 
Then let ’em take an unresisted course; 
Retire, and traverse, and delude their force; 
But, when they stand all breathless, urge the 
fight, 
And rise upon ’em with redoubled might; 
For lawful pow’r is still superior found; 1020 
When long driv’n back, at length it stands 
the ground.’ 
He said. Th’ Almighty, nodding, gave con- 


sent; 
And peals of thunder shook the firmament. 
Henceforth a series of new time began, 
The mighty years in long procession ran: 1025 
Once more the godlike David was restored, 
And willing nations knew their lawful lord. 
1681 


MAC FLECKNOE - «f+ 


j 


OR, A SATIRE UPON THE TRUE-BLUE- 
PROTESTANT POET, T. 58. 


Aut human things are subject to decay, 

And when fate summons, monarchs must 
obey. 

lThis Flecknoe found, who, like Augustus, 
young 
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Was called to empire, and had governed 
long; 

In prose and verse, was owned, without dis- 

5 


ute 
Taroen all the realms of N onsense, absolute. 
This agéd prince, now flourishing in peace, 
And blest with issue of a large increase; 
Worn out with business, did at length de- 
bate . 
To settle the succession of the State; 10 
nd, pond’ring which of all his sons was fit 
To reign, and wage immortal war with wit, 
Cried: ‘’T is resolved; for nature pleads, that 


° 
_Should only rule, who most resembles me, 
S alone my perfect image bears 15 
Mature in dulness from his tender years: 
Sh alone, of all my sons, is he 
Who stands confirmed in full stupidity. 
The rest to some faint meaning make pre- 


tense, 
Lut Sh never deviates into sense. 20 
Some beams of wit on other souls may fall, 


Strike through, and make a lucid interval; 
But Sh ’s genuine night admits no ray, 
His rising fogs prevail upon the day. 
Besides, his goodly fabric fills the eye, 25 
And seems designed for thoughtless majesty; 
Thoughtless as monarch oaks that shade the 
plain, 
And, spread in solemn state, supinely reign. 
Heywood and Shirley were but types of thee, 
Thou last great prophet of tautology. 30 
Even I, a dunce of more renown than they, 
Was sent before but to prepare thy way; 
And, coarsely clad in Norwich drugget, 
came 
To teach the nations in thy greater name. 
My warbling lute, the lute I whilom 
strung, 35 
When to King John of Portugal [ sung, 
Was but the prelude to that glorious day, 
When thou on silver Thames didst cut thy 


way, 
With well-timed oars before the royal barge, 
Swelled with the pride of thy celestial 
charge; 40 
And big with hymn, commander of a host, 
The like was ne’er in Epsom blankets tossed. 
Methinks I see the new Arion sail, 
The lute still trembling underneath thy nail. 
At thy well-sharpened thumb from shore to 
shore 45 
The treble squeaks for fear, the basses 
RORYS!. buns 
About thy boat the little fishes throng, 
As at the morning toast that floats along. 
Sometimes, as prince of thy harmonious 
band, 
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Bee Bat st thy papers in thy cee i 

a 

St. André’ s feet ne’er kept more equal basi 

Not ev’n the feet of thy own Psyche’s rhyme; 

Though they in number as in sense excel: 

So just, so like tautology, they fell, 

That, pale with envy, Singleton forswore 55 

The lute and sw ord, which he in triumph 
bore, 

And vowed he ne’er would act Villerius 


more. 
Here stopped the good old sire, and wept for 
oy 


In silent raptures of the hopeful boy. 
All arguments, but most his plays, per- 
suade 60 
That for anointed dulness he was made. 
Close to the walls which fair Augusta 
bind, 
(The fair Augusta inch to fears inclined,) 
An ancient fabric raised t’ inform the sight, 
There stood of yore, and Barbican it 


hight: 65 
A watchtower once; but now, so fate or- 
dains, 


Of all the pile an empty name remains. 

From its old ruins brothel-houses rise, 

Scenes of lewd loves, and of polluted 
joys. . 

Near these a N ursery erects its head, 70 

Where oon are formed, and future heroes 
bred; 

Where unfledged actors learn to laugh and 


cry, 
Where infant [fools] their tender voices try, 
And little Maximins the gods defy. 
Great Fletcher never treads in buskins 
here, 75 
Nor greater Jonson dares in socks appear; 
But gentle Simkin just reception finds 
Amidst this monument of vanished minds: 
Pure clinches the suburbian Muse affords, 
And Panton waging harmless war with 
words. 80 
Here Flecknoe, as a place to fame well 
known, 
Ambitiously designed his Sh——’s throne; 
For ancient Dekker prophesied long since, 
That in this pile should reign a mighty 


prince, f ; 
a ae a scourge of wit, and flail of 
mse} 85 


To ee true dulness should some Psyches 


owe, 

But worlds of’ Misers from his pen should 
flow; 

Humorists and hypocrites it should produce, 

Whole Raymond families, and tribes of 
Bruce. 


429 
Now Empress Fame had published the 
renown 90 
Of Sh ’s coronation through the town. 
Roused by report of Fame, the nations meet, 
From near Bunhill, and distant Watling 
Street. 
No Persian carpets spread th’imperial way, 
But scattered limbs of mangled poets lay; 95 
From dusty shops neglected authors come, 
Martyrs of pies, and relies of the bum. 
Much Heywood, Shirley, Ogleby there lay, 
But loads of Sh—— almost choked the way. 
Bilked stationers for yeomen stood pre- 
pared, 100 
And Herringman was captain of the guard. 
The hoary prince in majesty appeared, 
High on a throne of his own labors reared. 
At his right hand our young Ascanius sate, 
Rome’s other hope, and pillar of the 
State. 105 
His brows thick fogs, instead of glories, grace, 
And lambent dulness played around his face. 
As Hannibal did to the altars come, 
Sworn by his sire a mortal foe to Rome; 
So ine swore, nor should his vow be 
110 
That He till death true dulness would main- 


tain; 
And, in his father’s right, and realm’s de- 
fense, 
Ne’er to have peace with wit, nor truce with 
sense 
The king himself the sacred unction made, 
As king by office, and as priest by trade. 115 
In his sinister hand, instead of ball, 
He placed a mighty mug of potent ale; 
Love’s Kingdom to his right he did convey, 
At once his scepter, and his rule of sway; 
Whose righteous lore the prince had prac- 


ticed young, 120 
And from whose loins recorded Psyche 
sprung. 
His temples, last, with poppies were o’er- 
spread, 


That nodding seemed to consecrate his head. 

Just at that point of time, if fame not lie, 

On his left hand twelve reverend owls did 
fly. 125 

So Romulus, ’t is sung, by Tiber’s brook, 

Presage of sway from twice six vultures 
took. 

Th’ admiring throng 
make, 

And omens of his future empire take. 

The sire then shook the honors of his 
head, 130 

And from his brows damps of oblivion shed 

Full on the filial dulness: long he stood, 

Repelling from his breast the raging god; 


loud acclamations 
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At length burst out in this prophetic mood: 
‘Heavens bless my son, from Ireland let him 
reign 135 
To far Barbadoes on the western main; 
Of his dominion may no end be known, 
And greater than his father’s be his throne; 
Beyond Love’s Kingdom let him stretch his 
pen!’ 
He paused, and all the people cried, 
‘Amen.’ 140 
Then thus continued he: ‘My son, advance 
Still in new impudence, new ignorance. 
Success let others teach, learn thou from me 
Pangs without birth, and fruitless industry. 
Let Virtuosos in five years be writ; 145 
Yet not one thought accuse thy toil of wit; 
Let gentle George in triumph tread the stage, 
Make Dorimant betray and Loveit rage; 
Let Cully, Cockwood, Fopling, charm the 


pit, 

And in their folly show the writer’s wit. 150 

Yet still thy fools shall stand in thy defense, 

And justify their author’s want of sense. 

Let ’em be all by thy own model made 

Of dulness, and desire no foreign aid; 

That they to future ages may be known, 155 

Not copies drawn, but issue of thy own. 

Nay, let thy men of w it, too, be the same, 

All full of thee, and differi ing but in name. 

But let no alien Sedley interpose, 

To lard ‘with wit thy hungry Epsom 
prose. 160 

And when false flowers of rhetoric thou 
wouldst cull, 

Trust nature, do not labor to be dull; 

But write thy best and top; and in each line 

Sir Formal’s oratory will be thine: 

Sir Formal, though unsought, attends thy 
quill, 165 

And does thy northern dedicaitons fill. 

Nor let false friends seduce thy mind to 
fame, 

By arrogating Jonson’s hostile name. 

Let father Flecknoe fire thy mind with praise, 

.And uncle Ogleby thy envy raise. 170 

Thou art my blood, where Jonson has no 
part: 

What share have we in nature, or in art? 

Where did his wit on learning fix a brand, 

And rail at arts he did not understand? 

Where made he love in Prince Nicander’s 


vein, 175 

Or swept the dust in Psyche’s humble 
SUMMING Mey ev sia 

When did his Muse from Fletcher scenes 
purloin, 

As thou whole Eth’ridge dost transfuse to 
thine? 


But so transfused, as oil on waters flow, 
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His always floats above, thine sinks be- 
low. 180 

This is thy province, this thy wondrous way, 

New humours to invent for each new play: 

This is that boasted bias of thy mind, 

By which one way, to dulness, ’t is inclined; 

Which makes thy writings lean on one side 
still, 185 

And, in all changes, that way bends thy will. 

Nor let thy mountain belly make pretense 

Of likeness; thine’s a tympany of sense. 

A tun of man in thy large bulk is writ, 

But sure thou ’rt but a kilderkin of wit. 190 

Like mine, thy gentle numbers feebly creep; 

Thy tragic Muse gives smiles, thy comic 
sleep. 

With ne er gall thou sett’st thyself to 
write, 

Thy inoffensive satires never bite. 

In thy felonious heart though venom lies, 195 

It does but touch thy Irish pen, and dies. 

Thy genius calls thee not to purchase fame 

In keen iambies, but mild anagram. 

Leave writing plays, and choose for thy com- 
mand 

Some peaceful province in acrostic land. 200 

There thou mayst wings display and altars 
raise, 

And torture one poor word ten thousand 
ways. 

Or, if thou wouldst thy diff’rent talents suit, 

Set thy own songs, and sing them to thy 


lute.’ 
He said; but his last words were scarcely 
heard; 205 


For Bruce and Longville had a trap prepared, 
And down they sent the yet declaiming bard. 
Sinking he left his drugget robe behind 
Borne “upwards by a subterranean wind. 
The mantle fell to the young prophet’s 
part, 210 
With double portion of his ‘pfs art. 
1682 


Daniel Defoe (16602-1731) 
THE TRUE-BORN ENGLISHMAN 


PART I 


WHEREVER God erects a house of prayer, 
The Devil always builds a chapel there: 

And ’t will be found upon examination, 
The latter has the largest congregation: 

For ever since he first debauched the mind, 5 
He made a perfect conquest of mankind. 
With uniformity of service, he 

Reigns with a general aristocracy. 
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No non-conforming sects disturb his reign, 
For of his yoke, there’s very few complain. 10 
He knows the genius and the inclination, 
And matches proper sins for ev’ry nation. 
He needs no standing army government; 
He always rules us by our own consent: 
His laws are easy, and his gentle sway 15 
Makes it exceeding pleasant to obey. 
The list of his vicegerents and commanders, 
Out-does your Cxsars, or your Alexanders. 
They never fail of his infernal aid, 
And he’s as certain ne’er to be betrayed. 20 
Through all the world they spread his vast 
command, 
And death’s eternal empire is maintained. 
They rule so politicly and so well, 
As if they were Lords Justices of hell; 
Duly divided to debauch mankind, 25 
And plant infernal dictates in their mind. 
Pride, the first peer, and president of hell, 
To his share, Spain, the largest province fell. 
The subtle Prince thought fittest to bestow 
On these the golden mines of Mexico, 30 
With all the silver mountains of Peru; 
Wealth which in wise hands would the world 
undo; 
Because he knew their genius was such, 
Too lazy and too haughty to be rich: 
So proud a people, so above their fate, 35 
That, if reduced to beg, they’ll beg in state: 
Lavish of money, to be counted brave, 
And proudly starve, because they scorn to 
save; 
Never was nation in the world before, 
So very rich, and yet so very poor. 40 
Lust chose the torrid zone of Italy, 
Where blood ferments in rape and [felony ], 
Where swelling veins o’erflow with living 
streams, 
With heat impregnate from Vesuvian flames; 
Whose flowing sulphur forms infernal 
lakes, 45 
And human body of the soil partakes. 
There nature ever burns with hot desires, 
Fanned with luxuriant air from subterranean 
fires: 
Here undisturbed, in floods of scalding lust, 
Th’ infernal king reigns with infernal gust. 50 
Drunkenness, the darling favourite of hell, 
Chose Germany to rule; and rules so well, 
No subjects more obsequiously obey, 
None please so well, or are so pleased as 
they; 
The cunning artist manages so well, 55 
He lets them bow to heay’n, and drink to 
hell. 
-If but to wine and him they homage pay, 
He cares not to what deity they pray; 
What god they worship most, or in what way. 
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Whether by Luther, Calvin, or by Rome, 60 
They sail for heaven, by wine he steers them 
home. 
Ungoverned Passion settled first in France, 
Where mankind lives in haste, and thrives 
by chance; 
A dancing nation, fickle and untrue, 
Have oft undone themselves, and others 
too; 65 
Prompt the infernal dictates to obey, 
And . hell’s favour none more great than 
they. 
The pagan world he blindly leads away, 
And personally rules with arbitrary sway: 
The mask thrown off, plain devil, his title 


stands; 70 
And what elsewhere he tempts, he here com- 
mands; 


There, with full gust, th’ ambition of his 


min 
Governs, as he of old in heaven designed: 
Worshipped as God, his Paynim altars 


smoke, 
Imbrued with blood of those that him in- 
voke. 75 


The rest by deputies he rules as well, 
And plants the distant colonies of hell; 
By them his secret power he well maintains, 
And binds the world in his infernal chains. 
By zeal the Irish, and the Russ by folly, so 
Fury the Dane, the Swede by melancholy; 
By stupid ignorance, the Muscovite; 
The Chinese, by a child of hell, called wit; 
Wealth makes the Persian too effeminate; 


And poverty the Tartar desperate: 85 

The ee and Moors, by Mah’met he sub- 
dues; 

And God has given him leave to rule the 
Jews: 

Rage rules the Portuguese, and fraud the 
Scotch; 


Revenge the Pole, and avarice the Dutch. 
Satire, be kind, and draw a silent veil, 90 
Thy native England’s vices to conceal: 
Or, if that task’s impossible to do, 
At least be just, and show her virtues too; 
Too great the first, alas! the last too few. 
‘ngland, unknown, as yet unpeopled 
lay, 95 
Happy, hs id she remained so to this day, 
And not to ev’ry nation been a prey. 
Her open harbours, and her fertile plains, 
The merchant’s glory these, and those the 
swain’s, 
To evry barbarous nation have betrayed 
her; 100 
Whe conquer her as oft as they invade her, 
So beauty, guarded but by Innocence, 
That ruins her which should be her defence. 
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Ingratitude, a devil of black renown, 
Possessed her very early for his own: 105 
An ugly, surly, sullen, selfish spirit, 

Who Satan’s worst perfections does inherit; 
Second to him in malice and in force, 
All devil without, and all within him worse. 

He made her first-born race to be so 

rude, 110 
And suffered her to be so oft subdued; 
By several crowds of wandering thieves 
o’er-run, 
Often unpeopled, and as oft undone; 
While every nation that her powers reduced, 
Their languages and manners introduced; 115 
From whose mixed relics our compounded 
breed, 
By spurious generation does succeed; 
Making a race uncertain and uneven, 
Derived from all the nations under heaven. 
The Romans first with Julius Cesar 
came, 120 
Including all the nations of that name, 
Gauls, Greeks, and Lombards; and, by 
computation, 
Auxiliaries or slaves of every nation. 
With Hengist, Saxons; Danes with Sweno 
came, 


In search of plunder, not in search of 

fame. 125 

Scots, Picts, and Irish from the Hibernian 

shore; 

And conquering William brought the Nor- 
mans o’er. 

All these their barbarous offspring left 
behind, 


The dregs of armies, they of all mankind; 
Blended with Britons, who before were 
here, 130 
Of whom the Welsh have blest the character. 
From this amphibious, ill-born mob began, 
That vain ill-natured thing, an Englishman. 
The customs, sir-names, languages, and man- 


ners, 
Of all these nations, are their own ex- 
plainers; 135 


Whose relics are so lasting and so strong, 

They ’ve left a shibboleth upon our tongue; 

By which, with easy search, you may dis- 
tinguish 


Your Roman, Saxon, Danish, Norman, 
English. 
The great invading Norman let us 


know 140 
What conquerors in after-times might do. 
To every musqueteer he brought to town, 
He gave the lands which never were his own; 
When first the English crown he did obtain, 
He did not send his Dutchmen home 
again. 145 
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No re-assumptions in his reign were known, 

Davenant might there have let his book 
alone. 

No parliament his army could disband; 

He raised no money, for he paid in land. 

He gave his legions their eternal station, 150 

And made them all freeholders of the nation. 

He canton’d out the country to his men, 

And every soldier was a denizen. 

The idee thus enriched, he called them 
ords, 

To please their upstart pride with new-made 
words, 155 

And Doomsday Book his tyranny records. 

And here begins the ancient pedigree 
That so exalts our poor nobility. 
’Tis that from some French trooper they 


derive, 
Who with the Norman bastard did ar- 
rive: 160 


The trophies of the families appear; 
Some show the sword, the bow, and some 
the spear, 
Which their great ancestor, forsooth, did 
wear. 
These in the herald’s register remain, 
Their noble mean extraction to explain, 165 
Yet who the hero was, no man can tell, 
Whether a drummer or a colonel: 
The silent record blushes to reveal 
Their undescended dark original. 
But grant the best. How came the change 
to pass; 170 
A true-born Englishman of Norman race? 
A Turkish horse can show more history, 
To prove his well-descended family. 
Conquest, as by the moderns ’t is expressed, 
May give a title to the lands possessed; 175 
But that the longest sword should be so civil, 
To make a Frenchman English, that’s the 
devil. 
These are the heroes that despise the 
Dutch, 
And rail at new-come foreigners so much; 
Forgetting that themselves are all de- 
rived 180 
From the most scoundrel race that ever 
lived; 
A horrid crowd of rambling thieves and 


drones 

Who ransacked kingdoms and dispeopled 
towns; 

The Pict and painted Briton, treacherous 
Scot, 

By hunger, theft, and _ rapine, hither 
brought; 185 


Norwegian pirates, buccaneering Danes, 
Whose red-haired offspring everywhere re- 
mains; 
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Who, joined with Norman French, com- 
pound the breed 

From whence your true-born Englishmen 
roceed 


p . 
And lest, by length of time, it be pre- 
ten ded, 190 
The climate may this modern breed have 
mended; 
Wise Providence, to keep us where we are, 
Mixes us daily with exceeding care; 
We have been Europe's sink, the [place ] 
where she 
Voids all her offal out-cast progeny; 195 
From our fifth Henry’s time the strolling 


bands, 
Of banished fugitives from neighb’ring lands, 
Have here a certain sanctuary found: 
The eternal refuge of the vagabond, 
Where in but half a common age of time, 200 
Borrowing new blood and manners from the 
clime, 
Proudly they learn all mankind to contemn, 
And all their race are true-born Englishmen. 
Dutch Walloons, Flemmings, Irishmen, 
and Scots, 
Vaudois, and Valtolins, and Huguenots, 205 
In good Queen Bess’s charitable reign, 
Supplied us with three hundred thousand 
men: 
Religion — God, we thank thee! — sent 
them hither, 
Priests, Protestants, the devil, and all to- 
gether; 
Of all professions, and of ev’ry trade, 210 
All that were persecuted or afraid: 
Whether for debt, or other crimes, they fled, 
David at Hackelah was still their head. 
The offspring of this miscellaneous crowd, 
Had not their new plantations long en- 
joyed, 215 
But they grew Englishmen, and raised their 


votes, 
At foteian shoals of interloping Scots; 
The royal branch from Pict-land did suc- 


ceed, 
With troops of Scots and scabs from North- 
by-T weed; 
re on first years of his pacific 
220) 


a ree and half his nation Englishmen. 
Scots from the northern frozen banks of 


Tay 
With packs and plods came whigging all 
away 


Thick as the locusts which in Egypt 
swarmed, 

With pride and hungry hopes completely 
armed; 225 


With native truth, diseases, and no money, 
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Plundered our Canaan of the milk and 
honey; 

Here they grew quickly lords and gentlemen, 

And all their race are true-born Englishmen. 

The civil wars, the common purgative, 230 

Which always use to make the nation thrive, 

Made way for all that strolling congregation, 

Which thronged in pious Charles’s restora- 
tion. 

The royal refugee our breed restores, 

With foreign ‘courtiers, and with ‘foreign 
[stores ]: 235 

And carefully re-peopled us again, 

Throughout his lazy, long, lascivious reign, 

With such a blest and true-born English fry, 

As much illustrates our nobility. 

A gratitude which will so black appear, 240 

As future ages must abhor to hear: 

When they look back on all that crimson 
flood, 

Which streamed in Lindsey’s, and Caernar- 
von’s blood; 

Bold Stafford, Cambridge, Capel, Lucas, 
Lisle, 

Who crowned in death his father’s fun’ral 
pile. 245 

The loss of whom, in order to supply 

With true-born English nobility, 

Six bastard dukes survive his luscious reign, 

The labours of Italian Castlemain, 

French Portsmouth, Tabby Scott, and Cam- 
brian; 250 

Besides the num’rous bright and virgin 
throng, 

Whose fake glories shade them from my 
song. 

This offspring if one age they multiply, 

May half the house with English peers sup- 
ply: 

There with true English pride they may con- 
temn 255 

Schomberg and Portland, new-made noble- 
eo ee 

Beggars and bastards by this new creation 

Much multiplied the peerage of the nation; 

Who will be all, ere one short age runs o’er, 

As true-born lords as those we had 
before. 260 

Then to recruit the commons he prepares, 

And heal the latent breaches of the wars; 

The pious purpose better to advance, 

He invites the banished Protestants of 


France; 
Hither, for God’s sake, and their own, they 
fled 265 


Some for religion came, and some for bread: 

Two hundred thousand pair of wooden shoes, 

Who, God be thanked, had nothing left to 
lose; 


434 


To heaven’s great praise did for religion fly, 

To make us starve our poor in charity. 270 

In ev’ry port they plant their fruitful train, 

To get a race of true-born Englishmen; 

Whose children will, when riper years they 
see, 

Be as ill-natured, and as proud as we; 

Call aoe English, foreigners de- 
spis 275 

Be Pe like us all, and just as wise. 

Thus from a mixture of all kinds began, 
That heterogeneous thing, an Englishman: 
In eager rapes, and furious lust begot, 


Betwixt a painted Briton and a Scot: 280 
Whose gend’ring offspring quickly learned 
to bow, 


And yoke their heifers to the Roman plough; 
From whence a mongrel half-bred race there 


came, 

With neither name nor nation, speech nor 
fame, 

In whose hot veins new mixtures quickly 
ran, 285 


Infused betwixt a Saxon and a Dane. 
This nauseous brood directly did contain 
The well-extracted blood of Englishmen. 

Which medley, canton’d in a heptarchy, 

A rhapsody of nations to supply, 290 
Among themselves maintained eternal wars, 
And still the ladies Joved the conquerors. 

The Western Angles all the rest subdued, 
A bloody nation, barbarous and rude; 

Who by the tenure of the sword pos- 
sessed 295 

One part of Britain, and subdued the rest: 

And as great things denominate the small, 

The conquering part gave title to the whole; 

The Scot, Pict, Briton, Roman, Dane, sub- 
mit, 

And with the English Saxon all unite: 300 

And these the mixture have so close pur- 
sued, 

The very name and memory’s subdued; 

No Roman now, no Briton does remain; 

Wales strove to separate, but strove in vain: 

The silent nations undistinguished fall, 305 

And Englishman ’s the common name for all. 

Fate jumbled them together, God knows 
how; 

Whate’er they were, they ’re true-born Eng- 
lish now. 

The wonder which remains is at our pride, 
To value that which all wise men deride; 310 
Tor Englishmen to boast of generation 
Cancels their knowledge, and lampoons the 

nation. 
A true-born Englishman’s a contradiction, 
In speech an irony, in fact a fiction: 


A banter made to be a test of fools, 315 
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Which those that use it justly ridicules; 
A metaphor intended to express, 
A man a-kin to all the universe. 
For as the Scots, as learnéd men have said, 
Throughout the world their wand’ring seed 
- have spread, 320 
So open-handed England, ’t is believed, 
Has all the gleanings of the world received. 
Some think of England, ’t was our Saviour 
meant, 
The Gospel should to all the world be sent: 
Since when the blesséd sound did hither 
reach, 325 
They to all nations might be said to preach. 
’T is well that virtue gives nobility; 
How shall we else the want of birth supply? 
Since scarce one family is left alive, 
Which does not from some foreigner de- 
rive. 330 
Of sixty thousand English gentlemen, 
Whose names and arms in registers remain, 
We challenge all our heralds to declare 
Ten families which English Saxons are. 
France justly boasts the ancient noble 
line 335 
Of Bourbon, Montmorency, and Lorraine. 
The Germans too, their house of Austria 
show, 
And Holland, their invincible Nassau. 
Lines which in heraldry were ancient grown, 
Before the name of Englishman was 
known. 340 
Even Scotland, too, her elder glory shows, 
Her Gordons, Hamiltons, and her Monro’s 
Douglas’, Mackays, and Grahams, names 
well known, 
Long before ancient England knew her own. 
But England, modern to the last de- 
gree, 345 
Borrows or makes her own nobility, 
And yet she boldly boasts of pedigree; 
Repines that foreigners are put upon her, 
And talks of her antiquity and honour. 
Her Sackvills, Savils, Cecils, Delamers, 350 
Mohuns and 1 Aieutgties Duras and Veeres, 
Not one have English names, yet all are 
English peers. 
Your Houblons, Papillons, and Lethulirs, 
Pass now for true-born English knights and 


squires, 
And make good senate-members, or lord 
mayors. 355 


Wealth, howsoever got, in England makes 
Lords of mechanics, gentlemen of rakes. 
Antiquity and birth are needless here; 
’Tis impudence and money makes a peer. 
Innumerable city knights we know, 360 
From Blue-coat Hospitals, and Bridewell 
flow. 


ABRAHAM COWLEY 


Draymen and porters fill the city chair, 
And foot-boys magisterial purple wear. 
Fate has but very small distinction set 
Betwixt the counter and the coronet. 
Tarpaulin lords, pages of high renown, 


365 


a pondpbayere 5 
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Rise up by poor men’s valour, not their own; 
Great families of yesterday we show, 


And lords, whose parents were the Lord 


knows who. 
1701 
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Mark that swift arrow how it cuts the air, 
How it outruns the hunting eye! 
Use all persuasions now and try 

If thou canst call it back or stay it there. 
That way it went, but thou shalt find 5 
No tract of ’t left behind. 


Fool, ’t is thy life, and the fond archer, thou! 
Of all the time thou’st shot away, 
T’ll bid thee fetch but yesterday, 
And it shall be too hard a task to do. 10 
Besides repentance, what canst find 
1 That it hath left behind? 


Our life is carried with too strong a tide, 
A doubtful cloud our substance bears 
And is the horse of all our years; 15 
Each day doth on a wingéd whirlwind ride. 
We and our glass run out, and must 
Both render up our dust. 


But his past life who without grief can see, 
[ Vv inks his end too near 20 
's to fame, ‘Thou art m1 eir, 
an extends life’s natural brevity: 
This 1s, this 1 
To outlive Nestor in a day. 
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THE RESURRECTION 


I 


Nor winds to voyapers at sea 
Nor showers to earth more necessary be ¢ _ 
(Heav’n’s vital seed cast on the womb of 
earth 
To give the fruitful year a birth) 
Than verse to virtue, which can do 5 


The ice and the nurse’s.too:. 


That never will decay 10 
Till heaven itself shall melt away 
And naught behind it stay. 


Ir 


Begin the song, and strike the living lyre! 

Lo, how the years to come, a numerous and 
well-fitted quire, 

All hand in hand do decently advance, 


15, 


he err, 


o dane 


at t od 


And to my song with smooth and equal meas- ,ore-» He 


ures dance. 
ore the dance lasts, how long soe’er it 
e, 
My musie’s voice shall bear it company, 
Till all gentle notes be drowned 
In the last trumpet’s dreadful sound. 20 
That to the spheres themselves shall silence 
bring, 
Untune the universal string: 
Then all the wide extended sky, 
And all th’ harmonious worlds on high, 
nd Virgil’s sacred work shall die; 25 
And he himself shall see in one fire shine 
Rich Nature’s ancient Troy, though built by 
hands divine, 


Il 


Whom thunder’s dismal noise, 
And al! that prophets and apostles louder 


spake, 
And all the creatures’ plain conspiring 
voice, 30 


Could not, whilst they lived, awake, 
This mightier sound shall make, 
When dead, t’ arise, 
And open tombs and open eyes 
To the long sluggards of five thousand 


years. , 35 
This mightier sound shall make its hearers 
ears. 


al. ie * 


/ 
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Then shall the scattered atoms crowding 
come 
Back to their ancient home, 
Some from birds, from fishes some, 
Some from earth and some from seas, 
Some from beasts and some from trees; 
Some descend from clouds on high, 
Some from metals upwards fly, 
And, where th’ attending soul naked and 
shivering stands, 
Meet, salute, and join their hands, 45 
As dispersed soldiers at the trumpet’s call 
Haste to their colours all: 
Unhappy most, like tortured men, 
Their joints new set, to be new racked again; 
To mountains they for shelter pray, 50 
The mountains shake, and run about no less 
confused than they. 


40 


Iv 


Stop, stop, my Muse! allay thy vig’rous heat, 
y [ Kindled at a hint so great. 
Hold thy Pindaric Pegasus closely i in, 
“Which does to rage begin, , 55 
And this steep hill would reilieg up with 
violent course. 
*T is an unruly and a hard-mouthed horse, 
Fierce and unbroken yet, 
Impatient of the spur or bit; 
Now prances stately, and anon flies o’er the 
place, 60 
Disdains the servile law of any settled pace; 
Conscious and proud of his own natural force, 
’T will no unskilful touch endure, 
“K {But flings writer-and reader too that sits not 
~ gure. 
1656 


John Dryden (1631-1700) 


TO THE PIOUS MEMORY OF THE AC- 
COMPLISHED YOUNG LADY 


MRS. ANNE KILLIGREW 


EXCELLENT IN THE TWO SISTER-ARTS 
OF POESY AND PAINTING 


AN ODE 
I 


) Tuov youngest virgin-daughter of the skies, 
| Made in the last promotion of the blest; 
Whose palms, new plucked from paradise, 
In spreading branches more sublimely rise, 

Rich with immortal green above the rest: 5 

Whether, adopted to some neighboring star, 

Thou roll’st above us, in thy wand’ring 

race, 
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Or, in procession fixed and regular, 
Moved with the heavens’ majestic pace; 
Or, called to more superior bliss, 10 
Thou tread’st, with seraphims, the vast 
abyss: 
Whatever happy region is thy place, 
Cease thy celestial song a little space; <_ 
(Thou wilt have tine énoush for hymns di- 
vine, 
Since heav’n’s eternal year is thine.) 15 
Hear then a mortal Muse thy praise re- 
hearse, 


In no ignoble verse; 
But such as thy own voice did practice here, 
When thy first-fruits of poesy were giv’n, 
To make thyself a welcome inmate there: 20 
While yet a young probationer, 
And candidate of heav’n. 


Il 


If by traduction came thy mind, 
Our wonder is the less to find 
A soul so charming from a stock so good; 25 
Thy father was transfused into thy blood: 
[ So wert thou born into a tuneful strain, 

(An early, rich, and inexhausted vein.) 
But if thy pre-existing soul 
Was formed, at first, 

more, 

It did through all the mighty poets roll, 
Who Greek or Latin laurels wore, 

And was that Sappho last, which once it was 

before. 
If so, then cease thy flight, O heaven-born 
mind! 
Thou hast no dross to purge from thy rich 
ore; 35 
Nor can thy soul a fairer mansion find, 
-%| Than was the beauteous frame she left 
bn behind: 

Return, to fill or ménd the choir of thy celes- 

tial kind. 


with myriads 
30 


TII 


May we presume to say, that at thy birth 
New joy was sprung in heav’n, as well as 
here on earth? 40 
For sure the milder planets did combine 
On thy auspicious horoscope to shine, 
And ev’n the most malicious were in trine. 
Thy brother-angels at thy birth 
Strung each his lyre, and tuned it 
high, 45 
That all the people of the sky 
Might know a poetess was born on earth. 
And then, if ever, mortal ears 
Had heard the music of the spheres! 
And if no clust’ring swarm of bees 50 


JOHN DRYDEN 


On ihe sweet mouth distilled their golden 
ew, 
*T was that such vulgar miracles 
Heav’n had not leisure to renew: 
For all the blest fraternity of love 
Solemnized there thy birth, and kept as 
holiday above. 


Iv 


O gracious God! how far have we 
Profaned thy heav’nly gift of poesy! 
{ade prostitute and profligate the Muse, 
Debased to each obscene and impious use, 
ose harmony was first ordained above 60 
or tongues of angels, and for hymns of love! 
—O wretched we! why were we hurried down 
This lubric and adult’rate age, 
(Nay ,.added fat pollutions of our own ) 
T’ increase the steaming ordures of ihe 
stage? 
What can we say t’ excuse our second fall? 
Let this thy vestal, Heav’n, atone for all: 
Her Arethusian stream remains unsoiled, 
Unmixed with foreign filth, and undefiled; 
_ YHer wit was more than man, her innocence 
7 a child. 70 


¥ 


cArt she had none, yet wanted none; 
For nature did that want supply: 
So rich in treasures of her own, 

She might our boasted stores defy: 
Such noble vigor did her verse adorn 75 
That it seemed borrowed, where ’t was 

only born. 

Her morals too were in her bosom bred, 
By great examples daily fed, 
What in the best of books, her father’s life, 
she read. 
And to be read herself she need not fear; 80 
Each test, and ev’ry light, her Muse will 
bear, 
Though Epictetus with his lamp were 
there. 
Ev’n love (for love sometimes her Muse 
expressed) 
Was but a lambent flame which played about 
her breast, 
Light as the vapors of a morning 


oe 


dream: 85 

So cold herself, whilst she such warmth 
expressed, 

’T was Cupid bathing in Diana’s 


stream. 


vi 


Born to the spacious empire of the Nine, 
One would have thought she should 
have been content 
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To manage well that mighty govern- 
ment; 90 
But Hel can young ambitious souls con- 
ne? 
To the next realm she stretched her 
sway, 
For painture near adjoining lay, 
A plenteous province, and alluring prey. 
A chamber of dependences was framed, 95 
(As conquerors will never want pretense, 
When armed, to justify th’ offense,) 
And the whole fief in right of poetry she 
claimed. 
The country open lay without defense; 
For poets frequent inroads there had 
made, 100 
And perfectly could represent 
The shape, the face, with ev’ry linea- 
ment; 
And all the large demains which the Dumb 
Sister swayed, 
All bowed beneath her government; 
Received in triumph wheresoe’er she 
went. 105 
Her pencil drew whate’er her soul designed, 
And oft the happy draught surpassed the im- 
age In her mind. 
The sylvan scenes of herds and flocks, 
And fruitful plains and barren rocks, 
Of shallow brooks that flowed so clear 110 
The bottom did the top appear; 
Of deeper too and ampler floods, 
Which, as in mirrors, showed the woods; 
Of lofty trees, with sacred shades, 
And perspectives of pleasant glades, 115 
Where nymphs of brightest form appear, 
And shaggy satyrs standing near, 
Which them at once admire and fear: 
The ruins too of some majestic piece, 
Boasting the pow’r of ancient Rome, or 
Greece, 120 
Whose statues, friezes, columns broken 


ie, 
And, though defaced, the wonder of the 
eye: 
What nature, art, bold fiction, e’er durst 
frame, 
Her forming hand gave feature to the 
name. 
So strange a concourse ne’er was seen be- 
fore, 125 
But when the peopled ark the whole crea- 
tion bore. 


VII 
The scene then changed: with bold erected 
look 


Our martial king the sight with reverence 
strook: 
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For, not content t’ express his outward 


part, 
Her hand called out the image of his 
heart: 130 


His warlike mind, his sou! devoid of fear, 
His high-designing thoughts were figured 


there, 

As when, by magic, ghosts are made ap- 
pear. 

Our Phoenix queen was portrayed too so 
bright, 

Beauty. alone could beauty take so 
right: 135 


Her dress, her shape, her matchless grace, 
Were all observed as well as heavenly face. 
With such a peerless majesty she stands, 
As in that day she took the crown from 
sacred hands; 
Before a train of heroines was seen, 140 
In beauty foremost, as in rank the queen. 
Thus nothing to her genius was denied, 
But like a ball of fire the further thrown, 
Still with a greater blaze she shone, 
And her bright soul broke out on ev’ry 
side. 145 
What next she had designed, Heaven 
only knows; 
To such immod’rate growth her con- 
quest rose 
That fate alone its progress could op- 


pose. 
. VII 
Now all those charms, that blooming 
grace 
The well- proportioned shape, and beau- 
teous face, 150 


Shall never more be seen by mortal eyes: 
Tn earth the much-lamented virgin lies! 
Not wit, nor piety could fate prevent; 
Nor was the cruel Destiny content 
To finish all the murder at a blow, 155 
To sweep at once her life and beauty too; 
But, like a hardened felon, took a pride 
To work more mischievously slow, 
And plundered first, and then destroyed. 
O double sacrilege on things divine, 160 
To rob the relic, and deface the shrine! 
But thus Orinda died: 
Heaven, by the same disease, 
translate: 
As equal were their souls, so equal was their 
fate. 


did both 


IX 


Meantime her warlike brother on the 
seas 165 

His waving streamers to the winds dis- 
plays, 
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And vows for his return, with vain devotion, 
pays. 
Ah, generous youth, that wish forbear, 
The winds too soon will waft thee here 
Slack all thy sails, and fear to came, 170 
Alas, thou know’st not, thou art wrecked 
at home! 
No more shalt thou behold thy sister’s 


Thou hast already had her last embrace. 

But look aloft, and if thou ken’st from far 

Among the Pleiads a new-kindled star; 175 

If any sparkles than the rest more bright, 

’Tis she that shines in that propitious 
light. 


x 


When in mid-air the golden trump shall 
sound, 
To raise the nations under ground; 
When in the Valley of Jehosophat 180 
The judging God shall close the book of fate, 
And there the last assizes keep 
For those who wake and those who sleep; 
When rattling bones together fly 
From the four corners of the sky; 185 
When sinews o’er the skeletons are spread, 
Thee clothed with flesh, and life inspires the 
ead; 
The sacred poets first shall hear the sound, 
And foremost from the tomb shall bound, 
For they are covered with the lightest 
ground; 190 
And straight, with iyhorn vigor, on the wing, 
Like mounting larks, to the new morning 
sing. 
There thou, sweet saint, before the choir 
shalt go, 
As harbinger of heav’n, the way to show, 
The way which thou so well hast learned 
below. 195 
1686 


A SONG FOR ST. CECILIA’S 
DAY, 1687 


I 


From harmony, from heav’nly harmony 
This universal frame began: 
When Nature underneath a heap 
Of jarring atoms lay, 
And could not heave her head, 5 
The tuneful voice was heard from high: 
‘Arise, ye more than dead.’ 
Then cold, and hot, and moist, and dry, 
In order to their stations leap, 
And Music’s pow’r obey. 10 
From harmony, from heav’nly harmony 
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This universal frame began: 
From harmony to harmony 
re all the compass of the notes it 


The abet closing full in Man. 15 


It 


What passion cannot Music raise and quell! 
When Jubal struck the corded shell, 
His list’ning brethren stood around, 
And, wond’ ring, on their faces fell 
To worship that celestial sound. 20 
as i a god they thought there could not 
we 
Within the hollow of that shell 
That spoke so sweetly and so well. 
What passion cannot Music raise end quell! 


III 


The Trumpet’s loud clangor 25 
Fxcites us to arms, 

With shrill notes of anger, 
And mortal alarms. 

The double double double beat 
Of the thund’ring drum 30 
Cries: ‘Hark! the foes come; 

Charge, charge, tis too late to retreat!’ 


IV 


The soft complaining Flute 
In dying notes discovers 
The woes of hopeless lovers, 

Whose dirge is whispered by the eeeitae 
Lute. 


v 


Sharp Violins proclaim 

Their jealous pangs and desperation, 

Fury, frantic indignation, 

Depth of pains, and height of passion, 40 
For the fair, disdainful dame. 


VI 


But O! what art can teach, 
What human voice can reach, 
The sacred Organ’s praise? 
Notes inspiring holy love, 45 
Notes that wing their heav nly ways 
To mend the choirs above. 


Vil 


Orpheus could lead the savage race; 
And trees unrooted left their place, 
Sequacious of the lyre; 50 
But bright Cecilia raised the wonder high’ 1 
When to her Organ vocal breath was giv’n, 
An angel heard, and straight appeared, 
Mistaking earth for heay’n. 
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GRAND CHORUS 


As from the pow’r of sacred lays 55 
The spheres began to move, 
And sung the great Creator’s praise 
To all the blest above; 
So, when the last and dreadful hour 
This crumbling pageant shall devour, 60 
The Trumpet shall be heard on high, 
The dead shall live, the living die, 
And Music shall untune the sky. 
1687 


ALEXANDER’S FEAST 


OR, THE POWER OF MUSIC; AN ODE IN 
HONOR OF ST. CECILIA’S DAY 


I 


*T was at the royal feast, for Persia won 
By Philip’s warlike son: 
Aloft in awful state 
The godlike hero sate 
On his imperial throne: 5 
His valiant peers were placed around; 
Their brows with roses and with myrtles 
bound: 
(So should desert in arms be crowned.) 
The lovely Thais, by his side, 
Sate like a blooming Eastern bride 10 
In flow’r of youth and beauty’s pride. 
Happy, happy, happy pair! 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave deserves the fair. 15 


CHORUS 


Happy, happy, happy pair! 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave deserves the fair. 


Ir 


Timotheus, placed on high 20 
Amid the tuneful choir, 
With flying fingers touched the lyre: 
The trembling notes ascend the sky, 
And heav’nly joys inspire. 
The song began from Jove, 25 
Who left his blissful seats above, 
(Such is the pow’r of mighty love.) 
A dragon’s fiery form belied the god: 
Sublime on radiant spires he rode, 
When he to fair Olympia pressed; 30 
And while he sought her snowy breast: 
Then, round her slender waist he curled, 
And stamped an image of himself, a 
sov’reign of the world. 
The list’ning crowd admire the lofty sound: 
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‘A present deity,’ they shout around; 35 
‘A present deity,’ the vaulted roofs re- 
bound: 

With ravished ears 

The monarch hears, 

Assumes the god, 

Affects to nod, 40 
And seems to shake the spheres. 


CHORUS 


With ravished ears 

The monarch hears, 

Assumes the god, 

Affects to nod, 45 
And seems to shake the spheres. 


iit 


The praise of Bacchus then the sweet musi- 
cian sung, 

Of Bacchus ever fair and ever young: 
The jolly god in triumph comes; 
Sound the trumpets; beat the 

drums; 50 
Flushed with a purple grace 
He shows his honest face: 
Now give the hautboys breath; he comes, 
he comes. 
Bacchus, ever fair and young 
Drinking joys did first ordain; 55 
Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure, 
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure: 
Rich the treasure, 
Sweet the pleasure, 
Sweet is pleasure after pain. 60 
CHORUS 
Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure, 
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure; 
Rich the treasure, 
Sweet the pleasure, 
Sweet is pleasure after pain. 65 


IV 


Soothed with the sound, the king grew 
vain; 
Fought all his battles o’er again; 
And thrice he routed all his foes; and thrice 
he slew the slain. 
The master saw the madness rise; 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes; 70 
And, while he heav’n and earth defied, 
Changed his hand, and checked his 
pride. 
He chose a mournful Muse, 
Soft pity to infuse: 
He sung Darius great and good, 75 
By too severe a fate, 
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen, 
Fallen from his high estate, 
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And welt’ring in his blood; 

Deserted, at his utmost need, 80 
By those his former bounty fed; 

On the bare earth exposed he lies, 

With not a friend to close his eyes. 


With downcast looks the joyless victor sate, 
Revolving in his altered soul 85 
The various turns of chance below; 
And, now and then, a sigh he stole; 
And tears began to flow. 


CHORUS 
Revolving in his altered soul 
The various turns of chance 
below; 


And, now and then, a sigh he stole; 
And tears began to flow. 


Vv 


The mighty master smiled to see 
That love was in the next degree: 
’T was but a kindred sound to move, 95 
For pity melts the mind to love. 
Softly sweet, in Lydian measures, 
Soon he soothed his soul to pleas- 
ures. 
‘War,’ he sung, ‘is toil and trouble; 
Honor, but an empty bubble; 100 
Never ending, still beginning, 
Fighting still, and still destroying: 
If the world be worth thy winning, 
Think, O think it worth enjoying; 
Lovely Thais sits beside thee, 105 
Take the good the gods provide 
thee.’ 


The many rend the skies with loud applause; 
So Love was crowned, but Music won the 


cause. 
The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 
Gazed on the fair 110 


Who caused his care 
And sighed and looked, sighed and looked, 
Sighed and looked, and sighed again: 
At length, with love and wine at once op- 


pressed, 
The vanquished victor sunk upon her 
breast. 115 
CHORUS 


The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 
Gazed on the fair 
Who caused his care, 
And sighed and looked, sighed and looked, 
Sighed and looked, and sighed again: 120 
At length, with love and wine at once op- 
pressed, 
The vanquished victor sunk upon her 
breast. 


WILLIAM CONGREVE 


Now strike the geen lvre again: 
A louder yet, and yet a louder strain. 
Break his bands of sleep asunder, 125 
And rouse him, like a rattling peal of 
thunder. 
Hark, hark, the horrid sound 
Has raised up his head: 
As awaked from the dead, 
And amazed, he stares around, 130 
‘Revenge, revenge!’ Timotheus cries, 
‘See the Furies arise! 
See the snakes that they rear, 
How they hiss in their hair, 
And the sparkles that flash from their 
eyes! 135 
Behold a ghastly band, 
Each a torch in his hand! 
Those are Grecian ghosts, that in battle 
were slain, 
And unburied remain 
Inglorious on the plain: 140 
Give the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew. 
Behold how they toss their torches on high, 
How they point to the Persian abodes, 
And  glitt’ring temples of their hostile 
ods!’ 145 
The princes applaud, with a furious joy; 
And the king seized a flambeau with zeal to 
. destroy; 
Thais led the way, 
To light him to his prey, 
And, like another Helen, fired another 
Troy. 150 
CHORUS 
And the king seized a flambeau with zeal 
to destroy; 
Thais led the way, 
To light him to his prey. 
And, like another Helen, fired another Troy. 
vu 
Thus, long ago, 155 
Ere heaving bellows learned to blow, 
While organs yet were mute; 
Timotheus, to his breathing flute, 
And sounding lyre, 
Could swell the soul to rage, or kindle soft 
desire. 160 
At last, divine Cecilia came, 
Inventress of the vocal frame; 

The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store, 
Enlarged the former narrow bounds, 
And added Jength to solemn sounds, 165 

With nature’s mother wit, and arts unknown 

before. 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 
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Or both divide the crown; 
He raised a mortal to the skies; 
She drew an angel down. 170 


GRAND CHORUS 
At last, divine Cecilia came, 
Inventress of the vocal frame; 
The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store, 
Enlarged the former narrow bounds 


And added length to solemn 

sounds, 175 

With nature’s mother wit, and arts unknown 
before. 


Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 
Or both divide the crown; 
He raised a mortal to the skies; 
She drew an angel down. 180 
1697 


William Congreve (1670-1729) 
ODE 


7 


DavautTer of Memory, immortal Muse, 

Calliope; what poet wilt thou choose 

Of Anna’s name to sing? 

To whom wilt thou thy fire impart, 

Thy lyre, thy voice, and tuneful art; 5 

Whom raise sublime on the ethereal wing, 

And consecrate with dews of thy Castalian 
spring? 


Il 


Without thy aid, the most aspiring mind 

Must flag beneath, to narrow flights con- 
fined, 

Striv. ing to rise in vain: 10 

Nor e’er can hope with equal lays 

To celebrate bright Virtue’s praise. 

Thy aid obtained, even I, the humblest 
swain, 

May climb Pierian heights, and quit the 
lowly plain. 


Ill 


High in the starry orb is hung, 15 

And next Alcides’ guardian arm, 

That harp to which thy Orpheus sung, 

Who woods, and rocks, and winds, could 
charm; 

That harp which on Cyllene’s shady Hill, 

When first the vocal shell was found, 20 

With more than mortal skill 

Inventor Hermes taught to sound. 

Hermes, on bright Latona’s son, 
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By sweet persuasion won, 

The wond’rous work bestowed; 25 
Latona’s son, to thine 

Indulgent, gave the gift divine: 

A god the gift, a god th’ invention showed. 


I 


To that high-sounding lyre I tune my strains; 
A lower note his lofty song disdains 30 
Who sings of Anna’s name. 

The lyre is struck! the sounds I hear! 

O muse, propitious to my pray’r! 

O well known sounds! O Melody, the 


same ' 
That kindled Mantuan fire, and raised 
Meeonian flame! 35 


II 


Nor are these sounds to British bards un- 
known, 

Or sparingly revealed to one alone: 

Witness sweet Spenser’s lays: 

And witness that immortal song, 

As Spenser sweet, as Milton strong, 40 

Which humble Boyn o’er Tiber’s flood could 

> ? 

And mighty William sing, with well pro- 

portioned _ praise. 


Ill 


Rise, fair Augusta, lift thy head, 

With golden tow’rs thy front adorn; 

Come forth, as comes from Tithon’s bed, 45 
With chearful ray, the ruddy morn. 

Thy lovely form, and fresh reviving state, 
In crystal flood of Thames survey; 

Then bless thy better fate, 

Bless Anna’s most auspicious sway. 50 
While distant realms and neighb’ring lands, 
Armed troops and hostile bands 

On ev’ry side molest, 

Thy happier clime is free, 

Fair Capital of Liberty! 55 
And plenty knows, the days of Halcyon rest. 


I 


As Britain’s isle, when old vexed ocean 
roars, 

Unshaken sees, against her silver shores, 

His foaming billows beat; 

So Britain’s Queen, amidst the jars 60 

And tumults of a world of wars, 

Fixed on the base of her well-founded state, 

Serene and safe looks down, nor feels the 
shocks of fate. 
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Ii 


But greatest souls, though blest with sweet 
repose, 

Are soonest touched with sense of other’s 
woes, 65 

Thus Anna’s mighty mind, 

To mercy and soft pity prone, 

And moved with sorrows not her own, 

Has all her peace and downy rest resigned, 

To wake for common good, and succor 
human-kind. 70 


Ii 


Fly, Tyranny, no more be known 

Within Europa’s blissful bound; 

Far as th’ unhabitable zone 

Fly ev’ry hospitable ground. 

To horrid Zembla’s frozen realms repair, 75 

There, with the baleful beldam, Night, 

Unpeopled empire share, 

And rob those lands of legal right. 

For now is come the promised hour, 

When justice shall have pow’r; 80 

Justice to earth restored! 

Again Astrea reigns! 

Anna her equal scale maintains, 

And Marlbro’ wields her sure deciding 
sword. 


I 


Now, couldst thou soar, my Muse, to sing 
the man 85 

In heights sublime, as when the Mantuan 
swan 

Her tow’ring pinions spread; 

Thou shouldst of Marlbro’ sing, whose 
hand 

Unerring from his Queen’s command, 

Far as the seven-mouthed Ister’s secret 


head, 90 
To save th’ imperial state, her hardy Britons 
led. 
iat 


Nor there thy song should end; though all 
the Nine 

Might well their harps and heav’nly voices 
join 

To sing that glorious day, 

When bold Bavaria fled the field, 95 

And veteran Gauls, unused to yield, 

On Blenheim’s plain, imploring mercy, lay; 

And spoils and trophies won, perplexed the 
victor’s way. 


JOHN WILMOT, EARL OF ROCHESTER 


see 


But could thy voice of Blenheim sing, 
And with success that song pursue; 
What art could aid thy wearied wing 
To keep the victor still in view? 

For as the sun ne’er stops his radiant 


100 


Nor sets, but with impartial ray, 

To all who want his light, 

Alternately transfers the day: 

So in the glorious round of fame, 

Great Marlbro’, still the same, 
Incessant runs his course; 

To climes remote, and near, 

His conqu’ring arms by turns appear, 
And universal is his aid and force. 


105 


110 


I 


Attempt not to proceed, unwary Muse, 

For O! what notes, what numbers couldst 
thou choose, 

Though in all numbers skilled; 

To sing the hero’s matchless deed, 

Which Belgia saved, and Brabant freed; 

To sing Ramilia’s day! to which must yield 

Canne’s illustrious fight, and famed Phar- 
salia’s field. 


115 
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I 


In the short course of diurnal sun, 

Behold the work of many ages done! 

What verse such worth can raise? 

Lustre and life, the poet’s art 

To middle virtue may impart; 

But deeds sublime, exalted high like 
these, 125 

Transcend his utmost flight; and mock his 
distant praise. 


120 


Ill 


Still would the willing Muse aspire, 

With transport still her strains prolong; 

But fear unstrings the trembling lyre, 

And admiration stops her song. 130 

Go on, great Chief, in Anna’s cause proceed; 

Nor sheath the terrors of thy sword, 

Till Europe thou hast freed, 

And universal peace restored. 

This mighty work when thou shalt end, 135 

Equal rewards attend, 

Of value far above 

Thy trophies and thy spoils; 

Rewards even worthy of thy toils, 

Thy Queen’s just favor, and thy country’s 
love. 140 

1706 


LYRICS 


John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester 


(1647-1680) 
LOVE AND LIFE 
Au my past life is mine no more; 


The flying hours are gone, 
Like transitory dreams given o’er, 
Whose images are kept in store 
By memory alone. 5 


The time that is to come is not; 
How.can it, then, be mine? 
The present moment's all my lot; 


And that, as fast as it is got, 
Phyllis, is only thine. 


Then talk not of inconstancy, 
False hearts, and broken vows; 
If I by miracle can be 


10 


This live-long minute true to thee, 
’T is all that Heaven allows. 


~ 


15 
1680 


UPON DRINKING IN A BOWL 


VULCAN, contrive me such a cup 
As Nestor used of old: 

Show all thy skill to trim it up, 
Damask it round with gold. 


( Make it so large that, filled with sack, 5 
Up to the swelling brim, 
Vast toasts on the delicious lake, 


) Like ships at sea may swim. 


Engrave not battle on his cheek, 

With war I’ve naught to do: 

I’m none of those that took Mestrick, 
Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew. 


10 
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Let it no name of planets tell, 

Fixed stars or constellations; 

For I am no Sir Sidrophel, 15 
Nor none of his relations. 


But carve thereon a spreading vine, 

Then add two lovely boys; 

Their limbs in amorous folds entwine, 

The type of future joys. 20 


y Cupid and Bacchus my saints are; 
May Drink and Love still reign! 
With wine I wash away my care, 


And then to love again. 
- 1680 


CONSTANCY 


r 1 cannot change as others do, 
Though you unjustly scorn; 
Since that poor swain that sighs for you, 
For you alone was born. 
No, Phillis, no; your heart to move 5 
A surer way I’ll try; 
And, to revenge my slighted love, 
I. Will still love on, will still love on, and die. 


When, killed with grief, Amyntas lies, 
And you to mind shall call 10 
The sighs that now unpitied rise, 
The tears that vainly fall; 
That welcome hour that ends this smart 
Will then begin your pain, 
For such a faithful tender heart 15 
Can never break, can never break in vain. 
1680 


John Oldham (1653-1683) 
THE CARELESS GOOD FELLOW 


A [plague] of this fooling and plotting of 


late, 

What a pother and stir has it kept in the 
State; 

Let the rabble run mad with suspicions and 
fears, 

Let them scuffle and jar, till they go by the 
ears; 

Their grievances never shall trouble my 
pate, 5 


So I can enjoy my dear bottle at quiet. 

What coxcombs were those who would bar- 
ter their ease 

And their necks for a toy, a thin wafer and 
mass; 

At old Tyburn they never had needed to 
swing, 
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Had they been but true subjects to drink and 
their king; 10 

A friend and a bottle is all my design; 

He has no room for treason, that’s topfull 
of wine. 


I mind not the members and makers of laws, 

Let them sit or prorogue, as his majesty 
please; 

Let them damn us to woollen, I’ll never 
repine 15 

At my lodging when dead, so alive I have 
wine; 

Yet oft, in my drink, I can hardly forbear 

To curse them for making my claret so dear. 


I mind not grave asses who idly debate 
About right and succession, the trifles of 


state; 20 
We’ve a good king already; and he deserves 
laughter 


That will trouble his head with who shall 
come after; 

Come, here’s to his health, and I wish he 
may be 

As free from all care and all trouble as we. 


What care I how leagues with the Hollander 


go? ls _ 26 
Or intrigues betwixt Sidney and Monsieur 
D’Avaux? 


What concerns it my drinking, if Cassel be 
sold, 

If the conqueror take it by storming, or 
gold? 

Good Bordeaux alone is the place that I mind, 

And when the fleet’s coming, I pray for a 
wind. 30 


The bully of France, that aspires to renown 

By dull cutting of throats, and venturing his 
own 

Let him’ fight and be damned, and make 
matches and treat, 

To afford the newsmongers and coffee-house 


chat; 
He’s but a brave wretch, while I am more 
free, 35 
More safe, and a thousand times happier 
than he. 


Come he, or the pope, or the devil to boot, 
Or come faggot and stake, I care not a 
groat; 
Never think that in Smithfield I porters will 
heat: 
No, I swear, Mr. Fox, pray excuse me for 
that. 40 
Ill drink in defiance of gibbet and halter, 
This is the profession that never will alter. 
1683 


JOHN POMFRET 


Yohn Pomfret (1667-1702) 


THE CHOICE - s/f ©: 


Ir Heaven the grateful liberty would give 
That I might choose my method how to live; 
And all those hours propitious fate should 
end, 
n blissful ease and satisfaction spend; 
Nearj some fair town I’d have a private 
seat, 
Built uniform, not little, nor too great; 
Better, if on a rising ground it stood; 
Lon this side fields, on that a neighbouring 


wood. 
It should within no other things contain 
But what are useful, necessary, plain; 10 
Methinks ’t is nauseous, and I’d ne’er ‘endure 
The needless pomp of gaudy furniture, 
A little garden grateful te the eye, 
_ And a cool rivulet run murmuring by; 

On whose delicious banks a stately row 15 
Of shady limes or sycamores should grow, 
At the end of which a silent study placed, 
Should be with all the noblest authors 

graced: 
Horace and Virgil, in whose mighty lines 
Immortal wit and solid learning shines; 20 
Sharp Juvenal, and amorous Ovid too, 
Who all the turns of love’s soft passion knew: 
He that with judgment reads his charming 


e8, 
In which strong art with stronger nature 


joins, 
Must grant his fancy does the best ex- 
cel — 25 
His Laer so tender, and expressed so 
well: 


With all those moderns, men of steady sense, 
Esteemed for learning and for eloquence. 
In some of these, as fancy should advise, 
I’d always take my morning exercise; 30 
For sure no minutes bring us more content 
Than those in pleasing useful studies spent. 
I’d have a clear and competent estate, 
That I might live genteelly, but not great; 
As much as I could moderately spend; 35 
A little more, sometimes to oblige a friend. 
Nor should the sons of poverty repine 
Too much at fortune; they should taste of 
mine; 
And all that objects of true pity were, 
Should be relieved with what my wants 
could spare; 40 
For that our Maker has too largely given 
Should be returned in gratitude to Heaven. 
A frugal plenty should my table spread; 
With healthy, not luxurious, dishes spread; 
Enough to satisfy, and something more, 45 
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a To feed the stranger, and the neighbouring 


A 

= Si indulges vice, and pampering 
00 

Creates diseases, and inflames the blood, 

But what ’s sufficient to make nature strong, 

And the bright lamp of life continue long, 50 

I'd freely take; and, as I did possess, 

The bounteous Author of my plenty bless. 

I’d have a little vault, but always stored 

With bey best wines each vintage could af- 
ford. 

Wine whets the wit, improves its native 
force, 55 

And gives a pleasant flavour to discourse: 

By making all our spirits debonair, 

Throws off the lees, the sediment of care. 

But as the greatest blessing Heaven lends 

May be debauched, and serve ignoble 
ends; 60 

So, but too oft, the grape’s refreshing juice 

Does many mischievous effects produce. 

My house should no rude disorders know, 

As from high drinking consequently flow; 

Nor would I use what was so kindly given, 65 

To the dishonour of indulgent Heaven. 

If any neighbour came, he should be free, 

Used with respect, and not uneasy be, 

In my retreat, or to himself or me. 

What freedom, prudence, and right reason 
give, 70 

All men may, with impunity, receive: 

But the least swerving from their rule’s too 
much; 

For what ’s forbidden us, ’t is death to touch. 
That life may be more comfortable yet, 
And all my joys refined, sincere, and great; 75 
I’d choose two friends, whose company 

would be 
A great advance to my felicity: 
Well-born, of humours suited to my own, 
Discreet, and men as well as books have 
known; 
Brave, generous, witty, and exactly free 80 
From loose behaviour, or formality: 
Airy and prudent; merry, but not light; 
Quick in discerning, and in judgment right: 
Secret they should be, faithful to their trust; 
In reasoning cool, strong, temperate, and 
just; 85 
Obliging, open, without huffing, brave; 
Brisk i in gay talking, and in sober, grave: 


Close in dispute, but not tenacious; tryed 
By solid reason, and let that decide: 
Not prone to lust, revenge, or envious 


hate; 90 
Nor busy meddlers with intrigues of state: 
Strangers to slander, and sworn foes to 

spite; 
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Not quarrelsome, but stout enough to fight; 
Loyal, and pious, friends to Cesar; true 
As dying martyrs to their Maker too. 95 
In their society I could not miss : 
A permanent, sincere, substantial bliss. 
Would bounteous Heaven once more in- 
dulge, I’d choose 
(For who would so much satisfaction lose 
As witty nymphs, in conversation, give?) 100 
Near some obliging modest fair to live: 
For there ’s that sweetness in a female mind, 
Which in a man’s we cannot hope to find; 
That, by a secret, but a powerful art, 
Winds up the springs of life, and does im- 
part 105 
Fresh vital heat to the transported heart. 
I’d have her reason all her passions sway: 
Easy in company, in private gay: 
Coy to a fop, to the deserving free; 
Still constant to herself, and just to me. 110 
A soul she should have for great actions fit; 
Prudence and wisdom to direct her wit: 
Courage to look bold danger in the face; 
No fear, but only to be proud, or base; 
Quick to advise, by an emergence prest, 115 
To give good counsel, or to take the best. 
I’d have the expression of her thoughts be 


such, 

She might not seem reserved, nor talk too 
much: 

That shows a want of judgment, and of 
sense; 


More than enough is but impertinence. 120 
Her conduct regular, her mirth refined; 
Civil to strangers, to her neighbours kind: 
Averse to vanity, revenge, and pride; 

In all the methods of deceit untryed: 

So faithful to her friend, and good to all, 125 
No censure might upon her actions fall: 
Then would ev’n Envy be compelled to say 
She goes the least of womankind astray. 

To this fair creature 1’d sometimes retire; 
Her conversation would new joys inspire; 130 
Give life an edge so keen, no surly care 
Would venture to assault) my soul, or dare 
Near my retreat, to hide one secret snare. 
But so divine, so noble a repast 
I’d seldom, and with moderation, taste: 135 
For highest cordials all their virtue lose, 

By a too frequent and too bold an use; 
And what would cheer the spirits in distress, 
Ruins our health, when taken to excess. 

I’d be concerned in no litigious jar; 140 
Beloved by all, not vainly popular. 
Whate’er assistance I had power to bring 
T’ oblige my country, or to serve my king, 
Whene’er they call, I’d readily afford 
My tongue, my pen, my counsel, or my 

sword. 145 
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Lawsuits I’d shun, with as much studious 
care, 
As I would dens where hungry lions are; 
And rather put up injuries, “than be 
A plague to him, who ’d be a plague to me. 
I value quiet at a price too great, 150 
To give for my revenge so dear arate: 
For what do we by all our bustle gain, 
But counterfeit delight for real pain? 
If Heaven a date of many years would 


give, 
Thus I’d in pleasure, ease, and plenty 
live. 155 


And as I near approached the verge of life, 
Some kind relation (for I’d have no wife) 
Should take upon him all my worldly care, 
Whilst I did for a better state prepare. 
Then I’d not be with any trouble vexed, 160 
Nor have the evening of my days perplexed; 
But by a silent and a peaceful death, 
Without a sigh, resign my agéd breath. 
And when committed to the dust, I’d have 
Few tears, but friendly, dropt into my 
grave, 165 
Then would my exit so propitious be, 
All men would wish to live and die like me. 
1700 


TO HIS FRIEND, INCLINED TO 
MARRY 


I wot tp not have you, Strephon, choose a 
mate, 

From too exalted, or too mean a state; 

For in both these we may expect to find 

A creeping spirit, or a haughty mind. 

Who moves within the middle region, 
shares 5 

The least disquiets, and the smallest cares. 

Let her extraction with true lustre shine; 

If something brighter, not too bright for 
thine: 

Her education liberal, not great; 

Neither inferior, nor above her state. 10 

Let her have wit; but let that wit be free 

From effectation, pride, and pedantry: 

For the effect of woman’s wit is such, 

Too little is as dangerous as too much. 

But chiefly let her humour close with 
thine, - 15 

Unless where yours does to a fault incline; 

The least disparity in this destroys, 


Like sulph’rous blasts, the very buds of 
joys. 

Her person amiable, straight, and free 

From natural, or chance, deformity. 20 


Let not her years exceed, if equal thine, 
For women past their vigour, soon decline: 


ABRAHAM COWLEY 


Her fortune competent; and, if thy sight 
Can reach so far, take care ‘tis gathered 


right. 
If thine’s enough, then her’s may be the 
less: 25 
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Do not aspire to riches in excess. 
For that which makes our lives delightful 
prove, 
Is a genteel sufficiency and love. 
1700 


PROSE 


ESSAYS 


Abraham Cowley (1618-1667) 


OF OBSCURITY 


Nam neque divitihbus coniingunt gaudia solis; 
Nec vixit male, qui natus moriensque fefellit. 


God made not pleasures only for the rich; 
Nor have those men without their share too 


ved, 
Who both in life and death the world deceived. 


This seems a strange sentence, thus lit- i 


erally translated, and looks as if it were in 
vindication of the men of business (for who 
else can deceive the world?) whereas it is in 
commendation of those who live and die so 
obscurely, that the world t 
them. This Horace calls deceiving the 
world; and in another place uses the same 
phrase. 

—Secretum iter et fallentis semita vite. 

The secret tracks of the deceiving life. 
It is very elegant in Latin, but our English 
word will hardly bear up to that sense; and 
therefore Mr. Broom translates it very well— 

Or from a life, led, as it were, by stealth. 

Yet we say, in our language, a thing de- 
ceives our sight, when it passes before us un- 
perceived: and we may say well enough, out 
of the same author, 


Sometimes with sleep, sometimes with wine, 
we strive , 
The cares of life and troubles to deceive. 


But that is not to deceive the world, but to 


to the fatal period, and fall into that pit 
which. nature hath prepared for it. The 
meaning of all this is no more than that most 
vulgar saying, ‘Bene qui latwit, bene vivit,’ 


5 he has lived well, who has lain well hidden. 


Which, if it be a truth, the world (I will 
swear) is sufficiently deceived: for my part, 
I think it is, and that the pleasantest con- 
dition of life is in incognito. What a brave 
privilege is it, to be free from all contentions, 
from all envying or being envied, from re- 
celving or paying all kind of ceremonies! It 
is, In my mind, a very delightful pastime, 
for two good and agreeable friends to travel 


Blew vis noites of Lo UP and down together, in places where they 


are by nobody known, nor know anybody. 
It was the case of A*neas and his Achates, 
when they walked invisibly about the fields 
and streets of Carthage; Venus herself 


20 
A veil of thickened air around them cast, 


That none might know, or see them, as they 
passed. 


The common story of Demosthenes’ con- 


25 fession, that he had taken great pleasure in 


hearing of a tanker-woman say, as he passed: 
‘This is that Demosthenes,’ is wonderfully 
ridiculous from so solid an orator. I myself 
have often met with that temptation to 


30 vanity (if it were any); but am so far from 


finding it any pleasure, that it only makes me 
run faster from the place, till I get, as it were, 
out of sight-shot. Democritus relates, and 
in such a manner as if he gloried in the good 


deceive ourselves, as Quintilian says, ‘Vitam 35 fortune and commodity of it, that, when he 


fallere,’ to draw on still, and amuse, and de- 
ceive our life, till it be advanced insensibly 


came to Athens, nobody there did so much 
as take notice of him; and Epicurus lived 
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there very well, that is, lay hid many years 
in his gardens, so famous since that time, 
with his friend Metrodorus: after whose 
death, making in one of his letters a kind 
commemoration of the happiness which they 
two had enjoyed together, he adds at last, 
that he thought it no disparagement to 
those great felicities of their life, that, in the 
midst of the most talked-of and talking 
country in the world, they had lived so long, 
not only without fame, but almost without 
being heard of. And yet, within a very few 
years afterward, there were no two names of 
men more known, or more generally cele- 
brated. If we engage into a large acquain- 
tance and various familiarities, we set open 
our gates to the invaders of most of our time: 
we expose our life to a quotidian ague of 
frigid impertinences, which would make a 
wise man tremble to think of. Now, as for 
being known much by sight, and pointed at, 
I cannot comprehend the honour that lies in 
that: whatsoever it be, every mountebank 
has it more than the best doctor, and the 
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commerce in the world besides, who is es- 
teemed well enough by his few neighbours 
that know him, and is truly irreproachable 
by anybody; and so, after a healthful quiet 


5 life, before the great inconveniences of old 


age, goes more silently out of it than he came 
in (for I would not have him so much as ery 
in the exit): this innocent deceiver of the 
world, as Horace calls him, this ‘muta per- 


10 sona,’ I take to have been more happy in his 


part, than the greatest actors that fill the 
stage with show and noise, nay, even than 
Augustus himself, who asked with his last 
breath, whether he had not played his farce 


15 very well. 


1668 


OF MYSELF 


It is a hard and nice subject for a man 
to write of himself; it grates his own heart 
to say anything of disparagement, and the 
reader’s ears to hear anything of praise from 
him. There is no danger from me of offend- 


hangman more than the lord chief justice of 25 ing him in this kind; neither my mind, nor 


a city. Mvery creature has it, both of nature 
and art, if it be anyways extraordinary. It 
was as Often said, ‘This is that Bucephalus,’ 
or, ‘This is that Incitatus,’ when they were 
led prancing through the streets, as, ‘This 
is that Alexander,’ or, ‘This is that Dom- 
itian’; and truly, for the latter, I take In- 
citatus to have been a much more honourable 
beast than his master, and more deserving 
the consulship, than he the empire. 

I love and commend a true good fame, 
because it is the shadow of virtue; not that 
it doth any good to the body which it ac- 
companies, but ’tis an efficacious shadow, 
and, like that of St. Peter, cures the diseases 
of others. The best kind of glory, no doubt, 
is that which is reflected from honesty, such 
as was the glory of Cato and Aristides; but 
it was harmful to them both, and is seldom 


beneficial to any man, whilst he lives: what 45 


it is to him after his death I cannot say, be- 
sause I love not philosophy merely notional 
and conjectural, and no man who has made 
the experiment has been so kind as to come 


back to inform us. Upon the whole matter, 50 could find any of the same temper. 


I account a person who has a moderate mind 
and fortune, and lives in the conversation 
of two or three agreeable friends, with little 


39 markable on 


my body, nor my fortune, allow me any 
materials for that vanity. It is sufficient for 
my own contentment, that they have pre- 
served me from being scandalous, or re- 
the defective side. But, 
besides that, I shall here speak of myself, 
only in relation to the subject of these pre- 
cedent discourses and shall be likelier 
thereby to fall into the contempt, than rise 


35 up to the estimation, of most people. 


As far as my memory can return back into 
my past life, before I knew, or was capable 
of guessing, what the world, or the glories or 
business of it, were, the natural affections 


40 of my soul gave me a secret bent of aversion 


from them, as some plants are said to turn 
away from others, by an antipathy imper- 
ceptible to themselves, and inscrutable to 
man’s understanding. Even when I was 
a very young boy at school, instead of run- 
ning about on holidays and playing with 
my fellows, I was wont to steal from them, 
and walk into the fields, either alone with 
a book, or with some one companion, if I 
I was 
then, too, so much an enemy to all constraint, 
that my masters could never prevail on me, 
by any persuasions or encouragements, to 


. 


ABRAHAM COWLEY 


learn without book the common rules of 
grammar; in which they dispensed with me 
alone, because they found I made a shift to 
do the usual exercise out of my own reading 
and observation. That I was then of the 
same mind as I am now (which, I confess, 
I wonder at, myself) may appear by the 
latter end of an ode, which I made when I 
was but thirteen years old, and which was 
then printed with many other verses. 
beginning of it is boyish; but of this part, 
which I here set down (if a very little were 
corrected), I should hardly now be much 
ashamed. 


This only grant me, that my means may lie 

Too low for envy, for contempt too high. 
Some honour I would have, 

Not from great deeds, but good alone; 

The unknown are better, than ill known: 
Rumour can ope the grave. 

Acquaintance I would have; 

pends 
Not on the number, but the choice of friends, 


Books should, not business, entertain the light, 

And sleep, as undisturbed as death, the night. 
My house a cottage, more 

Than palace; and should fitting be 

For all my use, no luxury. 
My garden painted o’er 

With nature’s hand, nor art’s; and pleasures 

yield, 
Horace might envy in his Sabine field. 


but when ’t de- 


Thus would I double my life’s fading space; 

For he, that runs it well, twice runs his race. 
And in this true delight, 

These unbought sports, that happy state, 

I would not fear, nor wish, my fate; 
But boldly say each night, 

To-morrow let my sun his beam display, 

Or, in clouds hide them; I have lived, to-day. 


You may see by it, I was even then ac- 


quainted with the poets (for the conclusion 40 well; 


is taken out of Horace); and perhaps it was 
the immature and immoderate love of them, 
which stamped first, or rather engraved, the 
characters in me: they were like letters cut 
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parlour (I know not by what accident, for 
she herself never in her life read any book 
but of devotion) but there was wont to lie 
Spenser’s works: this I happened to fall 
5 upon, and was infinitely delighted with the 
stories of the knights, and giants, and mon- 
sters, and brave houses, which I found every- 
where there (though my understanding had 
little to do with all this); and, by degrees, 


The 10 with the tinkling of the rhyme and dance of 


the numbers; so that, I think, I had read 
him all over before I was twelve years old. 

With these affections of mind, and my 
heart wholly set upon letters, I went to the 


15 university; but was soon torn from thence 


by that violent public storm, which would 
suffer nothing to stand where it did, but 
rooted up every plant, even from the princely 
cedars to me the hyssop. Yet, I had as good 


20 fortune as could have befallen me in such a 


tempest; for I was cast by it into the family 
of one of the best persons, and into the court 
of one of the best princesses, of the world. 
Now, though I was here engaged in ways 


25 most contrary to the original design of my 


life, that is, into much company, and no 
small business, and into a daily sight of great- 
ness, both militant and triumphant (for that 
was the state then of the English and the 


30 French courts); yet all this was so far from 


altering my opinion, that it only added the 
confirmation of reason to that which was 
before but natural inclination. I saw plainly 
all the paint of that kind of life, the nearer I 


35 came to it; and that beauty, which I did not 


fall in love with, when, for aught I knew, it 
was real, was not like to bewitch or entice me, 
when I saw it was adulterate. I met with 
several great persons, whom I liked very 
but could not perceive that any part 
of their greatness was to be liked or desired, 
no more than I would be glad or content, to 
be in a storm, though I saw many ships 
which rid safely and bravely in it: a storm 


into the bark of a young tree, which with the 45 would not agree with my stomach, if it did 


tree still grow proportionably. But, how 
this love came to be produced in me so early, 
is a hard question: I believe, I can tell the 
particular little chance that filled my head 


with my courage. Though I was in a crowd 
of as good company as could be found any- 
where, though I was in business of great and 
honourable trust, though I eat at the best 


first with such chimes of verse, as have never 50 table, and enjoyed the best conveniences 


since left ringing there: for I remember, 
when I began to read, and take some pleasure 
in it, there was wont to lie in my mother’s 


for present subsistence that ought to be de- 
sired by a man of my condition in banish- 
ment and public distresses; yet I could not 
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abstain from renewing my old school-boy’s Thou neither great at court, nor in the war, 


wish, in a copy of verses to the same effect; Nor at the Exchange shalt be, nor at the 
wrangling bar. 


Content thyself with the small barren praise, 


Well then; I now do plainly see 5 Which thy neglected verse does raise. 
This busy world and I shall ne’er agree. 
The very honey of all earthly joy She spake; and all my years to come 
Does of all meats the soonest cloy, | Took their unlucky doom. 
And they (methinks) deserve my pity, Their several ways of life let others choose, 
Who for it can endure the stings, _ 10 Their several pleasures let them use; 
The crowd, and buzz, and murmurings But I was born for love, and for a Muse. 


Of this great hive, the city. 
With fate what boots it to contend? 
Such I began, such am, and so must end. 
15 The star, that did my being frame, 
ene Was but a lambent flame, 
Both wise, and both delightful too! ee ee ee 
And since love ne’er will from me flee, No matter, Cowley; let proud Fortune see, 


A mistress moderately fair, 20 That thou canst her despise no less than she 
And good as guardian-angels are, 


Ah, yet, ere I descend to the grave, 
May I a small house and large garden have! 
And a few friends, and many books, both 


: does thee. 

Only beloved, and loving me! Let all her gifts the portion be 
O fountains, when in you shall I Of folly, lust, and flattery, 
Myself, eased of unpeaceful thoughts espy? Fraud, extortion, calumny, 
O fields! O woods! when, when shall I be 25 Murder, infidelity, 

made, Rebellion and hypocrisy. 

The happy tenant of your shade? Do thou not grieve nor blush to be, 

Here’s the spring-head of pleasure’s flood; As all the inspired tuneful men, 
Here’s wealthy Nature’s treasury, And all thy great forefathers were, from 
Where all the riches lie, that she 30 Homer down to Ben. 

Has coined and stamped for good. 
Pride and ambition here However, by the failing of the forces which 
Only in far-fetched metaphors appear; I had expected, I did not acquit the design 


Here nought but winds can hurtful murmurs which I had resolved on; I cast myself into 


id eonche init coho flatter 35it a corps perdu, without making capitula- 
The gods, when they dieaconded hither tions, or taking counsel of fortune. But 
From heaven, did always choose their way; God laughs at a man who says to his soul, 
And therefore we may boldly say, ‘Take thy ease’: I met presently not only 
That ’tis the way to thither. “. : : 
with many little encumbrances and im- 
How happy here should I ‘ 40 pediments, but with so much sickness (a new 
And one dear she live, and embracing die! misfortune to me) as would have spoiled the 
She who is all the world, and can exclude Tawpiaoseieien on ll bee 
Teiccere eal: appiness of an emperor as well as mine: 
I should have then this only fear, yet I do neither repent, nor alter my course. 
Lest men, when they my pleasures see, Non ego perfidum dixi sacramentum; nothing 
Should hither throng to live like me, 45 shall separate me from a mistress, which I 


And so make a city here. 
: y have loved so long, and have now at last 


married; though she neither has brought me 
And I never then proposed to myself any 4 pich portion, nor lived yet so quietly with 
other advantage from his majesty’s happy etaccl hoped from her: 
restoration, but the getting into some moder- 50 
ately convenient retreat in the country; __ Nee bos aittesatonan Mla: 
which I thought, in that case, I might easily Nomina, vos Muse, libertas, otia, libri, 
have compassed, as well as some others, who 7. ortique sylveque, anima remanente relinquam. 
with no greater probabilities or pretences, 
have arrived to extraordinary fortunes: but 55 Nor by me e’er shall you, 
I had before written a shrewd prophecy You, of all names the sweetest, and the best, 


. . . . Fi /) vu j = 
against myself; and I think Apollo inspired Y0U, Muses, books, and liberty, and Nags 
JEuaher trun chee ttenic cine You, gardens, fields, and woods, forsaken be, 
me in the truth, though not in the elegance As Jong as life itself forsakes not me. 
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Sir William Temple (1628-1699) 
OF HEROICK VIRTUE 


SECTION III 


*T is known enough, that about the year 
1484, Alonzo Sanchez, master of a Spanish 
vessel, that usually traded from those coasts 
to the Canaries and Maderas, was, in his 


451 


There were among them many principal- 
ities, that seemed to have grown up, from 
the original of paternal dominion, and some 
communities with orders and laws; but the 

5 two great dominions were those of Mexico 
and Peru, which had arrived to such extent 
of territory, power, and riches, that amazed 
those who had been enough acquainted with 
the greatness and splendour of the Euro- 


passage between these islands, surprised 10 pean kingdoms. And I never met with any 


with a furious storm at East, so violent that 
he was forced to let his ship drive before it 
without any sail; and so black, that within 
twenty eight days he could not take the 
height of the sun. 
east upon a shore, but whether island or con- 
tinent, he could not tell, but full of savage 
people. That after infinite toils, dangers, 
and miseries of hunger and sickness, he made 


story so entertaining, as the relations of the 
several learned Spanish Jesuits and others, 
concerning these countries and_ people, 
in their native innocence and simplicity. 


That he was at length 15 Mexico was so vast an empire, that it was 


well represented by the common answer of 
the Indians, all along that coast, to the 
Spaniards, when they came to any part, and 
asked the people whether they were under 


at length one of the Tercera islands, with 20 Montezuma, Quien noes esclavo de Monte- 


only five men left of seventeen he carried out; 
and meeting there with the famous Columbo, 
made him such relations, and so pertinent 
accounts of the voyage, as gave occasion for 


the discovery of America, or the West Indies, 25 and so cruel as his. 


by this man so renowned in our modern 
story. 

Whatever predictions have been since 
found out, or applied toward the discovery 


zuma? Or, Who is not a slave of Montezwma? 
As if they thought the whole world was so. 
They might truly call it slave, for no do- 
minion was ever so absolute, so tyrannous, 
Among other tributes 
imposed on the people, one was of men to be 
sacrificed every year to an ugly deformed idol, 
in the great temple of Mexico. Such num- 
bers as the king pleased of poor victims, 


of this New World, or stories told of a certain 30 were laid upon such extents of cities or 


prince in Wales, having run the same for- 
tune, or of the ancient Carthaginians, I do 
not find, by all I have read upon this subject, 
any reason to believe that any mortals, from 


villages, or numbers of inhabitants, and 
there chosen by lot, to satisfy such bloody 
and inhuman taxes. These were often in- 
fluenced by the priests, who when they saw 


Europe or Africa, had ever traced these 35men grow negligent, either in respect to 


unknown paths of that Western Ocean, or 
left the least footsteps of having discovered 
those countries, before Alonzo Sanchez and 
his crew. Upon the arrival of the Spaniards 


themselves, or devotion to their idols, would 
send to tell the king, that the gods were hun- 
gry, and thereupon the common tribute was 
raised; so as that year, the Spaniards 


there with Columbus, they found nature as 40 landed and invaded Mexico, there had been 


naked as the inhabitants; in most parts no 
thought of business, further than the most 
natural pleasures or necessities of life; 
nations divided by natural bounds of rivers, 


above thirty thousand men sacrificed to 
this cruel superstition. And this was said 
to have given great occasion for the easy 
conquests of the Spaniards, by the willing 


rocks, or mountains, or difference of lan-45 revolts and submissions of the natives to 


guage; quarrels among them only for hunger 
or lust; the command in wars given to the 
strongest or the bravest; and in peace 
taken up or exercised by the boldest among 


any new dominion. 

The same was observed to happen in 
Peru, by the general hatred and aversion of 
the people in that empire to Atahualpa, who 


them; and their lives commonly spent in 50 being a bastard of the Incas family, had first 


the most innocent entertainments of hunt- 
ing, fishing, feasting, or in the most careless 
leisure. 


by practices and subtility, and afterwards 
by cruelty and violence, raised himself to 
the throne of Peru, and eut off with merci- 
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less cruelty, all the masculine race of the sequently, neither say nor do anything to 
true royal blood, that were at man’s estate, others, that they were not willing others 
or near it, after that line had lasted pure and should say or do to them, because it was 
sacred, and reigned with unspeakable fe- against all common reason, to make one law 
licity, both to themselves and their subjects, 5 for ourselves, and another for other people. 
for above eight hundred years. And this was the great principle of all their 
This kingdom is said to have extended morality. In the next place, that they 
near seven hundred leagues in length, from should worship the Sun, who took care of the 
north to south, and about an hundred and whole world, gave life to all creatures, and 
twenty in breadth: ’tis bounded on the 10 made the plants grow, and the herbs fit for 
west by the Pacific Ocean; on the east by food to maintain them; and was so careful 
mountains impassable for men or beasts, and so good, as to spare no pains of his own, 
and as some write, even birds themselves; but to go round the world every day, to in- 
the height being such, as makes their tops spect and provide for all that was upon it, 
always covered with snow, even in that warm 15 and had sent these his two children down on 
region. On the north ’tis bounded with a purpose, for the good and happiness of man- 
great river, and on the south with another, kind, and to rule them with the same care 
which separates it from the province of and goodness that he did the world. After 
Chili, that reaches to the Magellan Straits. this, they taught them the arts most neces- 
The kingdom of Peru deduced its origi- 20 sary for life, as Mango Copac, to sow maize 
nal from their great heroes, Mango Copac, (or the common Indian grain) at certain 
and his wife and sister Coya Mama, who are seasons, to preserve it against others, to 
said to have first appeared in that country, build houses against inclemencies of air, and 
near a mighty lake, which is still sacred with danger of wild beasts, to distinguish them- 
them upon this occasion. 25 selves by wedlock into several families, to 
Before this time, the people of these coun- _ clothe themselves, so as to cover at least the 
tries are reported to have lived like the shame of nakedness, to tame and nourish 
beasts among them, without any traces of | such creatures as might be of common use 
orders, laws, or religion, without other food and sustenance. Coya Mama taught the 
than from the trees or the herbs, or what 30 women to spin and weave, both cotton and 
game they could catch, without further certain coarse wools of some beasts among 
provision than for present hunger, without them. 
any clothing or houses, but dwelt in rocks, of With these instructions and inventions 
caves, or trees, to be secure from wild beasts, they were so much believed in all they 
or in tops of hills, if they were in fear of fierce 35 said, and adored for what they did and 
neighbours. When Mango Copac and his taught of common utility, that they were 
sister came first into these naked lands, as followed by great numbers of people, ob- 
they were persons of excellent shape and served and obeyed like sons of the Sun, 
beauty, so were they adorned with such sent down from heaven to instruct and to 
clothes as continued afterwards the usual 40 govern them. Mango Copac had in his 
habit of the Incas, by which name they hand a rod of gold, about two foot long and 
called themselves. They told the people who _ five inches round. He said that his father 
came first about them, that they were the son the Sun had given it him, and bid him when 
and daughter of the Sun, and that their he traveled northward from the lake, he 
father, taking pity of the miserable condition 45 should every time he rested strike this wand 
of mankind, had sent them down to reclaim down into the ground, and where at the first 
them from those bestial lives, and to in- — stroke it should go down to the very top, he 
struct them how to live happily and safely, should there build a temple to the Sun, and 
by observing such laws, customs, and orders, fix the seat of his government. 
as their father the Sun had commanded 50 This fell out to be in the vale of Cozco, 
these his children to teach them. The great where he founded that city, which was head 
rule they first taught was, that every man of this great kingdom of Peru. 
should live according to reason, and con- He divided his company into two colonies 
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or plantations, and called one the high Casco, cases, or to whom (in such case) the criminals 
and t’ other the low, and began here to be a appealed. But every decurion that con- 
lawgiver to these people. In each of these cealed any crime of those under his charge 
were at first a thousand families, which he above a day and a night, became guilty of it, 
caused all to be registered, with the numbers 5 and liable to the same punishment. There 
in each. This he did by strings of several were laws or orders likewise against theft, 
colours, and knots of several kinds and ecol- mutilations, murthers, disobedience to of- 
ours upen them, by which both accounts  ficers, and adulteries (for every man was to 
were kept of things and times, and as much have one lawful wife, but had the liberty 
expressed of their minds, as was necessary 10 of keeping other women, as he could). The 
in government, where neither letters nor punishment of all crimes was either corporal 
money, nor consequently disputes or ava- pains or death, but commonly the last, upon 
rice, with their consequences, ever entered. these two reasons which they gave; first, 
He instituted decurions through both that all crimes, whether great or small, were 
these colonies, that is, one over every ten15of the same nature, and deserved the same 
families, another over fifty, a third over a punishment, if they were committed against 
hundred, a fourth over five hundred, and a _ the divine commands, which were sent them 
fifth over a thousand; and to this last they down from the Sun; next, that to punish 
gave the name of Curaca or Governour. any man in his possessions or charges, and 
Every decurion was a censor, a patron, and a 20 leave him alive, and in strength and liberty, 
judge or arbiter in small controversies was to leave an ill man more incensed, or 
among those under his charge. They took necessitated to commit new crimes. On 
care that every one clothed themselves,  t’ other side, they never forfeited the charge 
laboured, and lived according to the orders or possessions of a son for his father’s of- 
given them by the Incas, from their father 25fences, but the judges only remonstrated 
the Sun; among which one was, that none to him the guilt and punishment of them for 
who could work should be idle, more than his warning or example. These orders had 
to rest after labour; and that none who so great force and effect, that many times a 
could not work, by age, sickness, or invalid- whole year passed without the execution of 
ity, should want, but be maintained by the 30 one criminal. 
others’ pains. These were so much observed, There is no doubt, but that which con- 
that in the whole empire of Peru, and during _ tributed much to this great order in the state, 
the long race of the Inca kings, no beggar was the disuse of other possessions than 
was ever known, and no woman ever so what were necessary to life, and the eminent 
much as went to see a neighbour, but with 35 virtue of their first great hero, or legislator, 
their work in their hands, which they fol- which seemed to have been entailed upon 
lowed all the time the visit lasted. Upon their whole race, im the course of their reign: 
this, I remember a strain of refined civility so as im the whole length of it ’tis reported 
among them, which was, that when any among them, that no true Inca was ever 
woman went to see another of equal or or-40found guilty or punished for any crime, 
dinary birth, she worked at her own work in ‘Thus particular qualities have been observed 
the other’s house, but if she made a visit to in old Rome, to be constant in the same 
any of the Pallas, (which was the name by families for several hundred years, as good- 
which they called all the women of the true ness, clemency, love of the people, im that 
royal blood, as Incas was that of the men) 45of the Valerii, haughtiness, pride, cruelty, 
then they immediately desired the Palla to and hatred of the people, in that of the 
give them a piece of her own work, and the Apii, which may come from the force of 
visit passed in working for her. Idleness, blood, of education, or example. ’T is cer- 
sentenced by the decurions, was punished by __ tain no government was ever established and 
so many stripes in public, and the disgrace 50 continued by greater examples of virtue and 
was more sensible than the pain. Every severity, nor any ever gave greater tes- 
colony had one supreme judge, to whom the timonies, than the Incas, of an excellent 
lower decurions remitted great and difficult institution, by the progresses and successes, 
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both in the propagation and extent of empire, with their doors open, so that all might see 
in force and plenty, in greatness and mag- their temperance and order. 
nificence of all public works, as temples, By these and other such laws and insti- 
palaces, highways, bridges, and in all pro- tutions, Mango Copac first settled his gov- 
visions necessary to common ease, safety, 6 ernment or kingdom in the colonies of Cozco, 
and utility of human life: so as several of which were in time multiplied into many 
the Jesuits, and particularly Acosta, are others, by the willing confluence and recourse 
either so just or so presuming as to prefer the of many several people round about him, 
civil constitutions of Mango Copac before  allured by the divine authority of his orders, 
those of Lycurgus, Numa, Solon, or any 10 by the sweetness and clemency of his reign, 
other lawgivers so celebrated in the more and by the felicity of all that lived under it; 
known parts of the world. and indeed, the whole government of this 
To every colony was assigned such a com- race of the Incas was rather like that of a 
pass of land, whereof one part was appro- tender father over his children, or a just, 
priated to the Sun; a second to the widows, 15 careful, and well-natured guardian over 
orphans, poor, old, or maimed; a third to pupils, than of a lord or commander over 
the peculiar maintenance of every family, slaves or subjects. By which they came to 
according to their number; and a fourth to be so honoured or adored, that it was like 
the Inca. In this order the whole was tilled, sacrilege for any common person so much 
and the harvest or product laid up in several 20 as to touch the Inca without his leave; 
granaries; out of which it was distributed by which was given as a grace to those who 
officers to that purpose, according to the — served him well, or to new subjects that sub- 
several uses for which it was designed, and mitted to him. 
new seed issued out at the season for the new After the extent of his kingdom into great 
tillage. 25 compasses of territory round Cozco, by 
Every decurion, besides the office of a voluntary submission of the people, as to 
censor and judge, had that likewise of a some evangelical rather than legal doctrines 
patron or solicitor, for relief of the neces- or institutions; Mango Copae assembled all 
sities or wants of those under his charge. his Curacas and told them, that his father 
They were bound to give in, to the public 30 the Sun had commanded him to extend his 
registers, an account of all that were born, institutions and orders as far as he was able, 
and of all that died under their charge. for the good and happiness of mankind; and 
None was suffered to leave the colony, or for that purpose, with armed troops to go to 
people he was born in, without leave, nor to those remoter parts that had not received 
change the habit commonly used in it (by 35 them, and to reduce them to their observ- 
some parts or marks whereof those of each ance. That the Sun had commanded him 
province were distinguished). None to to hurt or offend none that would submit 
marry out of it, no more than the Incas out to him, and thereby accept of the good and 
of their own blood. happiness that was offered him by such di- 
The Inca that reigned was called Capa 40 vine bounty, but to distress only such as re- 
Inca, which the Spaniards interpreted Solo fused, without killing any that did not assail 
Sennor, or Only Lord. He ever married the them, and then to do it justly in their own 
first of his female kindred, either sister, defence. 
niece, or cousin, to preserve the line the For this design, he formed and assembled 
purest they could. Once in two years he45 troops of men, armed both with offensive 
assembled all the unmarried Incas, men and chiefly with defensive weapons. He 
above twenty, and women above sixteen cast them into the order of decurions, in the 
years old, and there in public married all same manner as he had done families; to 
such as he thought fit, by giving each of every ten men was one officer, another to 
their hands one to the other. The same was 50 fifty, and another to one hundred, a fourth 
clone among the vulgar, by the Curaca of to five hundred, and a fifth to a thousand. 
each people. There was a sixth over five thousand, and 
Every family at their time of meals, eat a seventh as a general over ten thousand; 
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of which number his first army was com- 
posed. 

With this and other such armies, he re- 
duced many new territories under his empire, 
declaring to every people he approached, the 
same things he had done first to those who 
came about him near the great lake; and 
offering them the benefit of the arts he had 
taught, the orders he had instituted, the 
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taught them, till they followed him the same 
journey; and by this course only, they 
would prove themselves to be true sons of 
the Sun, and be as such honoured and es- 
5teemed. He gave the same charge more 
especially and more earnestly to the Inca 
his successor, and commanded him to govern 
his people according to his example, and the 
precepts he had received from the Sun; and 


protection he had given his subjects, and the 10 to do it always with justice, mercy, piety, 


felicity they enjoyed under it. Those who 
submitted were received into the same rights 
and enjoyments with the rest of his subjects. 
Those who refused were distressed, and pur- 


clemency, and care of the poor; and when he 
the Prince should go in time to rest with his 
father the Sun, that he should give the same 
instructions and exhortations to his suc- 


sued by his forces till they were necessitated 15 cessor. And this form was accordingly used 


to accept of his offers and conditions. He 
used no offensive weapons against any till 
they attacked them, and then defensive only 
at first, till the danger and slaughter of his 


men grew otherwise unavoidable; then he 20 


suffered his forces to fall upon them, and kill 
without mercy, and not to spare even those 
that yielded themselves, after having so long 
and obstinately resisted. Those who sub- 


in all the successions of the race of the Incas, 
which lasted eight hundred years with the 
same orders, and the greatest felicity that 
could be of any state. 

I will say nothing of the greatness, mag- 
nificence, and riches of their buildings, pal- 
aces, or temples, especially those of the Sun; 
of the splendour of their court, their 
triumphs after victories, their huntings and 


mitted after the first threats or distresses, 25 feasts, their military exercises and honours. 


or bloodless opposition, he received into 
grace, suffered them to touch his sacred per- 
son, made great and common feasts for them 
and his own soldiers together for several 


But as testimonies of their grandeur, mention 
only two of their highways, whereof one was 
five hundred leagues, plain and levelled 
through mountains, rocks and valleys, so 


days, and then incorporated them into the 30that a carriage might drive through that 


body of his empire, and gave to each of 
them clothes to wear and corn to sow. 

By these ways and such Heroick Virtue, 
and by the length of his reign, he so far ex- 


whole length without difficulty. Another 
very long and large, paved all with cut or 
squared stone, fenced with low walls on each 
side, and set with trees, whose branches 


tended his dominions, as to divide them into 35 gave shade, and the fruits food, to all that 


four provinces, over each whereof he ap- 
pointed an Inca to be a viceroy (having 
many sons grown fit to command); and in 
each of them established three supreme 


passed. 

T shall end this survey of their government, 
with one remark upon their religion, which 
is, that though the vulgar worshipped only 


councils, the first of justice, the second of 40the Sun, yet the Amantas, who were their 


war, and the third of the revenue, of which 
an Inca was likewise president, which con- 
tinued ever after. 

At the end of a long and adored reign, 


Mango Copace fell into the last period of his 45 dedicated. 


life; upon the approach whereof, he called 
together all his children and grand-children, 
with his eldest son, to whom he left his king- 
dom: and told them, that for his own part 


he was going to repose himself with his father 50 the spirit and soul of the world. 


the Sun, from whom he came; that he ad- 
vised and charged them all, to go on in the 
paths of reason and virtue which he had 


sages or philosophers, taught, that the Sun 
was only the great minister of Pachacamac, 
whom they adored in the first place, and to 
whom a great and sumptuous temple was 
This word is interpreted by 
the Spaniard, Animador del Mundo: or, 
He that animates or enlivens the world, and 
seems to be yet a more refined notion of the 
Deity, than that of the Chinese, who adored 
3y this 
principle of their religion, as all the others of 
their government and policy, it must I 
think, be allowed, that human nature is the 
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same in these remote, as well as the other 
more known and celebrated parts of the 
world. That the different governments of 
it are framed and cultivated by as great 
reaches and strength of reason and of wis- 
dom, as any of ours, and some of their frames 
less subject to be shaken by the passions, 
factions, and other corruptions, to which 
those in the middle scene of Europe and 
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Asia have been so often and so much ex- 
posed. That the same causes produce 
every where the same effects, and that the 
same honours and obedience are in all places 


5 but consequences or tributes paid toe the same 


Heroick Virtue, or Transcendent Genius, 
in what parts soever, or under what climates 
of the world it fortunes to appear. 

1690 


CRITICISM 


John Bryden (1631-1700) 


OF HEROIC PLAYS 


Whether heroic verse ought to be admit- 
ted into serious plays is not now to be dis- 
puted: ’t is already in possession of the stage; 
and I dare confidently affirm that very few 
tragedies, in this age, shall be received with- 


without rhyme, therefore rhyme was not 
capable of describing it. But time has now 
convinced most men of that error. It is 
indeed so difficult to write verse that the 


5adversaries of it have a good plea against 


many who undertook that task, without 
being formed by art or nature for it. Yet, 
even they who have written worst in it, 
would have written worse without it; they 


out it. All the arguments which are formed 10 have cozened many with their sound, who 


against it can amount to no more than this, 
that it is not so near conversation as prose, 
and therefore not so natural. But it is very 


clear to all who understand poetry, that 


serious plays ought not to imitate conver- 15 their ill. 


sation too nearly. If nothing were to be 
raised above that level, the foundation of 
poetry would be destroyed. And if you once 
admit of a latitude, that thoughts may be 
exalted, and that images and actions may 
be raised above the life, and described in 
measure without rhyme, that leads you 
insensibly from your own principles to mine: 
you are already so far onward of your way, 
that you have forsaken the imitation of 
ordinary converse. You are gone beyond it; 
and to continue where you are is to lodge in 
the open fields betwixt two inns. You have 
lost that which you eall natural, and have 
not acquired the last perfection of art. 
But it was only custom which cozened us so 
long; we thought, because Shakspeare and 
Fletcher went no further, that there the 
pillars of poetry were to be erected; that, 


20 


never took the pains to examine their sense, 
In fine, they have sueceeded; though, it is 
true, they have more dishonoured rhyme by 
their good success, than they have done by 
But I am willing to let fall this 
argument: it is free for every man to write, 
or not to write, in verse, as he judges it to 
be, or not to be, his talent; or as he imagines 
the audience will receive it. 

For Heroie Plays Gn which only I have 
used it without the mixture of prose), the 
first light we had of them, on the lneglish 
theatre, was from the late Sir William 
D’Avenant. It being forbidden him in the 


25 rebellious times to act tragedies and comedies 


beeause they contained some matter of 
scandal to those good people, who could more 
easily dispossess their lawful sovereign than 
endure a wanton jest, he was forced to turn 


30 his thoughts another way, and to introduce 


the examples of moral virtue, writ in verse, 
and performed in recitative music, The 
original of this music, and of the scenes 
which adorned his work, he had from the 


because they excellently described passion 35 Italian operas; but he heightened his char- 
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acters (as I may probably imagine) from 
the example of Corneille and some French 
poets. In this condition did this part of 
poetry remain at his Majesty’s return; 
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action. But this he afforded not himself in 
a story, which he neither filled with persons, 


nor beautified with characters, nor varied 
with accidents. The laws of an heroic poem 


when, growing bolder, as being now owned 5 did not dispense with those of the other, 


by a public authority, he reviewed his Siege 
of Rhodes, and caused it be acted as a just 
drama. But as few men have the happiness 
to begin and finish any new project, so 


but raised them to a greater height, and 
indulged him a further liberty of fancy, and 
of drawing all things as far above the or- 
dinary proportion of the stage as that is 


neither did he live to make his design per-10 beyond the common words and actions of 


fect: there wanted the fulness of a plot, 
and the variety of characters to form it as 
it ought; and, perhaps, something might 
have been added to the beauty of the style. 


All which he would have performed with 15 


more exactness had he pleased to have given 
us another work of the same nature. For 
myself and others, who come after him, we 
are bound, with all veneration to his mem- 


ory, to acknowledge what advantage we re- 20 overlooking my paper while I write. 


ceived from that excellent groundwork 
which he laid: and, since it is an easy thing 
to add to what already is invented, we ought 
all of us, without envy to him, or partiality 


human life; and, therefore, in the scanting 
of his images and design, he complied not 
enough with the greatness and majesty of 
an heroic poem. 

I am sorry I cannot discover my opinion 
of this kind of writing, without dissenting 
much from his, whose memory I love and 
honour. But I will do it with the same 
respect to him, as if he were now alive, and 
His 
judgment of an heroic poem was this: That 
it ought to be dressed in a more familiar 
and easy shape; more fitted to the com- 
mon actions and passions of human life; 


to ourselves, to yield him the precedence 25 and, in short, more like a glass of Nature, 


in it. 

Having done him this justice, as my 
guide, I may do myself so much, as to give 
an account of what I have performed after 
him. 


wanting to the perfection of his Siege of 


Rhodes; which was design, and variety of 
characters. And in the midst of this con- 
sideration, by mere accident, I opened the 


next book that lay by me, which was an 35 


Ariosto in Italian; and the very first two 
lines of that poem gave me light to all I 
could desire: 

Le donne, 7 cavalier, V’arme, gli amori, 

Le cortesie, l audaci imprese io canto, ete. 
For the very next reflection which I made 
was this, that an heroic play ought to be an 
imitation, in little, of an heroic poem; and, 
consequently, that love and valour ought 
to be the subject of it. 
William D’Avenant had begun to shadow; 
but it was so, as first discoverers draw their 
maps, with headlands, and promontories, 
and some few outlines of somewhat taken 


at a distance, and which the designer saw 50 


not clearly. The common drama obliged 
him to a plot well formed and pleasant, or, 
as the ancients call it, one entire and great 


showing us ourselves in our ordinary habits, 
and figuring a more practicable virtue to us, 
than was done by the ancients or moderns. 
Thus he takes the image of an heroic poem 


I observed then, as I said, what was 30 from the drama, or stage poetry; and ac- 


cordingly intended to divide it into five 
books, representing the same number of acts; 
and every book into several cantos, imitating 
the scenes which compose our acts. 

But this, I think, is rather a play in nar- 
ration, as I may call it, than an heroie poem; 
if at least you will not prefer the opinion of 
a single man to the practice of the most ex- 
cellent authors, both of ancient and latter 


40 ages. 


IT am no admirer of quotations; but you 
shall hear, if you please, one of the ancients 
delivering his judgment on this question; 
it is Petronius Arbiter, the most elegant, 


Both these Sir 45 and one of the most judicious authors of the 


Latin tongue; who, after he had given 
many admirable rules for the structure and 
beauties of an epic poem, concludes all in 


these following words: — 


Non enim res geste versibus comprehendende 


sunt, quod longe melius historici faciunt: sed, 
per ambages, deorumque ministeria, precipi- 
tandus est liber spiritus, ut potius furentis 
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anum vaticinatio appareat, quam religiose ora- 
tionis, sub testibus, fides. 

In which sentence, and his own essay of 
a poem, which immediately he gives you, it 
is thought he taxes Lucan, who followed too 
much the truth of history, crowded sentences 
together, was too full of points, and too 
often offered at somewhat which had more 
of the sting of an epigram, than of the dig- 
nity and state of an heroic poem. 
used not much the help of his heathen deities: 
there was neither the ministry of the gods, 
nor the precipitation of the soul, nor the 
fury of a prophet (of which my author 
speaks), in his Pharsalia; 
more like a philosopher than a poet, and 
instructs you, in verse, with what he had 
been taught by his uncle Seneca in prose. 
In one word, he walks soberly afoot, when 
he might fly. Yet Lucan is not always this 
religious historian. The oracle of Appius, 
and the witchcraft of Erictho, will somewhat 
atone for him, who was, indeed, bound up 
by an ill-chosen and known argument, to 
follow truth with great exactness. 
part, I am of opinion that neither Homer, 
Virgil, Statius, Ariosto, Tasso, nor our 
English Spenser, could have formed their 
poems half so beautiful, without those gods 


For my 25 be in nature; 
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or spectres which have appeared. This, 
I say, is foundation enough for poetry; 
and I dare further affirm that the whole 
doctrine of separated beings, whether those 


5spirits are incorporeal substances (which 


Mr. Hobbs, with some reason, thinks to 
imply a contradiction), or that they are a 
thinner or more aérial sort of bodies (as 
some of the fathers have conjectured), may 


Lucan 10 better be explicated by poets than by phi- 


For their speculations 
on this subject are wholly poetical; they 
have only their fancy for their guide; and 
that, being sharper in an excellent poet, than 


losophers or divines. 


he treats you 15 it is likely it should in a phlegmatic, heavy 


gownman, will see further in its own empire, 
and produce more satisfactory notions on 
those dark and doubtful problems. 

Some men think they have raised a great 


20 argument against the use of spectres and 


magic in heroic poetry by saying they are 
unnatural; but whether they or I believe 
there are such things is not material; ’t is 
enough that, for aught we know, they may 
and whatever is or may be, 
is not properly unnatural. Neither am I 
much concerned at Mr. Cowley’s verses 
before Gondibert (though his authority is 
almost sacred to me): ’tis true, he has re- 


and spirits, and those enthusiastic parts of 30 sembled the epic poetry to a fantastic fairy- 


poetry, which compose the most noble parts 
of all their writings. And I will ask any man 
who loves heroic poetry (for I will not dis- 
pute their tastes who do not), if the ghost of 


Polydorus in Virgil, the Enchanted Wood 35 


in Tasso, and the Bower of Bliss in Spenser 
(which he borrows from that admirable 
Italian) could have been omitted, without 
taking from their works some of the great- 
est beauties in them. 
object the improbabilities of a spirit ap- 
pearing, or of a palace raised by magic, I 
boldly answer him, that an heroic poet is 
not tied to a bare representation of what 
is true, or exceeding probable; 
may let himself loose to visionary objects, 
and to the representation of such things as 
depending not on sense, and therefore not 
to be comprehended by knowledge, may 
give him a freer scope for imagination. 
enough that, in all ages and religions, the 
greatest part of mankind have believed the 
power of magic, and that there are spirits 


And if any man 40 poem. 


but that he 45 justify my choice in this imitation. 


poem only does relate: 


land; but he has contradicted himself by 
his own example. For he has himself made 
use of angels and visions in his Davideis, as 
well as Tasso in his Godfrey. 

What I have written on this subject will 
not be thought a digression by the reader, if 
he please to romienahes what I said in the 
beginning of this essay, that I have modelled 
my heroic plays by the rules of an heroic 
And if that be the most nobie, the 
most pleasant, and the most instructive way 
of writing in verse, and withal the highest 
pattern of human life, as all poets have 
agreed, I shall need no other argument to 
One 
advantage the drama has above the other, 
namely, that it represents to view what the 
and, Segnius wr- 
riiant animum demissa per aures, quam que 


’T is 50 sunt oculis subjecta fidelibus, as Horace tells 


us. 
To those who object my frequent use of 
drums and trumpets, and my representations 
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of battles, I answer, I introduced them not — disobeyed it, but returned him an answer full 
on the English stage: Shakspeare used of contumely, and in the most opprobrious 
them frequently; and though Jonson shows terms he could imagine. They are Homer’s 
no battle in his Catiline, yet you hear from words which follow, and I have cited but 
behind the scenes the sounding of trumpets, 5 some few amongst a multitude: 


and the shouts of fighting armies. B 
g ga a ut I OlvoBapés, Kuvds dupar’ Exwy, Kpadlyv 5’ Eadoro 


add farther, that these warlike instruments, ah iy eee 
and even their presentations of fighting on PALI SE hoe intag 
the stage, are no more than necessary to AnpoBdpos Bacrdets, etc. — HH. A. v. 231. 


produce the effects of 9 heroic play; that 10 Nay, he proceeded so far in his insolence, 
abe the os TE ste vaio ©, as to draw out his sword, with intention to 
an persuade them, for the time, that Teh vee 

what they behold on the theatre is really 

performed. The poet is then to endeavour "Edxero 3” &k Koheoto peya Eidos. 

an absolute dominion over the minds of the 15 —Il. A. v. 194. 


spectators; for, though vita fancy will con- And, if Minerva had not appeared, and held 
tribute to its own deceit, yet a writer ought his hand, he had executed his design; and 
Is ) re ) 


to help its operation; ‘and that the Red Bull it was all she could do to dissuade him from 
has formerly do ne the same, is no more anit. The event was, that he left the army, and 
i secre paar el pacing than it 20 vould fight no more. Agamemnon gives his 
would be for a physician to forbear an ap- dhataciee tine to Neston: 

proved medicine, because a mountebank has 

used it with success. "AXDN’ 66” dynp Heer wept TavTwy Eupevar Ad\rwy, 

Thus I have given a short account of Tlavrwy pev kparee Hea, TavTecat 6 avaccey —. 
heroic plays. I might now, with the usual 25 — IL. A. v. 287, 288. 
eagerness of an author, make a particular and Horace gives the same description of 
defence of this. But the common opinion — hjm in his Art of Poetry: 

(how unjust soever) has been so much to my ; J ‘ 
advantage, that I have reason to be satisfied, Honoratum si forte reponis Achillem, 
and to suffer with patience all that can be30 ™Ptger, tracundus, inexorabilis, acer, 

: : Jura neget sibi nata, nihil non arroget armis. 
urged against it. 

For, otherwise, what can be more easy Tasso’s chief character, Rinaldo, was a 
for me than to defend the character of man of the same temper; for, when he had 
Almanzor, which is one great exception slain Gernando in his heat of passion, he not 
that is made against the play? ’T is said, 35 only refused to be judged by Godfrey, his 
that Almanzor is no perfect pattern of heroic general, but threatened that if he came to 
virtue, that he is a contemner of kings, and seize him, he would right himself by arms 
that he is made to perform impossibilities. upon him; witness these following lines of 

I must therefore avow, in the first place, Tasso: 
from whence I took the character. The 40 
first image I had of him, was from the 
Achilles of Homer; the next from Tasso’s © 
Rinaldo (who was a copy of the former), 
and the third from the Artaban of Monsieur 
Calprenéde, who has imitated both. The45 You see how little these great authors did 
original of these, Achilles, is taken by Homer esteem the point of honour, so much magni- 
for his hero; and is described by him as one, _ fied by the French, and so ridiculously aped 
who in strength and courage surpassed the by us. They made their heroes men of 
rest of the Grecian army; but withal of so honour; but so as not to divest them quite 
fiery a temper, so impatient of an injury, 500f human passions and frailties; they con- 
even from his king and general, that when tented themselves to show you what men of 
his mistress was to be forced from him by great spirits would certainly do when they 
the command of Agamemnon, he not only were provoked, not what they were obliged 


Venga egli, o mandi, io terro fermo il piede: 
Giudici fian tra noi la sorte, e Varme; 
Fera tragedia vuol che s’appresentt, 

Per lor diporto, alle nemiche genti. 
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to do by the strict rules of moral virtue. 
For my own part, I declare myself for Homer 
and Tasso, and am more in love with Achil- 
les and Rinaldo, than with Cyrus and 
Oroondates. I shall never subject my char- 
acters to the French standard, where love 
and honour are to be weighed by drachms 
and scruples. Yet, where I have designed 
the patterns of exact virtues, such as in this 
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tory of Granada tells us; and Alimanzor, 
though a stranger, yet was already known to 
them by his gallantry, in the juego de toros, 
his engagement on the weaker side, and 


5 more especially by the character of his per- 


son and brave actions, given by Abdalla 
just before; and, after all, the greatness of 
the enterprise consisted only in the daring, 
for he had the king’s guards to second him. 


play are the parts of Almahide, of Ozmyn, 10 But we have read both of Czesar, and many 


and Benzayda, I may safely challenge the 
best of theirs. 

But Almanzor is taxed with changing 
sides: and what tie has he on him to the 
contrary? 
whom he serves, and he is injured by them 
to a very high degree. He threatens them, 
and speaks insolently of sovereign power; 
but so do Achilles and Rinaldo, who were 


other generals, who have not only calmed 
a mutiny with a word, but have presented 
themselves single before an army of their 
enemies; which upon sight of them has 


He is not born their subject 15 revolted from their own leaders and come 


over to their trenches. In the rest of Alman- 
zor’s actions you see him for the most part 
victorious; but the same fortune has con- 
stantly attended many heroes who were not 


subjects and soldiers to Agamemnon and20imaginary. Yet you see it no inheritance 


Godfrey of Bulloigne. He talks extravagant- 
ly in his passion; but, if 1 would take the 
pains to quote an hundred passages of Ben 
Jonson’s Cethegus, I could easily show you 


to him; for, in the first place, he is made a 
prisoner, and, in the last, defeated, and not 
able to preserve the city from being taken. 
If the history of the late Duke of Guise be 


that the rodomontades of Almanzor are 25 true, he hazarded more, and performed not 


neither so irrational as his, nor so impos- 
sible to be put in execution; for Cethegus 
threatens to destroy Nature, and to raise a 
new one out of it; to kill all the Senate for 


less in Naples, than Almanzor is feigned to 
have done in Granada. 

I have been too tedious in this apology; 
but to make some satisfaction, I will leave 


his part of the action; to look Cato dead; 30 the rest of my play exposed to the critics 


and a thousand other things as extravagant 
he says, but performs not one action in the 
play. 

But none of the former calumnies will 


without defence. 

The concernment of it is wholly passed 
from me, and ought to be in them who have 
been favourable to it, and are somewhat 


stick: and, therefore, ’t is at last charged 35 obliged to defend their own opinions. That 


upon me, that Almanzor does all things; or 
if you will have an absurd accusation, in 
their nonsense who make it, that he performs 
impossibilities. They say, that being a 


there are errors in it, I deny not: 


Ast opere in tanto fas est obrepere somnum. 


But I have already swept the stakes; and, 


stranger, he appeases two fighting factions, 40 with the common good fortune of prosperous 


when the authority of their lawful sovereign 
could not. This is indeed the most im- 
probable of all his actions, but ’tis far from 
being impossible. Their king had made him- 


self contemptible to his people, as the his- 45 


gamesters, can be content to sit quietly; to 
hear my fortune cursed by some, and my 
faults arraigned by others, and to suffer 
both without reply. 
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JOURNALS 
John Evelyn (1620-1706) to meet with so far north, especially very 
good melons. We returned to my uncle’s. 
DIARY September 8, 1658. — Died that arch- 


rebel, Oliver Cromwell, called Protector. 

March 9, 1652. —I went to Deptford, 5 October 22.— Saw the superb funeral of 
where I made preparation for my settlement, the Protector. He was carried from Som- 
no more intending to go out of England, but erset House in a velvet bed of state, drawn 
endeavor a settled life, either in this or some by six horses, housed with the same; the 
other place, there being now so little ap- pall held by his new Lords; Oliver lying in 
pearance of any change for the better, all 10 effigy, in royal robes, and crowned with a 
being entirely in the rebels’ hands; and crown, sceptre, and globe, like a king. The 
this particular habitation and the estate pendants and guidons were carried by the 
contiguous to it (belonging to my father-in- officers of the army; the Imperial banners, 
law, actually in his Majesty’s service) very achievements, &c. by the heralds in their 
much suffering for want of some friend to 15 coats; a rich caparisoned horse, embroidered 
rescue it out of the power of the usurpers, all over with gold; a knight of honour, 
so as to preserve our interest, and take some armed cap-a-pie, and, after all, his guards, 
eare of my other concerns, by the advice soldiers, and innumerable mourners. In 
and endeavor of my friends I was advised to this equipage, they proceeded to West- 
reside in it, and compound with the soldiers. 20 minster: but it was the joyfullest funeral I 
This I was besides authorised by his Majesty ever saw; for there were none that cried but 
to do, and encouraged with a promise that dogs, which the soldiers hooted away with a 
what was in lease from the Crown, if ever it barbarous noise, drinking and taking to- 
pleased God to restore him, he would se- bacco in the streets as they went. 
cure to us in fee-farm. I had also addresses25 May 29, 1660.— This day, his Majesty, 
and cyphers, to correspond with his Majesty Charles the Second catne to London, after 
and Ministers abroad: upon all which in- a sad and long exile and calamitous suffering 
ducements, I was persuaded to settle hence- both of the King and Church, being seven- 
forth in England, having now run about the teen years. This was also his birthday, and 
world, most part out on my own country, 30 with a triumph of above 20,000 horse and 
near ten years. I therefore now likewise foot, brandishing their swords, and shouting 
meditated sending over for my wife, whom with inexpressible joy; the ways strewed 
as yet I had left at Paris. with flowers, the bells ringing, the streets 

August 9, 1654. — To the old and ragged hung with tapestry, fountains running with 
city of Leicester, large and pleasantly seated, 35 wine; the Mayor, Aldermen, and all the 
but despicably built, the chimney-flues like Companies, in their liveries, chains of gold, 
so many smiths’ forges; however, famous and banners; Lords and Nobles, ¢lad in 
for the tomb of the tyrant, Richard the cloth of silver, gold, and velvet; the windows 
Third, which is now converted to a cistern, and baleonies, all set with ladies; trumpets, 
at which (I think) cattle drink. Also, here 40 music, and myriads of people flocking, even 
in one of the churches lies buried the mag- so far as from Rochester, so as they were 
nificent Cardinal Wolsey. John of Gaunt seven hours in passing the city, even from 
has here also built a large but poor Hospital, two in the afternoon till nine at night. I 
near which a wretch has made him a house — stood in the strand and beheld it, and blessed 
out of the ruins of a stately church. Saw45God. And all this was done without one 
the ruins of an old Roman Temple, thought drop of blood shed, and by that very army 
to be of Janus. Entertained at a very fine which rebelled against him: but it was the 
collection of fruits, such as I did not expect Lord’s doing, for such a restoration was 
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never mentioned in any history, ancient or 
modern, since the return of the Jews from 
their Babylonish captivity; nor so joyful a 
day and so bright ever seen in this nation, 
this happening when to expect or effect it 
was past all human policy. 

September 2, 1666. — This fatal night 
about ten, began the deplorable fire, near 
Fish-street, in London. 

8. I had public prayers at home. 
fire continuing, after dinner, I took coach 
with my wife and son, and went to the Bank- 
side in Southwark, where we beheld that 
dismal spectacle, the whole city in dreadful 
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Here, we saw the Thames covered with goods 
floating, all the barges and boats laden with 
what some had time and courage to save, as, 
on the other, the carts, &c., carrying out to 


5 the fields, which for many miles were strewed 


with moveables of all sorts, and tents erect- 
ing to shelter both people and what goods 
they could get away. Oh, the miserable and 
calamitous spectacle! such as haply the 


The 10 world had not seen since the foundation of it, 


nor can be outdone till the universal con- 
flagration thereof. All the sky was of a fiery 
aspect, like the top of a burning oven, and 
the light seen above forty miles round about 


flames near the water-side; all the houses 15 for many nights. God grant mine eyes may 


from the Bridge, all Thames-street, and up- 
wards towards Cheapside, down to the Three 
Cranes, were now consumed; and so re- 


turned, exceeding astonished what would 


become of the rest. 


The fire having continued all this night (if 
I may cali that night which was light as day 
for ten miles round about, after a dreadful 
manner), when conspiring with a fierce 


never behold the like, who now saw above 
10,000 houses all in one flame! The noise 
and cracking and thunder of the impetuous 
flames, the shrieking of women and children, 


20 the hurry of people, the fall of towers, houses 


and churches, was like a hideous storm; and 
the air all about so hot and inflamed, that 
at the last one was not able to approach it, so 
that they were forced to stand still, and let 


eastern wind in a very dry season, I went on 25 the flames burn on, which they did, for near 


foot to the same place; and saw the whole 
south part of the city burning from Cheap- 


side to the Thames, and all along Cornhill 
(for it likewise kindled back against the wind 


two miles in length and one in breadth. The 
clouds also of smoke were dismal, and 
reached, upon computation, near fifty miles 
in length. Thus, I left it this afternoon burn- 


as well as forward), Tower-street, Fenchurch- 320 ing, a resemblance of Sodom, or the last day. 


street, Gracious-street, and so along to 
Baynard’s Castle, and was now taking hold 
of St. Paul’s Church, to which the scaffolds 


contributed exceedingly. The conflagration 


was so universal, and the people so aston- 35 


ished, that, from the beginning, I know not 
by what despondency, or fate, they hardly 
stirred to quench it; so that there was 
nothing heard, or seen, but crying out and 


It forcibly called to my mind that passage— 
non enim hic habemus stabilem civitatem: the 
ruins resembling the picture of Troy. Lon- 
don was, but itisno more! Thus, I returned. 

May 26, 1703.— This day died Mr. Sam- 
uel Pepys, a very worthy, industrious and 
curious person, none in England exceeding 
him in knowledge of the navy, in which he 
had passed through all the most considerable 


lamentation, running about like distracted 40 offices, Clerk of the Acts and Secretary of 


creatures, without at all attempting to save 
even their goods; such a strange consterna- 
tion there was upon them, so as it burned 
both in breadth and length, the churches, 


the Admiralty, all which he performed with 
great integrity. When King James II went 
out of England, he laid down his office, and 
would serve no more; but withdrawing him- 


public halls, Exchange, hospitals, monu- 45 self from all public affairs, he lived at Clap- 


ments, and ornaments; leaping after a pro- 
digious manner, from house to house, and 
street to street, at great distances one from 
the other. For the heat, with a long set of 


ham with his partner, Mr. Hewer, formerly 
his clerk, in a very noble house and sweet 
place, where he enjoyed the fruit of his 
labours in great prosperity. He was univer- 


fair and warm weather, had even ignited the 50 sally beloved, hospitable, generous, learned 


air, and prepared the materials to conceive 
the fire, which devoured, after an incredible 
manner, houses, furniture, and everything. 


in many things, skilled in music, a very great 
cherisher of learned men of whom he had the 
conversation. His library and collection of 
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other curiosities were of the most consider- 
able, the models of ships especially. Besides 
what he published of an account of the navy, 
as he found and left it, he had for divers years 
under his hand the History of the Navy, or 
Navalia, as he ealled it; but how far ad- 
vanced, and what will follow of his, is left, 
I suppose, to his sister’s son, Mr. Jackson, 
a young gentleman, whom Mr. Pepys had 
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before them, only to show them the manner 
of the ship’s diet, they eat of nothing else 
but peas and pork, and boiled beef. I had 
Mr. Darcey in my eabin; and Dr. Clerke, who 
5 eat with me, told me how the King had given 
501. to Mr. Shepley for my Lord’s servants, 
and 5001. among the officers and common 
men of the ship. I spoke to the Duke of 
York about business, who called me Pepys 


educated in all sorts of useful learning, send-10 by name, and upon my desire did promise 


ing him to travel abroad, from whence he 
returned with extraordinary accomplish- 
ments, and worthy to be heir. Mr. Pepys 
had been for near forty years so much my 


me his future favour. Great expectation of 
the King’s making some knights, but there 
was none. About noon (though the brig- 
antine that Beale made was there ready to 


particular friend, that Mr. Jackson sent me15carry him) yet he would go in my Lord’s 


complete mourning, desiring me to be one to 
hold up the pall at his magnificent obsequies; 
but my indisposition hindered me from doing 
him this last office. 


barge with the two Dukes. Our captain 
steered, and my Lord went along bare with 
him. I went, and Mr. Mansell, and one of 
the King’s footmen, and a dog that the King 


October 31, 1706—TI1 am this day arrived 20 loved, in a boat by ourselves, and so got on 


to the 85th year of my age. Lord teach me 
so to number my days to come, that I may 
apply them to wisdom! 


Samuel Pepys (1633-1703) 
DIARY 


shore when the King did, who was received 
by General Monk with all imaginable love 
and respect at his entrance upon the land of 
Dover. Infinite the crowd of people and the 


25 gallantry of the horsemen, citizens, and 


noblemen of all sorts. The Mayor of the 
town came and gave him his white staff, the 
badge of his place, which the King did give 
him again. The Mayor also presented him 


January 1, 1660 (Lord’s day).— This 30from the town a very rich Bible, which he 


morning (we living lately in the garret), I 
rose, put on my suit with great skirts, hav- 
ing not lately worn any other clothes but 
them. Went to Mr. Gunning’s chapel at 


took, and said it was the thing that he loved 
above all things in the world. <A canopy 
was provided for him to stand under, 
which he did, and talked awhile with 


Exeter House, where he made a very good 35 General Monk and others, and so into a 


sermon upon these words:— ‘That in the ful- 
ness of time God sent his Son, made of a 
woman,’ &¢c.; showing, that by ‘made under 
the law’ is meant the circumcision, which is 
solemnized this day. 
garret, where my wife dressed the remains 
of a turkey, and in the doing of it she burned 
her hand. I stayed at home the whole after- 
noon, looking over my accounts; then went 


stately coach there set for him, and so away 
through the town towards Canterbury, with- 
out making any stay at Dover. The shout- 
ing and joy expressed by all is past imagi- 


Dined at home in the 40 nation. Seeing that my Lord did not stir out 


of his barge, | got into a boat, and so into 
his barge, and we back to the ship, seeing a 
man almost drowned that fell into the sea. 
My Lord almost transported with joy that 


with my wife to my father’s, and in going 45he had done all this without the least blur 


observed the great posts which the City 
workmen set up at the Conduit in Fleet 
Street. 

May 25, 1660.— By the morning we were 


or obstruction in the world, that could give 
offence to any, and with the great honour he 
thought it would be to him. Being overtook 
by the brigantine, my Lord and we went out 


come close to the land, and everybody made 50 of our barge into it, and so went on board 


ready to get on shore. The King and the 
two dukes did eat their breakfast before they 
went; and there being set some ship’s diet 


with Sir W. Batten and the Vice and Rear- 
Admirals. At night I supped with the cap- 
tain, who told me what the King had given 
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us. My Lord returned late, and at his there got up upon one of the high places, 
coming did give me order to cause the mark _ Sir J. Robinson’s little son going up with me; 
to be gilded, and a Crown and C. R. to be and there I did see the houses at that end of 
made at the head of the coach table, where the bridge all on fire, and an infinite great 
the King to-day with his own hand did mark 5 fire on this and the other side the end of the 
his height, which accordingly I caused the bridge; which, among other people, did 
painter to do, and is now done, as is to be’ trouble me for poor little Michell and our 
seen. Sarah on the bridge. So down with my heart 

January 8, 1661,— To the Theatre, where full of trouble, to the Lieutenant of the 
was acted ‘Beggar’s Bush,’ it being very well 10 Tower, who tells me that it begun this morn- 
done; and here the first time that ever saw ing in the King’s baker’s house in Pudding- 
women come upon the stage. lane. and that it hath burned down St. 

January 1, 1662.— Waking this morning Magnus’s Church and most part of Fish 
out of my sleep on a sudden, I did with my Street already. So I down to the water-side, 
elbow hit my wife a great blow over her face 15 and there got a boat, and through bridge, and 
and neck, which waked her with pain, at there saw a lamentable fire. Poor Michell’s 
which I was sorry, and to sleep again. We house, as far as the Old Swan, already 
went by coach to the play of the Spanish burned that way, and the fire running further, 
Curate; and a good play it is, only Diego that, in a very little time, it got as far as the 
the Sexton did overdo his part too much. 20 Steele-yard, while I was there. Every body 

March 1, 1662.— My wife and I by coach, endeavouring to remove their goods, and 
first to see my little picture that is a-draw- flinging into the river, or bringing them into 
ing, and thence to the Opera, and there saw lighters that lay off; poor people staying in 
‘Romeo and Juhet,’ the first time it wasever their houses as long as till the very fire 
acted, but it is a play of itself the worst that 25 touched them, and then running into boats, 
ever I heard, and the worst acted that ever or clambering from one pair of stairs, by the 
I saw these people do, and I am resolved to water-side, to another. And, among other 
go no more to see the first time of acting, for things, the poor pigeons, I perceive, were 
they were all of them out more or less. Ido loth to leave their houses, but hovered about 
find that I am 5001. beforehand in the world, 30 the windows and balconys, till they burned 
which I was afraid I was not, but I find that their wings and fell down. Having staid, 
I had spent above 2501. this last half year. and in an hour’s time seen the fire rage every 

September 2, 1666 (Lord’s day).—Some way; and nobody, to my sight, endeavouring 
of our maids sitting up late last night to get to quench it, but to remove their goods, and 
things ready against our feast to-day, Jane 35 leave all to the fire; and having seen it get 
called us up about three in the morning, to as far as the Steele-yard, and the wind 
tell us of a great fire they saw in the City. mighty high, and driving it into the City: and 
So I rose and slipped on my night-gown, and everything, after so long a drought, proving 
went to her window; and thought it to be on combustible, even the very stones of churches; 
the back-side of Marke-lane at the farthest;40 and, among other things, the poor steeple 
but, being unused to such fires as followed, | by which pretty Mrs. lives, and whereof 
thought it far enough off; and so went to bed my old schoolfellow Elborough is parson, 
again, and to sleep. About seven rose again taken fire in the very top, and there burned 
to dress myself, and there looked out at the till it fell down; I to White Hall, with a 
window, and saw the fire not so much as it 45 gentleman with me, who desired to go off 
was, and further off. So to my closet to set from the Tower, to see the fire, in my boat; 
things to rights, after yesterday’s cleaning. and there up to the King’s closet in the 
By and by Jane comes and tells me that she Chapel, where people come about me, and 
hears that about 800 houses have been I did give them an account dismayed them 
burned down to-night by the fire we saw, and 50 all, and word was carried into the King. So 
that it is now burning down all Fish Street, I was called for, and did tell the King and 
by London Bridge. So I made myself ready Duke of York what I saw; and, that unless 
presently, and walked to the Tower; and his Majesty did command houses to be pulled 
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down, nothing could stop the fire. They 
seemed much troubled, and the King com- 
manded me to go to my Lord Mayor from 
him, and command him to spare no houses, 
but to pull down before the fire every way. 
The Duke of York bid me tell him, that if he 
would have any more soldiers, he shall; and 
so did my Lord Arlington afterwards, as a 
great secret. Here meeting with Captain 
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trouble and disturbance at this fire, not 
knowing what to think of it. However, we 
had an extraordinary good dinner, and as 
merry as at this time we could be. While at 
5dinner, Mrs. Batelier come to enquire after 
Mr. Woolfe and Stanes, who, it seems, are 
related to them, whose houses in Fish Street 
are all burned, and they in a sad condition. 
She would not stay in the fright. Soon as 


Cocke, I in his coach, which he lent me, and 10 dined, I and Moone away, and walked 


Creed with me to Paul’s; and there walked 
along Watling Street, as well as I could, 
every creature coming away loaden with 
goods to save, and, here and there, sick 


people carried away in beds. Extraordinary 15 another. 


good goods carried in carts and on backs. At 
last met my Lord Mayor in Canning Street, 
like a man spent, with a hankercher about 
his neck. To the King’s message, he cried 


through the City, the streets full of nothing 
but people; and horses and carts loaden with 
goods, ready to run over one another, and 
removing goods from one burned house to 
They now removing out of Can- 
ning Street, which received goods in the 
morning, into Lumbard Street, and further: 
and among others, I now saw my little gold- 
smith Stokes receiving some friend’s goods, 


like a fainting woman, ‘Lord! what can I do? 20 whose house itself was burned the day after. 


I am spent: people will not obey me. I 
have been pulling down houses; but the fire 
overtakes us faster than we can do it.’ That 
he needed no more soldiers; and that, for 


We parted at Paul’s; he home, and I to 
Paul’s Wharf, where I had appointed a boat 
to attend me, and took in Mr. Carcasse and 
his brother, whom I met in the street, and 


himself, he must go and refresh himself, 25 carried them below and above bridge too. 
having been up all night. So heleft me,and And again to see the fire, which was now got 
I him, and walked home: seeing people all further, both below and above, and no likeli- 
almost distracted, and no manner of means hood of stopping it. Met with the King and 
used to quench the fire. The houses, too,so Duke of York in their barge, and with them 
very thick thereabouts, and full of matter 30 to Queenhithe, and there called Sir Richard 


for burning, as pitch and tar, in Thames 
Street; and warehouses of oyle, and wines, 
and brandy, and other things. Here I saw 
Mr. Isaac Houblon, the handsome man, 


Browne to them. Their order was only to 
pull down houses apace, and so below bridge 
at the waterside; but little was or could be 
done, the fire coming upon them so fast. 


prettily dressed and dirty at his door at 35 Good hopes there was of stopping it at the 


Dowgate, receiving some of his brothers’ 
things, whose houses were on fire; and, as 
he says, have been removed twice already; 
and he doubts, as it soon proved, that they 


Three Cranes above, and at Buttulph’s 
Wharf below bridge, if care be used; but the 
wind carries it into the City, so as we know 
not, by the water-side, what it do there. 


must be, in a little time, removed from his 40 River full of lighters and boats taking in 


house also, which was a sad consideration. 
And to see the churches all filling with goods 
by people who themselves should have been 
quietly there at this time. By this time, it 


was about twelve o’clock; and so home, and 465 in it. 


there find my guests, who were Mr. Wood 
and his wife Barbary Shelden, and also Mr. 
Moone: she mighty fine, and her husband, 
for aught I see, a likely man. But Mr. 


goods, and good goods swimming in the 
water; and only JI observed that hardly one 
lighter or boat in three that had the goods of 
a house in, but there was a pair of Virginall’s 
Having seen as much as I could now, 
I away to White Hall by appointment, and 
there walked to St. James’s Park; and there 
met my wife, and Creed, and Wood, and his 
wife, and walked to my boat; and there upon 


Moone’s design and mine, which was to look 50 the water again, and to the fire up and down, 


over my closet, and please him with the sight 
thereof, which he hath long desired, was 
wholly disappointed; for we were in great 


it still encreasing, and the wind great. So 
near the fire as we could for smoke; and all 
over the Thames, with one’s faces in the 
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wind, you were almost burned with a shower 
of fire-drops. This is very true: so as houses 
were burned by these drops and flakes of 
fire, three or four, nay, five or six houses, one 
from another. When we could endure no 
more upon the water, we to a little ale-house 
on the Bankside, over against the Three 
Cranes, and there staid till it was dark almost 
and saw the fire grow; and, as it grew darker, 
appeared more and more; and in corners 
and upon steeples, and between churches 
and houses, as far as we could see up the hill 
of the City, in a most horrid, malicious, 
bloody flame, not like the fine flame of an 
ordinary fire. Barbary and her husband 
away before us. We staid till, it being dark- 
ish, we saw the fire as only one entire arch of 
fire from this to the other side the bridge, and 
in a bow up the hill for an arch of above a 
mile long: it made me weep to see it. The 
churches, houses, and all on fire, and flam- 
ing at once; and a horrid noise the flames 
made, and the cracking of houses at their 
ruin. So home with a sad heart, and there 
find every body discoursing and lamenting 
the fire; and poor Tom Hater come with 
some few of his goods saved out of his house, 
which was burned upon Fish Street Hill. 1 
invited him to lie at my house, and did re- 
ceive his goods; but was deceived in his 
lying there, the news coming every moment 
of the growth of the fire; so as we were forced 
to begin to pack up our own goods, and pre- 
pare for their removal; and did by moon- 
shine, it being brave, dry, and moonshine 
and warm weather, carry much of my goods 
into the garden; and Mr. Hater and I did 
remove my money and iron chests into my 
cellar, as thinking that the safest place. 
And got my bags of gold into my office, ready 
to carry away, and my chief papers of ac- 
counts also there, and my tallies into a box 
by themselves. So great was our fear, that 
Sir W. Batten hath carts come out of the 


country to fetch away his goods this night. - 


We did put Mr. Hater, poor man! to bed a 
little; but he got but very little rest, so much 
noise being in my house, taking down of 
goods. 

6.— I lay down in the office again upon 
W. Hewer’s quilt, being mighty weary, and 
sore in my feet with going till I was hardly 
able to stand. About two in the morning my 
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wife calls me up, and tells me of new eryes of 
fire, it being come to Barking Church, which 
is the bottom of our lane, Lup; and finding 
it so, resolved presently to take her away, 


band did, and took my gold, which was about, 


23501, W. Hewer and Jane down by 
Proundy’s boat to Woolwich; but, Lord! 
what asad sight it was by moonlight, to see 
the whole City almost on fire, that you might 


10 see it as plain at Woolwich, as if you were by 


it. There, when | come, | find the gates shut, 
but no guard kept at ally which troubled me, 
because of discourses now begun, that there 


isa plot init,and that the french had done it. 


‘ 
1 


151 got the gates open, and to Mr. Sheldon’s, 


where I locked up my gold, and charged 
my wife and W, Hewer never to leave the 
room without one of (hem init, night or day. 
So back again, by the way seeing my goods 


. ‘ ‘ 
20 well in the lighters at Deptford, and watched 


well by people. Tome, and whereas I ex- 
pected to have seen our house on fire, it 
being now about seven o'clock, i was not. 
But to the fire, and there find greater hopes 


25 than | expected; for my confidence of find- 


ing our Office on fire was such, that L durst 
not ask any body how it was with us, tl I 
come and saw it was not burned. But, going 
to the fire, 1 find, by the blowing up of 


30 houses, and the great help given by the work- 


men out of the ing’s yards, sent up by Sir 
W. Pen, there is a good stop given to it, as 
well at Marke Lane end as ours; it having 
only burned the dyall of Barking Church, and 


35 part of the porch, and was there quenched. 


40 burning. 


on 


-~ 


I up to the top of Barking steeple, and 
there saw the saddest sight of desolation 
that ever I saw; everywhere great fires, 
oyle-cellars, and brimstone, and other things 
| became afraid to stay there long, 
and therefore down again as fast as £ could, 
the fire being spread as far as [ could see; 
and to Sir W, Pen’s, and there eat a piece of 
cold meat, having eaten nothing since Sun- 
day, but the remains of Sunday’s dinner. 
Here LT met with Mr. Young and Whistler; 
and, having removed all my things, and re- 
ceived good hopes that the fire at our end is 
stopped, they and I walked into the town, 
and find Fenehureh Street, Gracious Street, 
and Lumbard Street all in dust. The Iox- 
change a sad sight, nothing standing there, 
of all the statues or pillars, but Sir Thomas 
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Gresham’s picture in the corner. Into Moor- 
fields, our feet ready to burn, walking 
through the town among the hot coles, and 
find that full of people, and poor wretches 
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that a more pleasant rencontre I never 
heard. But by that means lost the pleasure 
of the play wholly, to which now and then 
Sir Charles Sedley’s exceptions against both 


carrying their goods there, and every body 5 words and pronouncing were very pretty. 


keeping his geods together by themselves; 
and a great blessing it is to them that it is 
fair weather for them to keep abroad night 
and day; drunk there, and paid twopence 


May 31, 1669.— Up very betimes, and 
continued all the morning with W. Hewer, 
upon examining and stating my accounts, 
in order to the fitting myself to go abroad 


for a plain penny loaf. Thence homeward, 10 beyond sea, which the ill condition of my 


having passed through Cheapside, and New- 
gate market, all burned; and seen Anthony 
Joyce’s house in fire; and took up, which I 
keep by me, a piece of glass of the Mercers’ 


eyes and my neglect for a year or two, hath 
kept me behind-hand in, and so as to render 
it very difficult now, and troublesome to. 
my mind to do it; but I this day made a 


chapel in the street, where much more was, 15 satisfactory entrance therein. Had another 


so melted and buckled with the heat of the 
fire like parchment. I also did see a poor 
cat taken out of a hole in a chimney, joyn- 
ing to the wall of the Exchange, with the 


meeting with the Duke of York, at White 
Hall, on yesterday’s work, and made a good 
advance: and so, being called by my wife, 
we to the Park, Mary Batelier, and a Dutch 


hair all burned off the body, and yet alive. 20 gentleman, a friend of hers, being with us. 


So home at night, and find there good hopes 
of saving our office; but great endeavours 
of watching all night, and having men ready; 
and so we lodged them in the office, and had 


Thence to ‘The World’s End,’ a drinking- 
house by the Park; and there merry, and 
so home late. 

And thus ends all that I doubt I shall 


drink and bread and cheese for them. And 25 ever be able to do with my own eyes in the 


I lay down and slept a good night about 
midnight: though, when I rose, I heard 
that there had been a great alarm of French 
and Dutch being risen, which proved noth- 


keeping of my Journal, I being not able to 
do it any longer, having done now so long 
as to undo my eyes almost every time that 
I take a pen in my hand; and, therefore, 


ing. But it is a strange thing to see how 30 whatever comes of it, I must forbear: and, 


long this time did look since Sunday, having 
been always full of variety of actions, and 
little sleep, that it looked like a week or 
more, and I had forgot almost the day of 
the week. 

February 18, 1667. — To the King’s house, 
to ‘The Mayd’s Tragedy’; but vexed all 
the while with two talking ladies and Sir 
Charles Sedley; yet pleased to hear their 


discourse, he being a stranger. And one of 40 see myself go into my grave: 


the ladies would, and did sit with her mask 
on, all the play, and, being exceeding witty 
as ever I heard woman, did talk most pleas- 
antly with him; but was, I believe, a virtu- 
ous woman, and of quality. 
know who she was, but she would not tell; 
yet did give him many pleasant hints of her 
knowledge of him, by that means setting 
his brains at work to find out who she was, 


He would fain 45 


therefore, resolve, from this time forward, 
to have it kept by my people in long-hand, 
and must be contented to set down no more 
than is fit for them and all the world to 


35 know; or, if there be anything, I must en- 


deavour to keep a margin in my book open, 
to add, here and there, a note in short-hand 
with my own hand, And so I betake myself 
to that course, which is almost as much as to 
for which 
and all the discomforts that will accompany 
my being blind, may God prepare me! 8. P. 


Jonathan Swift (1667-1745) 


JOURNAL TO STELLA 
January 16, 1711. — O faith, young wom- 


and did give him leave to use all means to50en, I have sent my letter No. 13, without 


find out who she was, but pulling off her 
mask. He was mighty witty, and she also 
making sport with him very inoffensively, 


one crumb of an answer to any of MD’s: 
there is for you now; and yet Presto ben’t 
angry, faith, not a bit, only he will begin to 
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be in pain next Irish post, except he sees 
MD’s little handwriting in the glass frame 
at the bar of St, James’s Coffee-house, where 
Presto would never go but for that purpose. 
Presto’s at home, God help him, every night 
from six till bedtime, and has as little en- 
joyment or pleasure in life at present as 
anybody in the world, although in full favour 
with all the ministry. As hope saved, noth- 
ing gives Presto any sort of dream of happi- 
ness, but a letter now and then from his own 
dearest MD. I love the expectation of it, 
_and when it does not come, | comfort myself, 
that I have it yet to be happy with. Yes, 
faith, and when I write to MD, I am happy 
too; it is just as if methinks you were here, 
and I prating to you, and telling you where 
Lhave been: Well, says you, Presto, come, 
where have you been to-day? come, let’s 
hear now. And so then I answer; Ford and 
I were visiting Mr Lewis, and Mr Prior, 
and Prior has given me a fine Plautus, and 
then Ford would have me dine at his lodg- 
ings, and so | would not; and so I dined with 
him at an eating-house; which I have not 
done five times since I eame here; and so J 
eame home, after visiting Sir Andrew I’oun- 
taine’s mother and sister, and Sir Andrew 
Fountaine is mending, though slowly, 
January 26-80, 1711, I have been so 
lazy and negligent these last four days, that 
I eould not write to MD, My head is not 
in order, and yet ib is not absolutely ill, but 
eiddyish, and makes me listless, I walk 
every day, and take drops of Dr Cockburn, 
and I have just done a box of pills, and to- 
day Lady IXerry sent me some of her bitter 
drink, which I design to take twice a day, 
and hope I shall grow better. I wish I were 
with MD; I long for spring and good 
weather, and then I will come over. My 
riding in Iveland keeps me well, I am very 
temperate, and eat of the easiest meats, as 
I am directed, and hope the malignity will 
go off; but one fit shakes me a long time. 
I dined to-day with Lord Mountjoy, yester- 
day at Mr Stone’s in the City, on Sunday at 
Vanhomrigh’s, Saturday with Ford, and 
Friday I think at Vanhomrigh’s, and that 
is all the Journal I can send MD; for I was 
so lazy while I was well, that I could not 
write. I thought to have sent this to-night, 
but it is ten, and I will go to bed, and write 


25 ‘I observed he 


50 know, but I would not. 


RESTORATION AND EIGHTEENTH CENTURY 


on the other side to Parvisol to-morrow, 
and send it on Thursday; and so good night, 
my dears, and loye Presto, and be healthy, 
and Presto will be so too, &e. 


5 April 8, 171/1.—I wags this morning to 


see Mrs Barton; I love her better than any 
one here, and see her seldomer. Why, really 
now, so it often happens in the world, that 
where one loves a body best — pshah, 


10pshah, you are so silly with your moral 


observations. — Well, but she told me a 
very good story. An old gentlewoman died 
here two months ago, and left in her will 
to have eight men and eight maids bearers, 


15 who should have two guineas apiece, ten 


guineas to the parson for a sermon, and two 
guineas to the elerk. But bearers, parson, 
and clerk must be all true virgins; and not 
to be admitted till they took their oaths of 


20 virginity: so the poor woman lies still un- 


buried, and so must do till the general resur- 
rection, I called at Mr Secretary, to see 
what the d ailed him on Sunday; I 
made him a very proper speech, told him 
ras much out of temper; 
that I did not expect he would tell me the 
cause, but would be glad to see he was in 
better’; and one thing I warned him of, 
‘never to appear cold to me, for I would not 


30 be treated like a schoolboy; that I had felt 


too much of that in my life already (mean- 
ing Sir William Temple), that I expected 
every great minister, who honoured me with 
his acquaintance, if he heard or saw any- 


35 thing to my disadvantage, would let me 


know in plain words, and not put me in 
pain to guess by the change or coldness of 
his countenance or behaviour; for it was 
what I would hardly bear from a crowned 


40 head, and I thought no subject’s favour was 


worth it; and that I designed to let my 
Lord Keeper and Mr Harley know the 
same thing, that they might use me accord- 
ingly.’ He took all right; said ‘I had 


45 reason’; vowed ‘nothing ailed him but sit- 


ting up whole nights at business, and one 
night at, drinking’; would have had me dine 
with him and Mrs Masham’s brother, to 
make up matters, but I would not. I don’t 
But indeed I was 
engaged with my old friend Rollinson; you 
never heard of him before. 

August 25, 1711. —I was with the Secre- 
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tary this morning, who was in a mighty answer, with a bill on Parvisol: pray do 
hurry, and went to Windsor in a chariot this; for my head is full, and it will ease my 
with Lord Keeper; so I was not invited, memory. Why, I think I quoted to you 
and am forced to stay at home, but not at some of ——’s letter, so you may imagine 
all against my will; for I could have gone, 5 how witty the rest was; for it was all of a 
and would not. I dined in the City with bunch, as goodman Peesley says, Pray let 
one of my printers, for whom I got The us have no more bussiness, but busyness: the 
Gazette, and am come home early; and have deuce take me if I know how to spell it; your 
nothing to say to you more, but finish this wrong spelling, Madam Stella, has put me 
letter, and not send it by the bellman. Days 10 out: it does not look right; let me see, 
grow short, and the weather grows bad, and bussiness, busyness, business, bisyness, bis- 
the town is splenetic, and things are so oddly _ness, bysness; faith, I know not which is 
contrived, that I cannot be absent; other- right, I think the second; I believe I never 
wise I would go for a few days to Oxford, as writ the word in my life before; yes, sure 
I promised. They say, ‘tis certain that 151 must, though; business, busyness, bisyness. 
Prior has been in France; nobody doubts ——I have perplexed myself, and can’t do 
it: I had not time to ask the Secretary, he it. Prithee ask Walls. Business, I fancy 
was in such haste. Well, I will take my that’s right. Yes it is; I looked in my own 
leave of dearest MD for a while; for I must pamphlet, and found it twice in ten lines, 
begin my next letter to-night: consider 20to convince you that I never writ it before. 
that, young women; and pray be merry, 0, now I see it as plain as can be; so yours 
and good girls, and love Presto. There is is only an s too much. The Parliament 
now but one business the ministry wants will certainly meet on Friday next; the 
me for; and when that is done, I will take Whigs will have a great majority in the 
my leave of them. I never got a penny from 25 House of Lords, no care is taken to prevent 
them, nor expect it. In my opinion, some it; there is too much neglect; they are 
things stand very ticklish; I dare say noth- warned of it, and that signifies nothing: it 
ing at this distance. Farewell, dear sirrahs, was feared there would be some peevish 
dearest lives: there is peace and quiet with address from the Lords against a peace. 
MD, and nowhere else. They have not 30’Tis said about the town that several of the 
leisure here to think of small things, which allies begin now to be content that a peace 
may ruin them; and I have been forward should be treated. This is all the news I 
enough. Farewell again, dearest rogues: I have. The Queen is pretty well; and so 
am never happy but when I write or think now I bid poor dearest MD farewell till to- 
of MD. I have enough of courts and min- 35 night, then I will talk with them again. 
isters; and wish I were at Laracor; and if I March 27, 1713.—Parnell’s poem is 
could with honour come away this moment, mightily esteemed; but poetry sells ill. I 
I would. Bernage came to see me to-day; am plagued with that— poor Harrison’s 
he is just landed from Portugal, and come mother; you would laugh to see how cau- 
to raise recruits; he looks very well, and 40 tious I am of paying her the £100 I received 
seems pleased with his station and manner for her son from the Treasury. I have asked 
of life: he never saw London nor England — every creature I know whether I may do 
before; he is ravished with Kent, which it safely; yet durst not venture till my Lord 
was his first prospect when he landed. Fare- Keeper assured me there was no danger. 
well again, &e., &e. 45 Yet I have not paid her, but will in a day or 
December 1, 1711. — Pish! sirrahs, put a two: though I have a great mind to stay 
date always at the bottom of your letter, as _ till Ppt sends me her opinion, because Ppt 
well as the top, that I may know when you is a great lawyer. I dined to-day with a 
send it; your last is of November 3, yet I mixture of people at a Scotchman’s, who 
had others at the same time, written a fort- 50 made the invitation to Mr. Lewis and me, 
night after. Whenever you would have any and has some design upon us, which we 
money, send me word three weeks before, know very well. I went afterward to see a 
and in that time you will certainly have an famous moving picture, and I never saw 
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anything so pretty. Youseeaseateninches Mr Berkeley, one of your Fellows, whom 
wide, a town at the other end, and ships I have recommended to the Doctor and to 
sailing in the sea and discharging their can- Lord Berkeley of Stratton. Mr Lewis tells 
non. You see a great sky, with moon and me that the Duke of Ormond has been to-day 
stars, etc. Tama fool. Night, dear MD. 5with the Queen; and she was content that 

April 15, 1718. — Lord Bolingbroke made Dr Sterne should be Bishop of Dromore 
me dine with him to-day; I was as good and I Dean of St Patrick’s; but then out 
company as ever; and [he]told methe Queen came Lord Treasurer, and said he would 
would determine something fcr me to-night. not be satisfied, but that I must be preben- 
The dispute is, Windsor or St Patrick’s. 10 dary of Windsor. Thus he perplexes things. I 
I told him I would not stay for their disputes, expect neither; but I confess, as much as I 
and he thought I was in the right. Lord love England, I am so angry at this treat- 
Masham told me that Lady Masham is an- ment, that, if I had my choice, I would 
ery I have not been to see her since this busi- rather have St Patrick’s. Lady Masham 
ness, and desires I will come to-morrow. 15 says she will speak to the purpose to the 
Night, dear MD. Queen to-morrow. Night, dear MD. 

April 16, 1718.— I was this noon at Lady April 26, 1718. —1 was at Court to-day, 
Masham’s, who was just come from Kensing- and a thousand people gave me joy; so I 
ton, where her eldest son is sick. She said ranout. I dined with Lady Orkney. Yester- 
much to me of what she had talked to the 20 day I dined with Lord Treasurer and his Sat- 
Queen and Lord Treasurer. The poor lady urday people as usual; and was so bedeaned! 
fell a-shedding tears openly. She could not ‘The Archbishop of York says he will never 
bear to think of my having St Patrick’s, etc. more speak against me. Pray see that Par- 
I was never more moved than to see so much  visol stirs about getting my patent. I have 
friendship. I would not stay with her, but 25 given Tooke DD’s note to prove she is 
went and dined with Dr Arbuthnot, with alive. 
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THE CAMPAIGN 


Waite crowds of princes your deserts 
proclaim, 
Proud in their number to enrol your name; 
While emperors to you commit their cause, 
And Anna’s praises crown the vast ap- 
plause; 


(arecee great leader, what the Muse recites, 5 


[ 


That in ambitious verse attempts your fights. 
Fired and transported with a theme so new, 
Ten thousand wonders opening to my view, 
Shine forth at once; sieges and storms ap- 


pear, 

And wars and conquests fill the important 
year, 10 

Rivers of blood I see, and hills of slain, 

An Iliad rising out of one campaign. 

The haughty Gaul beheld, with towering 
pride, Louis XI 

His ancient bounds catarnad on every side, 

Pirene’s lofty barriers were subdued, 

And in the midst of his wide empire stood; 

Ausonia’s states, the victor to restrain, 

Opposed their Alps and Apennines in vain, 

Nor found themselves, with strength of rocks 
immured, 

Behind their everlasting hills secured; 

The rising Danube its long race began, 

And half its course through the new con- 
quests ran; 

Amazed and anxious for her sovereign’s fates, 

Germania trembled through a hundred 
states; 

Great Leopold himself was seized with 
fear; 25 

He gazed around, but saw no succour near; 

He gazed, and half abandoned to despair 

His hopes on Heaven, and confidence in 
prayer. 

To Britain’s queen the nations turn their 


s 


15 


20 


eyes , 
On her resolves the Western world relies, 30 
47] 


Confiding still, amidst its dire alarms, 

In Anna’s councils and in Churchill’s arms. 

Thrice happy Britain, from the kingdoms 
rent 

To sit the guardian of the continent! 

That sees her bravest son advanced so 
high, 35 

And flourishing so near her prince’s eye; 

Thy favourites grow not up by fortune’s 
sport, ¥ 

Or from the crimes or follies of a court; 

On the firm basis of desert they rise, < 

From long-tried faith, and friendship’ s ups 
ties: 

Their sovereign’s well-distinguished eiitee 
they share, 

Her Nae in peace, her strength in 


wa 
The nee thanks them with a public voice, 
By showers of blessings Heaven approves 
their choice; 
Envy itself is dumb, in wonder lost, 45 
And factions strive who shall applaud them 
most. 
Soon as soft vernal breezes warm the sky, 
Britannia’s colours in the zephyrs fly; 
Her chief already has his march begun, 
Crossing the provinces himself had won, 50 
Till the Moselle, appearing from afar, 
Retards the progress of the moving war. 
Delightful stream, had Nature hid her fall 
In distant climes, far from the perjured 
Gaul; 
But now a purchase to the sword she lies, 55 
Her harvests for uncertain owners rise, 
Each vineyard doubtful of its master grows, 
And to the victor’s bowl each vintage flows. 
The discontented shades of slaughtered 


| 


hosts, 

That wandered on her banks, her heroes’ 
ghosts, 60 

Hoped, when they saw Britannia’s arms ap- 
pear, 

The vengeance due to their great deaths was 
near. 
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Our godlike leader, ere the stream he 


~ 


\ They meet each other, mingling blaze with 


passed, t— blaze. 
The mighty scheme of all his labours cast, Polished in courts, and hardened in the 
Forming the wondrous year within his field, 105 


thought : 65 

,..fis bosom glowed with battles yet unfought. 

The long, laborious march he first surveys, 

And joins the distant Danube to the Maese, 

Between whose floods such pathless forests 
grow, 

Such mountains rise, so many rivers flow: 70 

The toil looks lovely in the hero’s eyes, 

And danger serves but to enhance the prize. 

Big with the fate of Hurope, he renews 

His dreadful course, and the proud foe pur- 
sues: 

Infected by the burning Scorpion’s heat, 75 

The sultry gales round his chafed temples 
beat, 

Till on the borders of the Maine he finds 

Defensive shadows and refreshing winds. 

y Our British youth, with inborn freedom bold, 

Unnumbered scenes of servitude be- 
hold, 80 

Nations of slaves, with tyranny debased, 

(Their Maker’s image more than half de- 
faced,) 

Hourly instructed, as they urge their toil, 

To prize their queen, and love their native 


soil. 
Still.to the rising sun they take their 
way 85 
Through clouds of dust, and gain upon the 
da 


When now the Neckar on its fr iendly coast, 

With cooling streams revives the fainting 
host, 

That cheer fully its labours past forgets, 

The midnight watches, and the noonday 
heats. 90 

O’er prostre ate towns and palaces they pass, 

(Now covered o’er with weeds and hid in 
grass, ) 

Breathing revenge; 
dain 

Fire every breast, and boil in every vein: 

Here shattered walls, like broken rocks, from 
far 95 

Rise up in hideous views, the guilt of war, 

Whilst here the vine o’er hills of ruin climbs, 

Industrious to conceal great Bourbon’s 
crimes. 

- At length the fame of England’s hero 

drew 

Eugenio to the glorious interview. 100 

Great souls by instinct to each other turn, 

Demand alliance, and in friendship burn; 

A sudden friendship, while with stretched- 
out rays 


and dis- 


whilst anger 


Renowned for conquest, and in council 
skilled. 

Their courage dwells not in a troubled flood 

Of mounting spirits, and fermenting blood: 

Lodged in the soul, with virtue overr ‘ruled, 

Inflamed by reason, and by reason 
cooled, 110 

In hours of peace content to be unknown, 

And only in the field of battle shown: 

To souls like these, in mutual friendship 
joined, 

Heaven dares intrust the cause of human- 
kind. 


Britannia’s graceful sons appear in 
arms, 115 
Her harassed troops the hero’s presence 


warms, 

Whilst the high hills and rivers all around 

With thundering peals of British shouts re- 
sound: 

Doubling their speed, they march with fresh ) 
delight, . 

Eager for glory, and require the fight. 120 | 

So the staunch hound the trembling deer pur- — 


sues, 

And smells his footsteps in the tainted dews, 
The tedious track unravelling by degrees: 
But when the scent comes warm in every 


breeze, 
Fired ie the near approach, he shoots 
awa 125 


On his full stretch, and bears upon his prey. 
The march concludes, the various realm: 
are past, 

The immortal Schellenberg appears at last: 

Like hills the aspiring ramparts rise on high, 

Like valleys at their feet the trenches 
lie: 130 

Batteries on batteries guard each fatal pass, 

Threatening destruction; rows of hollow 
brass, 

ahs behind tube, the dreadful entrance 
keep, 

eee in their wombs ten thousand thunders 
sleep: 

Great Churchill owns, charmed with the 
glorious sight, 135 

His march o’erpaid by such a promised fight. 

The western sun now shot a feeble ray, 

And faintly scattered the remains of day; 

Evening approached; but, oh! what hosts 
of foes 

Were never to behold that evening close! 140 

Thickening their ranks, and wedged in firm 
array, 
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The close-compacted Britons win their way: 
In vain the cannon their thronged war de- 


faced 

With tracks of death, and laid the battle 
waste; 

Still pressing forward to the fight, er 
broke 

Through flames of sulphur, and a sat of 


smoke, 
ill slaughtered legions filled the trench 
below, 
d bore their fierce avengers to the foe. 
High on the works the mingling hosts en- 


gage; 
The battle, kindled into tenfold rage 150 
With showers of bullets and with storms of 


fire, 
Burns in full fury; heaps on heaps expire; 
Nations with nations mixed confusedly die, 
And lost in one promiscuous carnage le. 
How many generous Britons meet their 
oom, 155 
New to the field, and heroes in the bloom! 
The illustrious youths, that left their native 
shore 
To march where Britons never marched be- 
fore, 
‘O fatal love of fame! O glorious heat, 
Only destructive to the brave and great!) 160 
After such toils o’ercome, such dangers past, 
Stretched on Bavarian ramparts breathe 
their last. 
But hold, my Muse, may no complaints ap- 


pear, 
Nor blot the day with an ungrateful tear: 
While Marlborough lives, Britannia’s stars 
dispense 165 
, friendly light, and shine in innocence. 
Plunging through seas of blood his fiery 
steed 
Where’er his friends retire, or foes succeed; 
Those he supports, these drives to sudden 
flight, 
And a the various fortune of the fight. 170 
Forbear, great man, renowned in arms, for- 
bear 
To brave the thickest terrors of the war, 
Nor hazard thus, confused in crowds of foes, 
Britannia’s safety, and the world’s repose; 
Let nations, anxious for thy life, abate 175 
This scorn of danger and contempt of fate: 
Thou livest not for thyself; thy queen de- 
mands 
Conquest and peace from thy victorious 
hands; 
Kingdoms and empires in thy fortune join, 
And Europe’s destiny depends on thine. 180 
At length the long-disputed pass they gain, 
[By crowded armies fortified in vain; 
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The bend breaks in, the fierce Bavarians | 
yie 

And see their camp with British legions 
filled. el 

So Belgian mounds bear on their shattered 
sides 185 

The sea’s whole weight, increased with 
swelling tides; 

But if the rushing wave a passage finds, 

Enraged by watery moons, and warring 


winds, 

The trembling peasant sees his country 
round 

Covered with tempests, and in oceans 
drowned. 190 


The few surviving foes dispersed in flight, 
(Refuse of swords, and gleanings of a fight,) 
In every rustling wind the victor hear, 
And Marlborough’s form in every shadow 


fear, 
Till the dark cope of night with kind em- 


brace 195 
Befriends the rout, and covers their dis- 
grace. 


To Donawert, with unresisted force, 
The gay, victorious army bends its course. 
The growth of meadows, and the pride of 


fields, 
Whatever spoils Bavaria’s summer 
yields, 200 
(The Danube’s great increase,) Britannia 
shares, 


The food of armies, and support of wars: 
With magazines of death, destructive balls, 
And cannons doomed to batter Landau’s 


walls, 
The victor finds each hidden cavern 
stored, 205 


And turns their fury on their guilty lord. 
Deluded prince! how is thy greatness 7 
crossed 
And all the gaudy dream of empire lost, 
That proudly set thee on a fancied throne, 
And made imaginary realms thy own! 210 J 
Thy troops that now behind the Danube join, 
Shall shortly seek for shelterfrom~the 
_Rhine, 
Nor find it there: surrounded with alarms, 
Thou hop’stthe assistance. of the Gallic 
arms} 
The Gallic arms in safety shall advance, 215 
And crowd thy standards with the power of 
Trance, 
While to exalt thy doom, the aspiring Gaul 
Shares thy destruction, and adorns thy fall. 


Unbounded  coura Be and compassion 
joined, 
Tempering each other in the victor’s 


mind, 220 
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Alternately proclaim him good and great, 
And make the hero and the man complete. 
Long did he strive the obdurate foe to gain 
By proffered grace, but long he strove in 


vain: 
Till fired at length, he thinks it vain to 
spare 225 


His rising wrath, and gives a loose to war. 
p In vengeance roused, the soldier fills his 
hand 
With sword and fire, and ravages the land, 
A thousand villages to ashes turns, 
In crackling flames a thousand harvests 
Le burns: 230 
To the thick woods the woolly flocks retreat, 
And mixed with bellowing herds confusedly 


bleat; 
Their trembling lords the common shade par- 
take, 
And cries of infants sound in every brake: 
es he listening soldier fixed in sorrow 
stands, 235 


Loth to obey his leader’s just commands; 
The leader grieves, by generous pity swayed, 

jPo see his just commands so well obeyed. 

But now the trumpet, terrible from far, 
In shriller clangors animates the war, 240 

Confederate drums in fuller concert beat, 

And echoing hills the loud alarm repeat: 
i proud standards, to Bavaria’s 


allia 
joined, 
as their gilded lilies in the wind; 
The daring prince his blasted hopes re- 
news, 245 
And while the thick embattled host he views 
Stretched out in deep array, and dreadful 
length, 

His heart dilates, and glories in his strength. 
The fatal day its mighty course began, 
That the grieved world had long desired in 

vain: 250 
States that their new captivity bemoaned, 
Armies of martyrs that in exile groaned, 
Sighs from the depth of gloomy dungeons 

heard, 
And prayers in bitterness of soul preferred, 
KEurope’s loud cries, that Providence as- 

sailed, 255 
And Anna’s ardent vows, at length prevailed; 
The day was come when Heaven designed to 

show 
His care and conduct of the world below. 
Behold, in awful march and dread array 
The long-expected squadrons shape their 

way! 260 
Death, in approaching terrible, imparts 
An anxious horror to the bravest hearts; 

Yet do their beating breasts demand the 
strife, 
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And thirst of glory quells the love of life. 
No vulgar fears can British minds con- 
trol: 265 
Heat of revenge and noble pride of soul 
O’erlook the foe, advantaged by his post, 
Lessen his numbers, and contract his host. 
Though fens and floods possessed the middle 


space, 
That unprovoked they would have feared to 


pass, 270 

Nor fens nor floods can stop Britannia’s 
} bands, 

When her proud foe ranged on their borders 
stands. 

But, O my Muse, what numbers wilt thou 
find 


To sing the furious troops in battle joined! 

Methinks I hear the drum’s tumultuous 
sound 275 

The victor’s shouts and dying groans con- 
found, 

The dreadful burst of cannon rend the skies, 

And all the thunder of the battle rise. 

(Twas then great Marlborough’s mighty 

soul was proved, 

That, in the shock of charging hosts un- 
moved, 280 

Amidst confusion, horror, and despair, 

Examined all the dreadful scenes of war; 

In peaceful thought the field of death sur- 
veyed, 

To fainting squadrons sent the timely aid, 

Inspired repulsed battalions to engage, 285 

And taught the doubtful battle where to 

ea Me 

So when an angel by divine command 

With rising tempests shakes a guilty land, 

Such as of late o’er pale Britannia passed, 


Calm and serene he drives the furious 
blast; 290 
And, pleased the Almighty’s orders to per- 
form, 
Rides in the whirlwind, and directs the 
storm. 
But see the haughty household-troops 
advance! 


| The dread of Europe, and the pride of 
L France. 
The war’s whole art each private soldier 
knows, 295 
And with a general’s love of conquest glows; 
Proudly he marches on, and, void of fear, 
Laughs at the shaking of the British spear: 
Vain insolence! with native freedom brave, 
The meanest Briton scorns the highest 
slave: 300 
Contempt and fury fire their souls by turns, 
Each nation’s glory in each warrior burns, 
Each fights, as in his arm the important day 
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And all the fate of his great monarch lay: 
A thousand glorious actions, that might 
claim 305 
Triumphant laurels, and immortal fame, 
Confused in clouds of glorious actions lie, 
&~And troops of heroes undistinguished die. 
O Dormer, how ean I behold thy fate, 
And not the wonders of thy youth relate! 310 
ow can I see the gay, the brave, the young, 
Fall in the cloud of war and lie unsung! 
In joys of conquest he resigns his breath, 
And, filled with England’s glory, smiles in 


‘death. 
The rout begins, the Gallic squadrons 
run, 315 
Compelled in crowds to meet the fate they 
shun; 
Thousands of fiery steeds with wounds 
transfixed 
Floating in gore, with their dead masters 
mix 
Midst heaps of spears and standards driven 
around, 
Lie in the Danube’s bloody whirlpools 
drowned, 320 
Troops of bold youths, born on the distant 
Soane, 


Or sounding borders of the rapid Rhone. 

Or where the Seine her flow ery fields divides, 

Or where the Loire through winding vine- 
yards glides; 

In heaps the rolling billows sweep away, 325 

And into Scythian seas their bloated corps 
convey. 

From Blenheim’s towers the Gaul, with wild 

§ affright, 

Beholds the various havoc of the fight; 

His waving banners, that so oft had stood, 

Planted in fields of death, and streams of 
blood, 330 

So wont the guarded enemy to reach, 

And rise triumphant in the fatal breach, 

Or pierce the broken foe’s remotest lines, 

The hardy veteran with tears resigns. 


r Unfortunate Tallard! Oh, who can 

name yaa rh ai he i 335 

The pangs of rage, of sorrow, and of 
shame, 

That with mixed tumult in thy bosom 
swelled! 

When first thou sawest thy bravest troops re- 
pelled, 


Thine only son pierced with a deadly wound, 
Choked in his blood, and gasping on the 
ground, 340 
Thyself in bondage by the victor kept! 
The chief, the father, and the captive wept. 
in English Muse is touched with generous 
woe, 
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And in the unhappy man forgets the foe. 

Greatly distressed! thy loud complaints 
forbear, 345 

Blame not the turns of fate, and chance of 
war; 

Give thy brave foes their due, nor blush to 
own 

The fatal field by such great leaders won, 

The field whence famed Eugenio bore away 

Only the second honours of the day. 350 

With floods of gore that from the van- 
quished fell, 

The marshes stagnate, and the rivers swell. 

Mountains of slain lie heaped upon the 
ground, 

Or ’midst the roarings of the Danube 
drowned; 

Whole captive hosts the conqueror de- 
tains 355 

In painful bondage nnd inglorious chains; 

Even those who ’scape the fetters and the 
sword, 

Nor seek the fortunes of a happier lord, 

Their raging king dishonours, to complete 

Marlborough’ s great work, and finish the 
defeat. 360 

From Memminghen’s high domes, and ) 
Augsburg’s walls, 

The distant battle drives the insulting 
Gauls; 

Freed by the terror of the victor’s name, 

The rescued States his great protection 


claim; 
Whilst Ulm the approach of her deliverer 
waits, 365 


And longs to open her obsequious gates. 
The hero’s breast still swells with great 
designs, 

Tn every thought the towering genius shines: 

Tf to the foe his dreadful course he bends, 

O’er the wide continent his march ex- 
tends; 370 

If sieges in his laboring thoughts are 
formed, 

Camps are assaulted, and an army stormed; 

If to the fight his active soul is bent, 

The fate of Europe turns on its event. 

What distant land, what region, can af- 
ford 375 

An action worthy his victorious sword? 

Where will he next the flying Gaul defeat, 

To make the series of his toils complete ? 

Where the swoln Rhine, rushing with all 
its force, 

Divides the hostile nations in its course, 380 

While each contracts its bounds, or wider 
gTOWs, 

Enlarged or straitened as the river flows, 

On Gallia’s side a mighty bulwark stands, 
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That all the wide extended plain com- 


mands; 

Twice, since the war was kindled, has it 
tried 385 

The pees rage, and twice has changed its 
side; 

As oft whole armies, with the prize o’er- 
joyed, 


Have the long summer on its walls employed. 
Hither our mighty chief his arms directs, 
Hence future triumphs from the war ex- 
cts; 390 
And though the dog-star had its course be- 
gun, 
Carries his arms still nearer to the sun: 
Fixed on the glorious action, he forgets 
The change of seasons, and increase of heats: 
No toils are painful that can danger 
show, 395 
No climes unlovely that contain a foe. 
rThe roving Gaul, to his own bounds re- 
strained, 
Learns to encamp within his native land, 
But soon as the victorious host he spies, 
From hill to hill, from stream to stream he 
flies: 400 
Such dire impressions in his heart remain 
Of Marlborough’s sword, and Hochstet’s 
ee fatal plain: 
In vain Britannia’s mighty chief besets 
Their shady coverts, and obscure retreats; 
They fly the conqueror’s approaching 
fame, 405 
That bears the force of armies in his name. 
yp Austria’s young monarch, whose imperial 
sway 
Sceptres and thrones are destined to obey, 
Whose boasted ancestry so high extends 
That in the pagan gods his lineage ends, 410 
Comes from afar, in gratitude to own 
The great supporter of his father’s throne; 
What tides of glory to his bosom ran, 
Clasped in the embraces of the godlike 
man! 
How were his eyes with pleasing wonder 
fixed 415 
To see such fire with so much sweetness 
_ mixed, 
Such easy greatness, such a graceful port, 
So turned and finished for the camp or 
court! 
Achilles thus was formed with every grace, 
And Nireus shone but in the second 
place; 420 
Thus the great father of almighty Rome 
(Divinely flushed with an immortal bloom, 
That Cytherea’s fragrant breath bestowed) 
In all the charms of his bright mother 
glowed, 
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The royal youth by Marlborough’s pres- 
ence charmed, 425 
Taught by his counsels, by his actions 
warmed | 
On Landau with redoubled fury falls, 
Discharges all his thunder on its walls, 
O’er mines and caves of death provokes the 
fight, 
And learns to conquer in the hero’s sight. 430 
The British chief, for mighty toils re- 


nowned, 
Increased with titles, and with conquests 
crowned, 
To Belgian coasts his tedious march re- 
news, 
And the long windings of the Rhine pur- 
~ sues, 


Clearing its borders from usurping foes, 435 

And blessed by rescued nations as he goes. 

Treves fears no more, freed from its dire 
alarms; 

And Traerbach feels the terror of his arms, 

Seated on rocks her proud foundations shake, 

While Marlborough presses to the bold at- 


tack, 440 
Plants all his batteries, bids his cannon 
roar, 
And shows how Landau might have fallen 
before. 


ppaed at his near approach, Great Louis 


fears 
Vengeance reserved for his declining years, 
Forgets his thirst of universal sway, 445 
|.And scarce can teach his subjects to obey; 
His arms he finds on vain attempts em- 
ployed, 
The ambitious projects for his race de- 
stroyed, 
¢The work of ages sunk m one campaign, 
{And lives of millions sacrificed in vain. 450 
Such are the effects of Anna’s royal eares: 
By her, Britannia, great in foreign wars, 
Ranges through nations, wheresoe’er dis- 
joined, 
Without the wonted aid of sea and wind. 
“By her the unfettered Ister’s states are 
free, 455 
| And taste the sweets of English liberty: 
But who can tell the joys of those that lie 
Beneath the constant influence of her eye! 
Whilst in diffusive showers her bounties fall, 
Like heaven’s indulgence, and descend on 
all, 460 
Secure the happy, succour the distressed, 
Make every subject glad, and a whole people 
blessed. 
r Thus would I fain Britannia’s wars re- 
hearse, 
In the smooth records of a faithful verse; 


{ 
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That, if such numbers can o'er time pre- 
vail, 465 
May tell posterity the wondrous tale. 

“When actions, unadorned, are faint and 


Cities and countries must be taught to 


speak; ! ; : 
Gods may descend in factions from the skies, 
And rivers from their oozy bedsarise; —_ 470 
Fiction may deck the truth with spurious 
rays, 
And round the hero cast a hallowed blaze. 


Marlborough’s exploits appear divinely 
bright, 
And A ncttine§ shine in their own native 
ght; 
Raised of themselves, their genuine charms 
they boast, 475 
And those who paint them truest praise 
~ them most. 
1704 
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AN ESSAY ON CRITICISM 


I 


’T 1s hard to say if greater want of skill 
Appear in writing or in judging ill; 

But of the two less dangerous is th’ offense 
To tire our patience than mislead our sense: 
Some few 3 in ahead, but numbers err in this; 5 


Cc > 
fool nicht once himself aloes expose; 
Now one in verse makes many more in 


prose. 
’T is with our judgments as our watches, 
none 
| just alike, yet each believes his own. 10 
In Poets as true Genius i is but rare, 
a5 +the-Critic’s share; 
_Both Tats alike from Heav’n derive their 
} light, 
|These born to judge, as well as those to 
write. 
_Let such teach others who themselves ex- 
cel, 15 


nd censure freely who have written well; 
Authors are partial to their wit, ’t is true, 
But are not Critics to their judgment too?. 
Yet if we look more closely, we shall find 
Most have the seeds of judgment in their 
mind: 20 
Nature affords at least a glimm’ring light; 
The lines, though touched but faintly, are 
drawn right. 
But as the slightest sketch, if justly traced, 
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Is by ill col’ring but the more disgraced, 

So by false learning is good sense defaced: 25 

Some are bewildered in the maze of schools, 

And set made coxcombs Nature meant but 
ools: 

In search of wit these lose their common -~ 
sense, 

And then’turn Critics in their own defense By 

Each burns alike, who can, or cannot 
write, 30 

Or with a rival’s or an eunuch’s spite. 

All fools have still an itching to deride, 

And fain would be upon the laughing ie 

If Meevius scribble in Apollo’s spite, 

There are who judge still worse than he oe 
write. 

Some have at first for Wits, then Poets 
passed, 

Turned Critics next, and proved plain Fools 
at last. 

Some neither can for Wits nor Crities pass, 

As heavy mules are neither horse nor ass. 

Those half-learned witlings, numerous in} 
our isle, 40 

As half-formed insects on the banks of Nile; 

Unfinished things, one knows not what to 
call, 

Their generation’s so equivocal; a 

To tell them, would a hundred tongues re- 


quire, 
Or one vain Wit’s, that might a hundred 
tire. 45 


But you who seek to give and merit fame, ~ 
And justly bear a Critic’s noble name, 
Be sure yourself and your own reach to 
know, 
How far your Genius, Taste, and Learning 


£0, 
Launch not beyond your depth, but be dis-~ 
creet, 
And mark that point where Sense and Dal 
ness meet. 
Nature to all things fixed the limits fit, 
And wisely curbed proud man’s pretending 
wit. 
As on the land while here the ocean gains, 
In other parts it leaves wide sandy plains; 55 
Thus in the soul while Memory prevails, 
The solid power of Understanding fails; 
Where beams of warm Imagination play, 
The Memory’s soft figures melt away. 
One Science only will one genius fit; 
So vast is Art, so narrow human wit: 
Not only bounded to peculiar arts, 
But oft in those confined to single parts. Ee) 
Like Kings we lose the conquests gained be- 


fore, eles 
By vain ambition still to make them 
~ more: 65 
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Each might his sev’ral province well com- 
mand, 
Would all but stoop to what they under- 
stand. 
First follow Nature, and your judgment 
frame 
By her just standard, which is still the 
same; 


4 
Unerring Nature, still divinely bright, 70 
One clear, unchanged, and universal light, 
Life, force, and beauty, must to all impart, 
At once the source, and end, and test of 
Art. 
Art from that fund each just supply provides, 
Works without show, and without pomp 
presides. 75 
In some fair body thus th’ informing soul 
With spirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole; 
Each motion guides, and every nerve sus- 
tains, 
Itself unseen, but in th’ effects remains. 


~ Some, to whom Heav’n in wit has been ae 


fuse, 
Want as much more to turn it to its use; 
For Wit and Judgment often are at strife, 
Though meant each other’s 


~ and wife. 
’T is more to guide than spur the Muse’s 
steed, 


Restrain his fury than provoke his speed: 85 
The wingéd courser, like a gen’rous horse, 
Shows most true mettle when you check his 
course. 
Those rules of old, discovered, not de- 
vised, 
Are Nature still, but Nature methodized; 
Nature, like Liberty, is but restrained 90 
By the same laws which first herself or- 
dained. 
Hear how learned Greece her useful rules 
indites 
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Who could not win the mistress wooed the 
maid; 105 

Against the Poets their own arms they 
turned, 

Sure to hate most the men from whom they 
learned. 

So modern ’pothecaries, taught the art 

By doctors’ bills to play the doctor’s part, 

Bold in the practice of mistaken rules, 110 

Prescribe, apply, and call their masters fools. 

Some on the leaves of ancient authors prey; 

Nor time nor moths e’er spoiled so much as 
they; 

Some drily plain, without invention’s aid, 

| Write dull receipts how poems may be 


~ made; 115 
These leave the sense their learning to dis- 
play, 


And those explain the meaning quite away. 
— You then whose judgment the right course 
would steer, 
Know well each ancient’s proper character; 
,, His fable, subject, scope in every page; 120 
~ Religion, country, genius of his age: 
Without all these at once before your eyes, 


ald, like man pCavil) vou may, but never criticise. 


Be Homer’s works your study and delight, 

Read them by day, and meditate by 
night; 125 

Thence form your judgment, thence your 
maxims bring, 

And trace the Muses upward to their spring. 

Still with itself compared, his text peruse; 

And let your comment be the Mantuan 


Muse. 
When first young Maro in his boundless 
mind 130 


A work t’ outlast immortal Rome designed, 

Perhaps he seemed above the critic’s law, 

And but from nature’s fountains scorned to 
draw; 


When to repress and when indulge our But when t’ examine ev ry part he came, 


flights: 

High on Parnassus’ top her sons she showed, 

And pointed out those arduous paths they 
trod; 95 

Held from afar, aloft, th’ immortal prize, 

And urged the rest by equal steps to rise. 

Just precepts thus from 
giv’n, 

She drew from them what they derived from 
Heavy’ n. 

‘The gen’rous Critic fanned the poet’s fire, 100 

And taught the world with reason to admire. 

Then Criticism the Muses’ handmaid proved, 

To dress her charms, and make her more 
beloved: 

But following Wits from that intention 
strayed: 


great examples (eas hence for ancient rules a just esteem; 


__Nature and Homer were, he found, the 
same. 135 

Convinced, amazed, he checks the bold ae 
sign, 

And rules as strict his laboured work confine 

As if the Stagyrite o’erlooked each line. 


To copy Nature is to copy them. 140 
Some beauties yet no precepts can declare, 

For there’s a happiness as well as care. 

Music resembles poetry; in each 

Are nameless graces which no methods teach, 

And which a master-hand alone can 
reach. 145 

If, where the rules not far enough extend, 

(Since Na were made but to promote their 
en 
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Some lucky license answer to the full 

Th’ intent proposed, that license is a rule. 

Thus Pegasus, a nearer way to take, 150 
(May bol boldly deviate from the common track; 

From vulgar bounds with brave disorder 


part, 
And snatch a grace beyond the reach of 


Art, 
Which, without passing through the judg- 
ment, gains 
The heart, and allits end at once attains. 155 
In prospects thus some objects please our 
eyes, 
Which out of Nature’s common order rise, 
The shapeless rock, or hanging precipice. 
Great Wits sometimes may gloriously of- 


fend, 
And rise to faults true Critics dare not 


mend. 160 
But though the ancients thus their rules 
invade, 


(As Kings dispense with laws themselves 
have made) 


Against the precept, ne’er transgress its 
end; 
Let it be seldom, and compelled by need; 165 


| Azuint beware! or if you must offend 


| And have at least their precedent to plead; 


The Critic else proceeds without remorse, 

| Seizes your fame, and puts his laws in 
force. 
I know there are to whose presumptuous 
thoughts 

Those freer beauties, ev’n in them, seem 
faults. 170 
Some figures monstrous and misshaped ap- 


pear, 
Considered singly, or beheld too near, 
Which, but proportioned to their light or 
lace, 
Due distance reconciles to form and grace. 


s A prudent chief not always must display 175 


His powers in equal ranks and fair array, 

But with th’ occasion and the place comply, 

Conceal his force, nay, seem sometimes to 
fly. 

Those oft are stratagems which errors seem, 

Nor is it Homer nods, but we that dream. 180 

Still green with bays each ancient altar 
stands 

Above the reach of sacrilegious hands, 

Secure from flames, from Envy’s fiercer 
rage, 

Destructive war, and all-involving Age. 

See from each clime the learned their incense 
bring! 185 

Hear in all tongues consenting pans ring! 

In praise so just let ev’ry voice be joined, 

And fill the gen’ral chorus of mankind. 


479 
Hail, Bards triumphant! born in happier 


ays, 
Immortal heirs of universal praise! 190 
Whose honours with increase of ages grow, 
As streams roll down, enlarging as they flow 
Nations ree your mighty names shall 
sound 
And worlds applaud that must not yet be 
found! 
Oh, may some spark of your celestial fire 195 
The last, the meanest of your sons inspire, 
(That on weak wings, from far, pursues your 
flights, 
Glows while he reads, 
writes) 


but trembles as he 


T’ admire superior sense, and doubt their 


To teach vain Wits a science little known, ] 


own! 200 
II 


Of all the causes which conspire to blind 


Man’s erring judgment, and misguide the | “7, // 


mind, 
What - weak head with strongest bias 
rules 
Is Pride, ‘the never failing vice of fools. 
Whatever Nature hasin worth denied — 204 
She gives in large recruits of needful Pride: 
For as in bodies, thus in souls, we find 
What wants in blood and spirits swelled 
with wind: 


Pride, where Wit fails, steps in to our de- 4 


fence, 

And fills up all the mighty void of Sense: 210 | 

If once right Reason drives that cloud 
away, 

Truth breaks upon us with resistless day. 

Trust not yourself; but your defects to 
know, 

Make use of ev’ry friend — and ev’ry foe. 

A little learning isa dangerous thing; 215 
Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring: 
There shallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 
And drinking largely sobers us again. 
lired at first sight with what the Muse im- 

parts, 

In fearless youth we tempt the heights of 

arts, 220 
While from the bounded level of our mind 
Short views we take, nor see the lengths be- 

hind: 

But more advanced, 
surprise 

New distant scenes of endless science rise! 

So pleased at first the tow’ring Alps we 

try, 225 
Mount o’er the vales, and seem to tread the 

sky; 

Th’ eternal snows appear already past, 


behold with strange 


A 
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And the first clouds and mountains seem the 
last: 

But, those attained, we tremble to survey 

The growing labours of the lengthened 
way; 230 

Th’ increasing prospect tires our wand’ring 


eyes, 
Hills peep o’er hills, and Alps on Alps arise! 
A perfect judge will read each work of 
wit 
With the same spirit that its author writ; 
Survey the whole, nor seek slight faults to 
find 235 
Where Nature moves, and Rapture warms 
us the mind: 
Nor lose, for that malignant dull delight, 
The gen’rous pleasure to be charmed with 
wit. 
But in such lays as neither ebb nor flow, 
Correctly cold, and regularly low, 240 
That shunning faults one quiet tenor keep, 
We cannot blame indeed — but we may 


sleep. 

In Wit, as Nature, what affects our 
hearts 

Is not th’ exactness of peculiar parts; 

’T is not a lip or eye we beauty call, 245 


But the joint force and full result of all. 
Thus when we view some well-proportioned 
dome 
(The world’s just wonder, and ev’n thine, 
O Rome!) 
No single parts unequally surprise, 
All comes united to th’ admiring eyes; —- 250 
No monstrous height, or breadth, or length, 
appear; 
The whole at once is bold, and regular. 
Whoever thinks a faultless piece to see, 
Thinks what ne’er was, nor is, nor e’er shall 
: be. 
In every work regard the writer’s end, 255 
Since none can compass more than they in- 
tend; 
‘And if the means be just, the conduct true, 
Wer shies in spite of trivial faults, is due. 
As men of breeding, sometimes men of wit, 
T’ avoid great errors must the less com- 
mit; 260 
Neglect the rules each verbal critic lays, 
For not to know some trifles is a praise. 
Most critics, fond of some subservient art, 
[still make the whole depend upon a part: 
They'talk of Principles, but Notions prize, 265 
And all to one loved folly sacrifice. 


Once on a time La Mancha’s knight, they, : 4 


say, 
A certain bard encount’ring on the way, 
Discoursed in terms as just, with looks as 
sage, 


r Poets, 


: 4 What. oft was thought, but ne’er so well ex- 
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As e’er could Dennis, of the Grecian stage; 270 
Concluding all were desperate sots and fools 
Who durst depart from Aristotle’s rules. 

Our author, happy in a judge so nice, 
Produced his play, and begged the knight’s 


advice; 
Made him observe the Subject and the 
Plot, 275 


The Manners, Passions, Unities; what not? 
All which exact to rule were brought about, 
Were but a combat in the lists left out. 
‘What! leave the combat out?’ exclaims the 
knight. 
‘Yes, or we must renounce the Stagyrite.’ 280 
‘Not so, by Heaven! (he answers in a rage) 
Knights, squires, and steeds, must enter on 
the stage.’ 
‘So vast a throng the stage can ne’er con- 
tain.’ 
‘Then build a new, or act it in a plain.’ 
Thus critics of less judgment than ca- 
price, 285 
Curious, not knowing, not exact, but nice, 
Form short ideas, and offend in Arts 
(As most in Manners), by a love to parts. 
Some _to Conceit alone their taste confine, 


And glitt’ring thoughts struck out at every 


line; 290 
Pleased with a work where nothing’s just or 
fit, 


One glaring chaos and wild heap of wit. —— 
like painters, thus unskilled to 
trace 
The naked nature and the living grace, 
With gold and jewels cover every part, 295 
\And hide with ornaments their want of Art. 
True Wit_is Nature to ady antage dressed, 
pressed ju 
Something whose truth convinced at sight 
we find, 
That gives us back the image of our mind. 300 
As shades more sweetly recommend the light, 
So modest plainness sets off sprightly wit: 
For works may have more wit than does ’em 
good, 
As bodies perish through excess of blood. 
Others for language all_their_ care ex- 
press, 305 
And value books, as women men, for dress: 
Their praise is still — the Style is excellent: 
The Sense they humbly take upon con- 


tent. 
Words are like leaves; and where they most 
abound, 
Tuch fruit of sense beneath is rarely 
found. 310 


False eloquence, like the prismatic glass, 
Its gaudy colours spreads on every place; 


ALEXANDER POPE 


The face of Nature we no more survey, 

All glares alike, without distinction gay; 

But true expression, like th’ unchanging 
sun, 315 

Clears and improves whate’er it shines upon; 

It gilds all objects, but it alters none. 

Expression is the dress of thought, and still 

Appears more decent as more suitable. 

A vile Coneceit in pompous words ex- 


pressed, 320 and know 
Is like a clown in regal purple dressed: What’s roundly smooth, or languishingly 
For diff’rent styles with diff’rent subjects slow; 
sort, And praise the easy vigour of a line 360 
As sev’ral garbs with country, town, and Where Denham’s strength and Waller’s 
court. sweetness join. 
Some by old words to fame have made pre- True ease in writing comes from Art, not 
tence, Chance, ave 
ng in phrase, mere moderns in their As tie move easiest who have learned to 
325 ance. 
p Such Sileamed nothings, in so strange a ’T isnot enough no harshness gives offense; 
style, The sound must seem an echo to ihe | - 
¢ Amaze the unlearned, and make the learnéd sense. 365 
smile; Soft is the strain when zephyr gently blows, 


Unlucky as Fungoso in the play, 

These sparks with awkward vanity display 

What the fine gentleman wore yesterday; 330 

And but so mimic ancient wits at best, 

As apes our grandsires in their doublets 
drest. 

In words as fashions the same rule will 

/) hold, 

Alike fantastic if too new or old: 

Be not the first by whom the new are 
tried, 335 

Nor yet the last to lay the old aside. 

But mos ge.a poet's song, 


. them is right or 
WLIO 

In the bright Muse though thousand charms 
conspire, 

Her voice is all these tuneful fools ad- 
mire; 340 


Who haunt Parnassus but to please their ear, 

Not mend their minds; as some to chure h 
repair, 

Jot for the doctrine, but the music there. 

These equal syllables alone require, 

Though oft the ear the open vowels tire, 345 

While expletives their feeble aid do join, 

And ten low words oft creep in one dull line: 

While they ring round the same unvaried 
chimes, 

With sure returns of still expected rhymes; 

Where’er you find ‘the cooling western 
breeze,’ 350 

In the next line, it ‘whispers through the 
trees’; 

If crystal streams ‘with pleasing murmurs 
creep,’ 
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The ioe s threatened (not in vain) with 
slee 

Then, at ine last and only couplet, fraught 

With’ some unmeaning thing they call a 
thought, 355 

A needless Alexandrine ends the song, 

That, like a wounded snake, drags its slow 
length along, 

Leave such to tune their own dull rhymes, 


And the smooth stream in smoother numbers 


flows; 

But when loud surges lash the sounding 
shore, 

The hoarse rough verse should like the tor- 
rent roar. 

When Ajax strives some rock’s vast weight 
to throw, 370 


The line, too, labours, and the words move 


slow; 

Not so when swift Camilla scours the plain, 

Flies o’er th’ unbending corn, and skims 
along the main. 

Hear how Timotheus’ varied lays surprise, 

And bid alternate passions fall and rise! 375 

While at each change the son of Libyan 
Jove 

Now burns with glory, and then melts with 
love; 

Now his fierce eyes with sparkling fury 
glow, 

Now sighs steal out, and tears begin to flow: 

Persians and Greeks like turns of nature 
found, 3380 

And the world’s Victor stood subdued by 
sound! 

The power of music all our hearts allow, 

And what Timotheus was is Dryden now. 

Avoid extremes, and shun the fault of such 

Who still are pleased too little or too 
much, 385 

At every trifle scorn to take offence; 

That always shows great pride or little 
sense: 

Those heads, as stomachs, are not sure the 
hast 
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Which nauseate all, and nothing can digest. 
Yet let not each gay turn thy rapture 
move; 390 
For fools admire, but men of sense approve: 
| As things seem large which we through mists 
desery, 
\ Dulness is ever apt to magnify. 
Some foreign writers, some our own de- 
spise; 
The ancients only, or the moderns prize. 395 
-Thus Wit, like Faith, by each man is applied 
y | To one small sect, and all are damned be- 
side. 
Meanly they seek the blessing to confine, 
And force that sun but on a part to shine, 
Which not alone the southern wit sub- 
limes, 400 
But ripens spirits in cold northern climes; 
Which from the first has shone on ages past, 
Enlights the present, and shall warm the 
last; 
Though ‘each may feel increases and decays, 
And see now clearer and now darker days. 405 
Regard not then if wit be old or new, 
But blame the False and value still the True. 
Some ne’er advance a judgment of their 
own, 
But catch the spreading notion of the town; 


They reason and conclude by prece- 
dent, 410 

And own stale nonsense which they ne’er in- 
vent. 

Some judge of authors’ names, not works, 
and then 

Nor praise nor blame the writings but the 
men. 


Of all this servile herd, the worst is he 

That in proud dullness joins with quality; 415 

A constant critic at the great man’s s board, 

To fetch and carry nonsense for my lord. 

What woeful stuff this madrigal would be, 

In some starved hackney sonneteer or me! 

But let a lord once own the happy lines, 420 

How the Wit brightens! how the Style re- 
fines! 

Before his sacred name flies every fault, 

And each exalted stanza teems 
thought! 

The vulgar thus through imitation err, 

As oft the learned by being singular; 425 

So much they scorn the crowd, that if the 
throng 

By chance go right, they purposely go wrong. 

So schismatics the plain believers quit, 

And are but damned for having too much 


with 


wit. 
Some praise at morning what they blame at 
night, 430 


But always think the last opinion right. 
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A Muse by these is like a mistress used, 
This hour she’s idolized, the next abused; 
While their weak heads, like towns unforti- 


fied, 
’Twixt sense and nonsense daily change their 
side. 435 


Ask them the cause; they ’re wiser still they 


say ; 

And still to-morrow ’s wiser than to-day. 

We think our fathers fools, so wise we 
grow; 

Our wiser sons, no doubt, will think us so. 

Once school-divines this zealous isle o’er- 
spread; 440 

Who knew most sentences was deepest read. 

Faith, Gospel, all seemed made to be dis- 
puted, 

And none had sense enough to be con- 
futed. 

Scotists and Thomists now in peace remain 

Amidst their kindred cobwebs in Duck 
Lane. 445 

If faith itself has diff’rent dresses worn, 

What wonder modes in Wit should take their 
turn? 

Oft, leaving what is natural and fit, 

The current Folly proves the ready Wit; 

And authors think their reputation safe, 450 

Which lives as long as fools are pleased to 
laugh. 

Some, valuing those of their own side of 
mind, 

Still make themselves the measure of man- 
kind: 

Fondly we think we honour merit then, 

When we but praise ourselves in other 
men. 455 

Parties in wit attend on those of state, 

And public faction doubles private hate. 

Pride, Malice, Folly, against Dryden 
rose, 

In various shapes of parsons, critics, beaux; 

But sense survived when merry jests were 
past; 460 

For rising merit will buoy up at last. 

Might he return and bless once more our 
eyes 

New Blackmores and new Milbourns must 
arise. 

Nay, should great Homer lift his awful 
head, 

Zoilus again would start up from the 
dead. 465 

Envy will Merit as its shade pursue, 

But like a shadow proves the substance 
true; 

For envied Wit, like Sol eclipsed, makes 
known 

Th’ opposing body’s grossness, not its own. 


ALEXANDER POPE 


When first that sun too powerful beams dis- 
plays, 470 
It draws up vapours which obscure its rays; 
But ev’n those clouds at last adorn its way, 
Reflect new glories, and augment the day. 
Be thou the first true merit to befriend; 
His praise is lost, who stays till all com- 
mend. 475 
Short is the date, alas! of modern rhymes, 
And ’t is but just to let them live betimes. 
No longer now that Golden Age appears, 
When patriarch wits survived a thousand 


years: 
Now length of fame (our second life) is 
lost, 480 


And bare threescore is all ev’n that can 
boast: 

Our sons their fathers’ failing language see, 

And such as Chaucer is shall Dryden be. 

So when the faithful pencil has designed 

Some bright idea of the master’s mind, 485 

Where a new word leaps out at his command, 

And ready Nature waits upon his hand; 

When the ripe colours soften and unite, 

And sweetly melt into just shade and light; 

When mellowing years their full perfection 
give, 490 

And each bold figure just begins to live, 

The treach’rous colours the fair art betray, 

And all the bright creation fades away! 

Unhappy Wit, like most mistaken things, 

Atones not for that envy which it brings: 495 

In vouth alone its empty praise we boast, 

But soon the short-lived vanity is lost; 

Like some fair flower the early Spring sup- 

plies, 

That ae blooms, but ev’n in blooming dies. 

What is this W it, ‘which must our cares em- 
ploy? 500 

The owner’s wife that other men enjoy; 

Then most our trouble still when most ad- 
mired, 

And still the more we 
quired; 

Whose fame with pains we guard, but lose 
with ease, 

Sure some to vex, but never all to please, 505 

’T is what the vicious fear, the virtuous 
shun; 

By fools ’t is hated, and by knaves undone! 

If Wit so much from Ignorance un- 
dergo, 

Ah, let not Learning too commence its foe! 

Of old those met rewards who could excel, 510 

And such were praised who but endeavoured 
well; 

Though triumphs were to gen’rals only due, 

Crowns were reserved to grace the soldiers 
too. 


give, the more re- 
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Now they who reach Parnassus’ lofty crown 

Employ their pains to spurn some others 
down; 515 

And while self-love each jealous writer rules, 

Contending wits become the sport of fools; 

But still the worst with most regret com- 
mend, 

For each ill author is as bad a friend. 

To what base ends, and by what abject 
ways 520 

Are mortals urged through sacred lust of 
praise! 

Ah, ne’er so dire a thirst of glory boast, 

Nor in the critic let the man be lost! 

Good nature and good sense must ever join; 
To err is human, to forgive divine. 525 
But if in noble minds some dregs remain, 
Not fe purged off, of spleen and sour dis- 

ain, 

Discharge that rage on more provoking 
crimes, 

Nor fear a dearth in ieee flagitious times. 

No pardon vile obscenity should find, 530 

Though Wit and Art conspire to move your 
mind; 

But dulness with obscenity must prove 

As shameful sure as impotence in love. 

In the fat age of pleasure, wealth, and ease, 

Sprung the rank weed, and thrived with large 
increase: 535 

When love was all an easy monarch’s care, 

Seldom at council, never in a war; 

Jilts ruled the state, and statesmen farces 
writ; 

Nay wits had pensions, and young lords had 
wit; 

The Fair sat panting at a courtier’s play, 540 

And not a mask went unimproved away; 

The modest fan was lifted up no more, 

And virgins smiled at what they blushed be- 
fore. 

The following license of a foreign reign 

Did all the dregs of bold Socinus drain; 545 

Then unbelieving priests reformed the na- 
tion, 

And taught more pleasant methods of salva- 
tion; 

Where Heav’n’s free subjects might their 
rights dispute, 

Lest God himself should seem too absolute; 

Pulpits their sacred satire learned to 
spare, 550 

And vice admired to find a flatt’rer there! 

Encouraged thus, Wit’s Titans braved the 


skies, 

And the press groaned with licensed blas- 
phemies. 

These monsters, Critics! with your darts en- 
gage, 
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Here point your thunder, and exhaust your 
rage! 555 

Yet shun their fault, who, scandalously nice, 

Will needs mistake an author into vice: 

All seems infected that th’ infected spy, 

As all looks yellow to the jaundiced eye. 
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Learn then what moral Critics ought to 
show, 560 
For ’t is but half a judge’s task to know. 
’T is not enough, Taste, Judgment, Learning 
join; 
In all you speak, let Truth and Candour 
shine; 
That not alone what to your Sense is due 
All may allow, but seek your friendship 
too. 565 
Be silent always when you doubt your 
Sense, 
And speak, though sure, with seeming diffi- 
dence. : 
Some positive persisting fops we know, 
Who if once wrong will needs be always so; 
But you with pleasure own your errors 
past, 570 
And make each day a critique on the last. 
’T is not enough your counsel still be true; 
Blunt truths more mischief than nice false- 
hoods do. 
Men must be taught as if you taught them 
not, 575 
And things unknown proposed as things for- 
got. 
Without good breeding truth is disapproved; 
That only makes superior Sense beloved. 
Be niggards of advice on no pretence, 
For the worst avarice is that of Sense. 
With mean complacence ne’er betray your 
trust, 580 
Nor be so civil as to prove unjust. 
Fear not the anger of the wise to raise; 
Those best ean bear reproof who merit 


praise. 
’T were well might critics still this freedom 
take, 
But Appius reddens at each word you 
speak, 585 
And stares tremendous, with a threat’ning 
eye, 


Like some fierce tyrant in old tapestry. 

Fear most to tax an honourable fool, 

Whose right it is, uncensured to be dull: 

Such without Wit, are poets when they 
please, 590 

As without Learning they can take degrees. 

Leave dangerous truths to unsuccessful sat- 
ires, 
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And flattery to fulsome dedicators; 
Whom, when they praise, the world believes 


no more ‘ : woes 
Than when they promise to give scribbling 
over. 595 


’T is best sometimes your censure to restrain, 

And charitably let the dull be vain; 

Your silence there is better than your 
spite, 

For who ean rail so long as they can write? 

Still humming on their drowsy course they 


keep, 600 
And lashed so long, like tops, are lashed 
asleep. 


False steps but help them to renew the race, 
As, after stumbling, jades will mend their 


pace. 
What crowds of these, impenitently bold, 
In sounds and jingling syllables grown 
old, 605 
Still run on poets, in a raging vein, 
Ev’n to the dregs and squeezings of the 
brain, 
Strain out the last dull droppings of their 
sense, 
And rhyme with all the rage of impotence! 
Such shameless bards we have; and yet 
tis true 610 
There are as mad abandoned critics too. 
The bookful blockhead ignorantly read, 
With loads of learnéd lumber in his head, 
With his own tongue still edifies his ears, 
And always list’ning to himself appears. 615 
All books he reads, and all he reads assails, 
From Dryden’s Fables down to Durfey’s 
Tales. 
With him most authors steal their works, or 
buy; 
Garth did not write his own Dispensary. 
Name a new play, and he’s the poet’s 
friend; 620 
Nay, showed his faults — but when would 
poets mend? 
No place so sacred from such fops is barred, 
Nor is Paul’s church more safe than Paul’s 


churchyard: 

Nay, fly to altars; there theyll talk you 
dead, 

For fools rush in where angels fear to 
tread. 625 

Distrustful sense with modest caution 
speaks, 

It still looks home, and short excursions 
makes; 

But rattling nonsense in full volleys 
breaks 


And never shocked, and never turned aside, 
Bursts out, resistless, with a thund’ring 
tide. 630 


ALEXANDER POPE 


But, where’s the man who counsel can 
bestow, 

Still pleased to teach, and yet not proud to 
know? 

Unbiassed or by favour or by spite; 

Not dully prepossessed nor blindly right; 

Though learned, well bred; and though well 
bred sincere; 635 

Modestly bold, and humanly severe; 

Who to a friend his faults can freely show, 

And gladly praise the merit of a foe; 

Blessed with a taste exact, yet unconfined, 

A knowledge both of books and human 
kind; 640 

Gen’rous converse; a soul exempt from 
pride; 

And love to praise, with reason on his side? 

Such once were critics; such the happy few 

Athens and Rome in better ages knew, 

The mighty Stagyrite first left the shore, 645 

Spread all his sails, and durst the deeps ex- 
plore; 

He steered securely, and discovered far, 

Led by the light of the Meonian star, 

Poets, a race long unconfined and free, 

Still fond and proud of savage liberty, 650 

Received his laws, and stood convinced 
*t was fit, 

Who conquered Nature, 
Wit. 

Horace still charms with graceful negli- 


should preside o’er 


gence, 
And without method talks us into sense; 
Will, like a friend, familiarly convey 655 
The truest notions in the easiest way. 
He who, supreme in judgment, as in wit, 
Might boldly censure as he boldly writ, 
Yet judged with coolness, though he sung 


with fire; : 
His precepts teach but what his works in- 
spire. 660 


Our critics take a contrary extreme, 

They judge with fury, but they write with 
phlegm; 

Nor suffers Horace more in wrong trans- 
lations 

By Wits, than,Critics in as wrong quota- 
tions. 

See Dionysius Homer’s thoughts refine, 665 
And call new beauties forth from ev’ry line! 
Fancy and art in gay Petronius please, 
The Scholar’s learning with the courtier’s 

ease. 

In grave Quintilian’s copious work we find 
The justest rules and clearest method 

joined. 670 
Thus useful arms in magazines we place, 
All ranged in order, and disposed with 
grace; 
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But less to please the eye than arm the 
hand, 
Still fit for use, and ready at command. 
Thee, bold Longinus! all the Nine in- 
spire, 675 
And bless their critic with a poet’s fire: 
An ardent judge, who, zealous in his trust, 
With warmth gives sentence, yet is always 
just; 
Whose own example strengthens all his laws, 
And is himself that great sublime he 
draws. 680 
Thus long succeeding critics justly reigned, 
Licence repressed, and useful laws or- 
dained: 
Learning and Rome alike in empire grew, 
And arts still followed where her eagles flew; 
From the same foes at last both felt their 


doom, 685 
And the same age saw learning fall, and 
Rome. 


With tyranny then superstition joined, 
As that the body, this enslaved the mind; 
Much was believed, but little understood, 
And to be dull was construed to be good; 690 
A second deluge learning thus o’errun, 
And the monks finished what the Goths 
begun. 
At length Erasmus, that great injured 
name, 
(The glory of the priesthood and the shame!) 
pian the wild torrent of a barb’rous 
695 
And posi those holy Vandals off the stage. 
But see! each muse in Leo’s golden days 
Starts from her trance, and trims_ her 
withered bays, 
Rome’s ancient genius, o’er its ruins spread, 
Shakes off the dust, and rears his rev’rend 
head, 700 
Then sculpture and her sister arts revive; 
Stones leaped to form, and rocks began to 
live; 
With sweeter notes each rising temple 
rung; 
A Raphael painted and a Vida sung: 
Immortal Vida! on whose honoured brow 705 
The poet’s bays and critic’s ivy grow: 
Cremona now shall ever boast thy name 
As next in place to Mantua, next in fame! 
But soon by impious arms from Latium 
chased, 
Their ancient bounds the banished Muses 
passed; 710 
Thence arts o’er all the northern world ad- 
vance, 
But critic learning flourished most in France; 
The rules a nation born to serve obeys, 
And Boileau still in right of Horace sways. 
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But we, brave Britons, foreign laws de- 
spised, 715 

And kept unconquered and uncivilized; 

Fierce for the liberties of wit, and bold, 

We still defied the Romans, as of old. 

Yet some there were, among the sounder few 

Of those who less presumed and_ better 
knew, 720 

Who durst assert the juster ancient cause, 

And here restored Wit’s fundamental laws. 

Such a the Muse whose rules and practice 
tel 

‘Nature’s chief master-piece 1s writing well.’ 

Such was Roscommon, not more learned than 
good, 725 

With manners gen’rous as his noble blood; 

To him the wit of Greece and Rome was 
known, 

And every author’s merit but his own. 

Such late was Walsh —the Muse’s judge 
and friend, 

Who justly knew to blame or to com- 
mend; 730 

To failings mild but zealous to desert, 

The clearest head, and the sincerest heart. 

This humble praise, lamented Shade! re- 
celve; 

This praise at least a grateful Muse may give: 

The Muse whose early voice you taught to 
sing, 735 

Prescribed her heights, and pruned her 
tender wing, 

(Her guide now lost), no more attempts to 
rise, 

But in low numbers short excursions tries; 

Content if hence th’ unlearned their wants 
may view, 

The learned reflect on what before they 
knew; 740 

Careless of censure, nor too fond of fame; 

Still pleased to praise, yet not afraid to 
blame; 

Averse alike to flatter or offend; 

Not free from faults, nor yet too vain to 


mend. 
Za 
THE RAPE OF THE LOCK 
CANTO I 
Wuat dire offence from am’rous causes 
springs, ad 
What mighty contests rise from trivial 
things, 


I sing — This verse to Caryll, muse! is due: 
This, ev’n Belinda may vouchsafe to view: 
Slight i is the subject, but not so the praise, 5 
If she inspire, and he approve my lays. 
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Say what strange motive, Goddess! could 
compel 
A well- pred Lord t’ assault a gentle Belle? 
O say what stranger cause, yet unexplored, 
Could make a gentle Belle reject a Lord? 10 
In tasks so bold can little men engage, 
And in soft bosoms dwells such mighty 
rage? 
Sol through white curtains shot a tim’rous 


ray. 
And oped those eyes that must eclipse the 


day. 
Now lapdogs give themselves the rousing 
shake, 15 


And sleepless lovers just at twelve, awake: 
Thrice rung the bell, the slipper knocked the 
ground, 
And the pressed watch returned a silver 
sound. 
Belinda still her downy pillow prest, 
Her guardian Sylph prolonged the balmy 
rest. 20 
”T was he had summoned to her silent bed 
The morning-dream that hovered o’er her 
head; 
A youth more glitt’ring than a Birthnight 
Beau 
(That ev’n in slumber caused her cheek to 
glow) 
Seemed to her ear his winning lips to lay, 25 
And thus in whispers said, or seemed to say: 
‘Fairest of mortals, thou distinguished 
care 
Of thousand bright Inhabitants of Air! 
If e’er one vision touched thy infant thought, 
Of all the nurse and all the priest have 
taught— 30 
Of airy elves by moonlight shadows seen, 
The silver token, and the circled green, 
Or virgins visited by Angel-powers, 
With golden crowns and wreaths of heav’nly 


flowers: 

Hear and_ believe! thy own importance 
know, 35 

Nor bound thy narrow views to things be- 
low. 

Some secret truths, from learnéd pride con- 
cealed, 


To maids alone and children are revealed: 

What though no credit doubting Wits may 
give? 

The fair and innocent shall still believe. 40 

ee then, unnumbered Spirits round thee 

y, 

The light militia of the lower sky: 

These, though unseen, are ever on the wing, 

Hang o’er the Box, ‘and hover round the 
Ring, 

Think what an equipage thou hast in air, 45 
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And view with scorn two pages and a chair. 
As now your own, our beings were of old, 
And once enclosed in woman's beauteous 
mould; 
Thence, by a soft transition, we repair 
From earthly vehicles to these of air. 50 
es i when woman’s transient breath is 
© ? 
That all her vanities at once are dead; 
Succeeding vanities she still regards, 
And, though she plays no more, o’erlooks the 
eards. 
Her joy in gilded chariots, when alive, 55 
And love of Ombre, after death survive. 
For when the Fair in all their pride expire, 
To their first elements their souls retire. 
The sprites of fiery termagants in flame 
Mount up, and take a Salamander’s name. 60 
Soft yielding minds to water glide away, 
And sip, with Nymphs, their elemental tea. 
The graver prude sinks downward to a 
Gnome, 
In search of mischief still on earth to roam. 
The light coquettes in Sylphs aloft repair, 65 
And sport and flutter in the fields of air. 
‘Know further yet: whoever fair and 
chaste 
Rejects mankind, 
braced; 
For spirits, freed from mortal laws, with 
ease 
Assume what sexes and what shapes eos 
please. 
What guards the purity of melting atte 
In courtly balls, and midnight masquerades, 
Safe from the treach’rous friend, the daring 
spark, 
The glance by day, the whisper in the dark; 
When kind occasion prompts their warm 
desires, 75 
When music softens, and when dancing fires? 
*T is but their Sylph, the wise Celestials 
know, 
Though Honor is the word with men below. 
‘Some nymphs there are, too conscious 
of their face, 
For life predestined to the Gnome’s em- 
ce. 80 
These swell their prospects and exalt their 
pride, 
When offers are disdained, and love denied: 
Then gay ideas crowd the vacant brain, 
While peers, and dukes, and all their sweep- 
ing train, 
And garters, stars, and coronets appear, 85 
And in soft sounds, “Your Grace”’ salutes 
their ear. 
’T is these that early taint the female soul, 
Instruct the eyes of young coquettes to roll, 


is by some Sylph em- 
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Teach infant cheeks a bidden blush to know, 
And little hearts to flutter at a Beau. 90 
‘Oft, when the world imagine women 
stray 
The Sith, through mystic mazes guide 
their way; 
Through all the giddy circle they pursue, 
And old impertinence expel by new. 
What tender maid but must a victim fall 95 
To one man’s treat, but for another’s ball? 
When Florio speaks, what virgin could with- 
stand, 
If gentle Damon did not squeeze her hand? 
With varying vanities, from every part, 
They shift the moving toyshop of ae 
‘heart; 
Where wigs with wigs, with sword- taste 
sword-knots strive, 
Beaux banish beaux, and coaches coaches 
drive. 
This erring mortals levity may call; 
Oh blind to truth! the Sylphs contrive it all. 
‘Of these am I, who thy protection 
claim, 105 
A watchful sprite, and Ariel is my name. 
Late, as I ranged the crystal wilds of air, 
In the clear mirror of thy ruling star 
T saw, alas! some dread event impend, 
Ere to the main this morning sun de- 


scend, 110 
But Heay’n reveals not what, or how or 
where. 


Warned by the Sylph, O pious maid, beware! 
This to disclose is all thy guardian can: 
Beware of all, but most beware of man!’ 


He said; when Shock, who thought she 

slept too long, 115 

Leaped up, and waked his mistress with his 
tongue. 


’T was then, Belinda, if report say true, 
Thy eyes first opened on a billet-doux; 
Wounds, charms, and ardours were no sooner 
read, 

all the vision vanished from thy 
head. 120 

And now, unveiled, the toilet stands dis- 
played, 
Bach silver vase in mystic order laid. 
First, robed in white, the nymph intent 
adores, 
With head uncovered, the cosmetic powers. 
A heav’nly image in the glass appears; 125 
To that she bends, to that her eyes she rears. 
Th’ inferior priestess, at her altar’s side, 
Trembling begins the sacred rites of Pride. 
Unnumbered treasures ope at once, and here 
The various off’rings of the world appear; 130 
From each she nicely culls with curious 
toil, 


But 
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And sain the Goddess with the glitt’ring 
spoil. 

This casket India’s glowing gems unlocks, 

And all Arabia breathes from yonder box. 


The tortoise here and elephant unite, 135 
Transformed to combs, the speckled, and 
the white. 


Here files of pins extend their shining rows, 
Puffs, powders, patches, bibles, billet-doux. 
Now awful beauty puts on all its arms; 
The Fair each moment rises in her 
charms, 140 
Repairs her smiles, awakens every grace, 
And calls forth all the wonders of her face; 
Sees by degrees a purer blush arise, 
And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 
The trae! Sylphs surround their darling 
145 
ap toe a the head, and those divide the hair, 
Some fold the sleeve, whilst others plait the 
gown; 
And ‘Betty’ s praised for labours not her own. 


CANTO II 


Not with more glories, in th’ ethereal plain, 
The sun first rises o’er the purpled main, 
Than, issuing forth, the rival of his beams 
Launched on the bosom of the silver Thames. 
Fair nymphs, and well-dressed youths 
around her shone, 5 
But every eye was fixed on her alone. 
On her white breast a sparkling cross she 
wore, 
Which Jews might kiss, and infidels adore. 
Her lively looks a sprightly mind disclose, 
Quick as her eyes, and as unfixed as those: 10 
Favours to none, ’to all she smiles extends f 
Oft she rejects, but never once offends. 
Bright as the sun, her eyes the gazers strike, 
And, like the sun, they shine on all alike. 
Yet graceful ease, and sweetness void of 
pride, 15 
Might hide her faults, if belles had faults to 
hide; 
If to her share some female errors fall, 
Look on her face, and you’ll forget ’em all. 
This nymph, to the destruction of man- 


kind, 
Nourished two locks, which graceful hung 
behind 20 


In equal curls, and well conspired to deck 
With shining ringlets the smooth iv’ry neck. 
Love in these labyrinths his slaves detains, 
And mighty hearts are held in slender chains. 
With hairy springes we the birds betray, 25 
Slight lines of hair surprise the finny prey, 
Fair tresses man’s imperial race ensnare, 
And beauty draws us with a single hair. 
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Th’ adventurous baron the bright locks 


admired; 
He saw, he wished, and to the prize as- 
pired. 30 


Resolved to win, he meditates the way, 
By force to ravish, or by fraud betray; 
For when success a lover’s toil attends, 
Few ask if fraud or force attained his ends. 
For this, ere Phoebus rose, he had im- 
plored 35 
Propitious Heay’n, and every Power adored, 
But chiefly Love — to Love an altar built 
Of twelve vast French romances, neatly gilt. 
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves, 
And all the trophies of his former loves; 40 
With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre, 
And breathes three am’rous sighs to raise 
the fire. 
Then prostrate falls, and begs with ardent 
eyes 
Soon to obtain, and long possess the prize: 
The Powers gave ear, and granted half his 
prayer, 45 
The rest the winds dispersed in empty air. 
But now secure the painted vessel glides, 
The ee trembling on the floating 
tides; 
While melting music steals upon the sky, 
And softened sounds along the waters die: 50 
Smooth flow the waves, the zephyrs gently 


Play, | 
Belinda smiled, and all the world was gay. 
All but the Sylph — with careful thoughts 
opprest 
Th’ impending woe sat heavy on his breast. 
He summons straight his denizens of air; 55 
The lucid squadrons round the sails repair: 
Soft o’er the shrouds aérial whispers breathe 
That seemed but zephyrs to the train be- 
neath. 
Some to the sun their insect-wings unfold, 
Waft on the breeze, or sink in clouds of 
gold; 60 
Transparent forms too fine for mortal sight, 
Their fluid bodies half dissolved in light, 
Loose to the wind their airy garments flew, 
Thin glitt’ring textures of the filmy dew, 
Dipt in the richest tincture of the skies, 65 
Where light disports in ever-mingling dyes, 
While ev’ry beam new transient colours 
flings, 
Colours that change whene’er they wave 
their wings. 
Amid the circle, on the gilded mast, 
Superior by the head was Ariel placed; 70 
His purple pinions opening to the sun, 
He raised his azure wand, and thus begun: 
‘Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chief 
give ear. 


ALEXANDER POPE 


Fays, Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Demons, 


hear! 
Ye know the spheres and various tasks as- 
signed 75 


By laws eternal to the aérial kind. 
Some in the fields of purest ether play, 
And bask and whiten in the blaze of day: 
ee pune the course of wand’ring orbs on 
i 
Or ro the planets through the boundless 
80 
isa — refined, beneath the moon’s pale 
ght 
Pursue the stars that shoot athwart the 
night, 
Or suck the mists in grosser air below, 
Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, 
Or brew fierce tempests on the wintry 
main, 85 
Or o’er the glebe distil the kindly rain. 
Others, on earth, o’er human race preside, 
Watch all their ways, and all their actions 
guide: 
Of these the chief the care of nations own, 
And guard with arms divine the British 
Throne. 90 
‘Our humbler province is to tend the Fair, 
Not a less pleasing, though less glorious care; 
To save the Powder from too rude a gale; 
Nor let th’ imprisoned Essences exhale; 
To draw fresh colours from the vernal 
flowers; 95 
To steal from rainbows ere they drop in 
showers 
A brighter Wash; to curl their waving hairs, 
Assist their blushes and inspire their airs; 
Nay oft, in dreams, invention we bestow, 
To change a Flounce, or add a Furbelow. 100 
‘This day, black omens threat the bright- 
est lair, 
That e’er deserved a watchful spirit’s care; 
Some dire disaster, or by force or slight; 
But what, or where, the Fates have wrapped 


in night. 
Whether the nymph shall break Diana’s 
law 105 


Or some frail China jar receive a flaw; 

Or stain her honour, or her new brocade, 

Forget her prayers, or miss a masquerade, 

Or lose her heart, or necklace, at a ball; 

Or whether Heav’n has doomed that Shock 
must fall. 110 

Haste, then, ye Spirits! to your charge re- 

pair; 

The Aut? ring fan be Zephyretta’s care; 

The drops to thee, Brillante, we consign; 

And, Momentilla, ‘let the watch be thine; 

Do thou, Crispissa, tend her fav’rite 
Lock; 115 
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Ariel himself shall be the guard of Shock. 
‘To fifty chosen sylphs, of special note, 
We trust th’ important charge, the petticoat; 
Oft have we known that sev’n-fold fence 


to fail, 
Though stiff with hoops, and armed with ribs 
of whale: 120 


Form a strong line about the silver bound, 

And guard the wide circumference around, 
‘Whatever spirit, careless of his charge, 

His post neglects, or leaves the Fair at large, 

Shall feel sharp vengeance soon lace 4 his 

sins: 

Be stopped in vials, or transfixed with ving, 

Or plunged in lakes of bitter washes lie, 

Or wedged whole ages in a bodkin’s eye; 

Gums and pomatums shall his flight re- 


strain 
While clogged he beats his silken wings in 
vain, 130 


Or alum styptics with contracting power 
Shrink his thin essence like a rivelled flower: 
Or, as [xion fixed, the wretch shall feel 
The giddy motion of the whirling mill, 
In fumes of burning chocolate shall glow, 135 
And tremble at the sea that froths below!’ 
He spoke; the spirits from the sails de- 
scend; 
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend; 
Some thread the mazy ringlets of her hair; 
Some hang upon the pendants of her ear; 140 
With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Anxious, and trembling for the birth of Fate. 


CANTO III 


Close by those meads, for ever crowned with 
flowers, 

Where Thames with pride surveys his rising 
towers 

There stands a structure of majestic frame, 

Which from the neighb’ring Hampton takes 
its name. 

Here Britain’s statesmen oft the fall fore- 
doom 5 

Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home; 

Here thou, great ANNA! whom three realms 
obey, 

Dost sometimes counsel take — and some- 
times tea. 

Hither the Heroes and the Nymphs resort, 
To taste awhile the pleasures of a court; 10 
In various talk th’ instructive hours they 


past, 
Who gave the ball, or paid the visit last; 
One speaks the glory of the British Queen, 
And one describes a charming Indian screen; 
A third interprets motions, looks, and 
eyes; 15 
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At every word a reputation dies. 

Snuff, or the fan, supply each pause of chat, 

With singing, laughing, ogling, and all that. 
Poe declining from the noon of 

a 

The sun eeony shoots his burning ray; 20 

The hungry judges soon the sentence sign; 

And wretches hang that jurymen may dine; 

The merchant from th’ Exchange returns in 


peace, 
And the long labours of the toilet cease. 
Belinda now, whom thirst of fame invites, 25 
Burns to encounter two adventurous knights, 
At Ombre singly to decide their doom, 
And swells her breast with conquests yet to 
come. 
Straight the three bands prepare in arms to 
join, 
Each band the number of the sacred Nine. 30 
Soon as she spreads her hand, th’ aérial guard 
Descend, and sit on each important card: 
First Ariel perched upon a Matadore, 
Then each according to the rank they bore; 
For Sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient 
race, 35 
Are, aS when women, wondrous fond of 
place. 
Behold four Kings in majesty revered, 
With hoary whiskers and a forky beard; 
And four fair Queens, whose hands sustain 


a flower 

Th’ expressive emblem of their softer 
power; 40 

Four Knaves, in garbs succinct, a trusty 
band, 

Caps on their heads, and halberts in their 
hand 


And party-coloured troops, a shining train, 
Draw forth to combat on the velvet plain. 
The skilful nymph reviews her force with 
care; 45 
‘Let spades be trumps!’ she said, and trumps 
they were. 

Now moved to war her sable Matadores, 
In show like leaders of the swarthy Moors. 
Spadillio first, unconquerable lord! 

Led off two captive trumps, and swept the 
board. 50 
As many more Manillio forced to yield, 
And marched a victor from the verdant field. 
Him Basto followed, but his fate more hard 
Gained but’ one trump and one plebeian 
ecard. 
With his broad sabre next, a chief in years, 55 
The hoary Majesty of Spades appears, 
Puts forth one manly leg, to sight revealed; 
The rest his many coloured robe concealed. 
The rebel Knave, who dares his prince en- 
gage, 
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Proves the just victim of his royal rage. 60 
Ev’n mighty Pam, that kings and queens 
o’erthrew, 
And mowed down armies in the fights of 
Loo, 
Sad chance of war! now destitute of aid, 
Falls undistinguished by the victor Spade! 
Thus far both armies to Belinda yield; 65 
Now to the Baron Fate inclines the field. 
His warlike amazon her host invades, 
Th’ imperial consort of the crown of Spades. 
The Club’s black tyrant first her victim 
died, 
Spite of his haughty mien and barb’rous 
pride: 70 
What boots the regal circle on his head, 
His giant limbs, in state unwieldy spread; 
That long behind he trails his pompous robe, 
And, of all monarchs only grasps the globe? 
The Baron now his Diamonds poe 
apace; 
Th’ embroidered King who shows but halt 
his face, 
And his refulgent Queen, with powers com- 
bined, 
Of broken troops an easy conquest find. 
Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild disorder 
seen, 
With throngs promiscuous strew the level 
green. 80 
Thus when dispersed a routed army runs, 
Of Asia’s troops, and Afric’s sable sons, 
With like confusion diffrent nations fly, 
Of various habit, and of various dye; 
The pierced battalions disunited fall, 85 
In heaps on heaps; one fate o’erwhelms 
them all. 
The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily 
arts, 
And wins (oh shameful chance!) the Queen 
of Hearts. 
At this, the blood the virgin’s cheek forsook, 
A livid paleness spreads o’er all her look; 90 
She sees, and trembles at th’ approaching 
ill, 
Just in the jaws of ruin, and Codille. 
And now (as oft in some distempered state) 
On one nice trick depends the gen’ral fate! 
An Ace of Hearts steps forth: the King un- 
seen 95 
Lurked in her hand, and mourned his cap- 
tive Queen. 
He springs to vengeance with an eager 
pace, 
And falls like thunder on the prostrate Ace. 
The nymph, exulting, fills with shouts the 
sky yi 
The Say the woods, and long canals 
reply. 100 
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Oh sre mortals! ever blind to 
ate, 
Too soon dejected, and too soon elate: 
Sudden these honours shall be snatched 
away, 
And cursed for ever this victorious day. 
For lo! the board with cups and spoons 
is crowned, 105 
The berries crackle, and the mill turns 
round; 
On shining altars of japan they raise 
The silver lamp; the fiery spirits blaze: 
From silver spouts the grateful lquors 


glide, 
While China’s earth receives the smoking 
tide. 110 


At once they gratify their scent and taste, 

And frequent cups prolong the rich repast. 

Straight hover round the Fair her airy band; 

Some, as she sipped,-the fuming liquor 
fanned, 

Some o’er her lap their careful plumes dis- 


played, 115 
Trembling, and conscious of the rich bro- 
cade. 


Coffee (which makes the politician wise, 
And see through all things with his half- 
shut eyes) 
Sent up in vapours to the Baron’s brain 
New stratagems, the radiant Lock to 
gain. 120 
Ah, cease, rash youth! desist ere ’t is too late, 
Fear the just Gods, and think of Sey lla’s 
fate! 
Changed to a bird, and sent to flit in air, 
She dearly pays for Nisus’ injured hair! 
But when to mischief mortals bend their 
will, 125 
How soon ‘they find fit instruments of ill! 
Just then, Clarissa drew with tempting 
grace 
A two-edged weapon from her shining case: 
So ladies in romance assist their knight, 
Present the spear, and arm him for the 


fight. 130 
He ee the gift with rev’rence, and ex- 
tends 


The little engine on his finger’s ends; 

This just behind Belinda’s neck he spread, 

As o’er the fragrant steams she bends her 
head. 

Swift to the Lock a thousand sprites re- 


pair; 135 
A Meakaad wings, by turns, blow back the 
hair; 
And thrice they twitched the diamond in 
her ea 
Thrice ie acs back, and thrice the foe 
drew near. 
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Just in that instant, anxious Ariel sought 
The close recesses of the virgin’s thought: 140 
As on the nosegay in her breast reclined, 
He watched th’ ideas rising in her mind, 
Sudden he viewed, in spite of all her art, 
An earthly Lover lurking at her heart. 
Amazed, confused, he found his power ex- 
pired, 145 
Resigned to fate, and with a sigh retired. 
The Peer now spreads the glitt’ring for- 
fex wide, 
T’ inclose the Lock; now joins it, to divide. 
Ev’n then, before the fatal engine closed, 
A wretched Sylph too fondly interposed; 150 
Fate urged the shears, and cut the Sylph in 
twain 
(But airy substance soon unites again). 
The meeting points the sacred hair dissever 
From the fair head, for ever, and for ever! 
Then flashed the living lightning from her 
eyes, 155 
And screams of horror rend th’ affrighted 
skies. 
Not louder shrieks to pitying Heav’n are 
cast, 
When husbands, or when lapdogs breathe 
their last; 
Or when rich China vessels, fall’n from 
high, 
In glitt? ring dust and painted fragments 


lie! 160 

‘Let wreaths of triumph now my temples 
twine,’ 

The Victor cried, ‘the glorious prize is 
mine! 

While fish in streams, or birds delight in 
air, 

Or in a coach and six the British Fair, 

As long as Atalantis shall be read, 165 


Or the small pillow grace a lady’s bed, 
While visits shall be paid on solemn days, 
When numerous wax-lights in bright order 


blaze: 

While nymphs take treats, or assignations 
give, 

So long my honour, name, and praise shall 
live! 170 

What Time would spare, from Steel receives 
its date, 


And monuments, like men, submit to Fate! 

Steel could the labour of the Gods destroy, 

And strike to dust th’ imperial towers of 
Tr roy 

Steel saul the works of mortal pride con- 
found. 175 

And hew triumphal arches to the ground. 

What wonder, then, fair Nymph! thy hairs 
should feel 

The conquering force of unresisted steel?’ 
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But anxious cares the pensive nymph op- 
prest, 

And secret passions laboured in her breast. 

Not youthful kings in battle seized alive, 

Not scornful virgins who their charms sur- 
vive, 

Not ardent lovers robbed of all their bliss, 5 

Not ancient ladies when refused a kiss, 

Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, 

Not Cynthia when her mantua’s pinned 
awry, 

Per felt such rage, resentment, and despair, 

As thou, sad Virgin! for thy ravished hair. 10 

For, that sad moment, when the Sylphs 
withdrew, 

And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew, 

Umbriel, a dusky, melancholy sprite 

As ever sullied the fair face of light, 


Dewn to the central earth, his proper 
scene, 15 
Repaired to search the gloomy eave of 


Spleen. 

Swiit on his sooty pinions flits the Gnome, 
And in a vapour reached the dismal dome. 
No cheerful breeze this sullen region knows, 
The dreaded East is all the wind that 

blows. 20 
Here in a grotto sheltered close from air, 
And screened in shades from day’s detested 

glare, 
She sighs for ever on her pensive bed, 
Pain at her side, and Megrim at her head. 
Two handmaids wait the throne; alike in 

place, 25 
But diff’ring far in figure and in face. 

Here stood Ill-nature, like an ancient maid, 

Her wrinkled form in black and white ar- 
rayed! 

With store of prayers for mornings, nights, 
and noons, 

Her hand is filled; her bosom with Iam- 

poons. 80 
There Affectation, with a sickly mien, 
Shows in her cheek the roses of eighteen, 
Practiced to lisp, and hang the head aside, 
Faints into airs, and languishes with pride; 
On the rich quilt sinks with becoming woe, 35 
Wrapped in a gown for sickness and for 

show. 
The fair ones feel such maladies as these, 
When each new night-dress gives a new dis- 
ease. 

A constant vapour o’er the palace flies, 
Strange phantoms rising as the mists arise; 40 
Dreadful, as hermits’ dreams in haunted 

shades, 

Or bright, as vision of expiring maids: 
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Now glaring fiends, and snakes on rolling 
spires, 
Pale speetres, gaping tombs, and purple 
fires; 
Now lakes of liquid gold, Elysian scenes, 45 
And erystal domes, and angels in machines. 
‘Unnumbered throngs on every side are 
seen, 
Of bodies changed to various forms by 
Spleen. 
Here living Teapots stand, one arm held out, 
One bent; the handle this, and that the 
spout: 50 
A Pipkin there, ike Homer’s Tripod walks; 
Here sighs a Jar, and there a Goose-pie 


tallss; 
Men prove with child, as powerful fancy 

works, 
And maids turned bottles call aloud for 

corks. 
Safe passed the Gnome through this fan- 
tastic band, 55 


A branch of healing spleenwort in his hand. 

Then thus addressed the Power — ‘Hail, 
wayward Queen! 

Who rule the sex to fifty from fifteen: 

Parent of Vapours and of female wit, 

Who give th’ hysterie or poetic fit, 60 

On various tempers act ty various ways, 

Make some wake physic, others scribble 
plays; 

Who cause the proud their visits to delay, 

And send the godly in a pet to pray. 

A nymph there is that all your power dis- 


dains, 65 
And thousands more in equal mirth main- 
tains, 
But oh! if e’er thy Gnome could spoil a 
erace, 


Or raise a pimple on a beauteous face, 

Like citron-waters matrons’ cheeks inflame, 
Or change complexions at a losing game; 70 
If e’er with airy horns I planted heads, 

Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, 

Or caused suspicion when no soul was rude, 
Or diseomposed the head-dress of a prude, 


Or e’er to costive lapdog gave disease, 75 
Which not the tears of brightest eyes could 
ease, 


Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin; 
That single act gives half the world the 
spleen.’ 
The Goddess with a discontented air, 
Seems to reject him though she grants his 


prayer. 80 
A wondrous Bag with both her hands she 
binds, 


Like that where once Ulysses held the 
winds; 
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There she collects the force of female lungs, 
Sighs, one! and passions, and the war of 


A Vial next Saihe fills with fainting fears, 85 
ft sorrows, melting griefs, and flowing 


The Gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away, 
peeve black wings, and slowly mounts 
to day. 
Sunk in Thalestris’ arms the nymph he 
found, 
Her eyes dejected, and her hair unbound. 90 
Full o’er their heads the swelling Bag he 


rent, 
And all the Furies issued at the vent. 
Belinda burns with more than mortal ire, 
And fierce Thalestris fans the rising fire. 
‘O wretched maid!’ she spread her wig 
and cried ‘ 
(While Hampton’s echoes, ‘ Wretched maid!’ 
replied), 
‘Was it for this you took such constant care 
The bodkin, comb, and essence to prepare? 
For this your locks in paper durance bound? 
For this with torturing irons wreathed 


around? 100 
For this with fillets strained your tender 
head, 


And bravely bore the double loads of lead? 
Gods! shall the ravisher display your hair, 
While the fops envy, and the ladies stare! 
Honour forbid! at whose unrivalled 
shrine 105 
Ease, Pleasure, Virtue, all, our sex resign. 
Methinks already I your tears survey, 
Already hear the horrid things they say, 
Already see you a degraded toast, 
And all your honour in a whisper lost! 110 
How shall I, then, your helpless fame de- 
fend? 
*T will then be infamy to seem your friend! 
And shall this prize, th’ inestimable prize, 
Exposed through crystal to the gazing eyes, 
And heightened by the diamond’s circling 
rays, 115 
On that rapacious hand for ever blaze? 
Sooner shall grass in Hyde Park Circus 


grow, 

And Wits take lodgings in the sound of 
Bow; 

Sooner let earth, air, sea, to chaos fall, 

Men, monkeys, lapdogs, parrots, perish 
alll? 120 


She said; then raging to Sir Plume re- 
pairs, 

And bids her beau demand the precious 
hairs 


(Sir Plume, of amber snuff-box justly vain, 
And the nice conduct of a clouded cane): 
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With earnest eyes, and round unthinking 
face, 125 

He first the snuff-box opened, then the case, 

And thus broke out — ‘My lord, why, what 
the devil! 

Z—— ds! damn the Lock! fore Gad, you 
must be civil! 

Plague ae *t! 't is past a jest — nay, prithee, 


pox 
Give her the hair.’ — He spoke, and rapped 
his box. 130 

“Tt gn re es me much,’ replied the Pt 


‘Who epee so well should ever speak in 
vain: 

But by this Lock, this sacred Lock, I swear 

(Which never more shall join its parted hair; 

Which never more its honours shall re- 


new, 135 
Clipped from the lovely head where late it 
grew), 
That, while my nostrils draw the vital air, 
This hand, which won it, shall for ever wear.’ 
He spoke, and speaking, in proud triumph 
spread 
The long-contended honours of her head. 140 
But Umbriel, hateful Gnome, forbears not 
SO; 
He breaks the Vial whence the sorrows 


ow. 

Then see! the nymph in beauteous grief ap- 
pears, 

Her eyes half-languishing, half drowned in 
tears; 

On her heaved bosom hung her drooping 


head, 145 
Which, with a sigh, she raised, and thus she 
said: 
‘For ever cursed be this detested day, 
Which snatched my best, my fav’rite curl 
away! 
Happy! ah, ten times happy had I been, 
If Hampton Court these eyes had never 
seen! 150 
Yet am not I the first mistaken maid, 
By love of courts to numerous ills betrayed. 
Oh, had I rather unadmired remained 
In some lone isle, or distant northern land; 
Where the gilt chariot never marks the 
way, 155 
Where none learn Ombre, none e’er taste 
Bohea! 
There kept my charms concealed from mortal 


eye, 
Like roses, that in deserts bloom and die. 
What moved my mind with youthful lords 


to roam? ; 
O had I stayed, and said my prayers at 
home; 160 
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*T was this the morning omens seemed to 
tell, 

Thrice from my trembling hand the patch- 
box fell; 

The tott’ring china shook without a wind; 

Nay, Poll sat mute, and Shock was most 


unkind! 
A Sylph, too, warned me of the threats of 
fate, 165 


In mystic visions, now believed too late! 

See the poor remnants of these slighted 
hairs! 

My hands shall rend what ev’n thy rapine 
spares. 

These, in two sable ringlets taught to break, 

Once gave new beauties to the snowy 
neck; 170 

The sister-lock now sits uncouth alone, 

And in its fellow’s fate foresees its own; 

Uncurled it hangs, the fatal shears demands, 

And tempts once more thy sacrilegious 


hands. 
Oh, hadst thou, cruel! been content to 
seize 175 


Hairs less in sight, or any hairs but these!’ 


CANTO V 


She said: the pitying audience melt in tears; 
But Fate and Jove had stopped the Baron’s 
ears. 
In vain Thalestris with reproach assails, 
For who can move when fair Belinda fails? 
Not half so fixed the Trojan could remain, 5 
While Anna begged and Dido raged in vain. 
Then grave Clarissa graceful waved her 


fan; 
Silence ensued, and thus the nymph began: 
‘Say, why are beauties praised and 


honoured most, 
The wise man’s passion, and the vain man’s 


toast? 10 
Why decked with all that land and sea af- 
ford, 


Why angels ealled, and angel-like adored? 

Why round our coaches crowd the white- 
gloved beaux? 

Why bows the side-box from its immost 


rows? 

How vain are all these glories, all our 
pains, 15 

Unless Good Sense preserve what Beauty 
gains; 

That men may say, when we the front-box 
erace, 


‘Behold the first in virtue as in face!” 

Oh! if to dance all night, and dress all day, 

Charmed the smallpox, or chased old age 
away; 20 
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Who would not scorn what housewife’s 
cares produce, 

Or who would learn one earthly thing of 
use? 

To patch, nay, ogle, might become a saint, 

Nor could it sure be such a sin to paint. 

But since, alas! frail beauty must decay, 25 

Surled or uncurled, since locks will turn to 
gray; 

Since painted, or not painted, all shall fade, 

And she who scorns a man must die a maid; 

What then remains, but well our power to 


use, 
And keep good humour still whate’er we 
lose? 30 


And trust me, dear, good humour ean prevail, 

When airs, and flights, and screams, and 
scolding fail. 

Beauties in vain their pretty eves may roll; 

Charms strike the sight, but merit wins the 


soul.’ 
So spoke the dame, but no applause 
ensued; 35 


Belinda frowned, Thalestris called her prude. 
“To arms, to arms!’ the fierce virago cries, 
And swift as lightning to the combat flies. 
All side in parties, and begin th’ attack; 

Fans clap, silks rustle, and tough whalebones 


crack; 40 
Heroes’ and heroines’ shouts confusedly 
rise, 


And bass and treble voices strike the skies. 

No common weapons in their hands are 
found, 

Like Gods they fight nor dread a mortal 
wound. 

So when bold Homer makes the Gods en- 


gage, 45 
And heav’nly breasts with human passions 
rage; 


‘Gainst Pallas, Mars; Latona, Hermes arms; 
And all Olympus rings with loud alarms; 
Jove’s thunder roars, Heav’n trembles all 


around, 
Blue Neptune storms, the bell’wing deeps 
resound: 50 


Harth shakes her nodding towers, the ground 
gives way, 
And the pale ghosts start at the flash of 


day! 
Triumphant Umbriel, on a sconce’s 
height, 
Clapped his glad wings, and sat to view the 
fight: ; 
Propped on their bodkin spears, the sprites 
survey 55 


The growing combat, or assist the fray. | 
While through the press enraged Thalestris 
flies, 
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And seatters death around from both her 


eyes 
A Beau and W itling perished in the throng, 
One died in metaphor, and one in song: 60 
*O cruel Nymph! a living death I bear,’ 
Cried Dapperwit, and sunk beside his chair. 
A mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards 
cast, 
— eyes are made so killing’ — was his 


t. 
Thus on Meander’s flowery margin lies 65 
Th’ expiring swan, and as he sings he dies. 
When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clarissa 
down, 
Chloe stepped in, and killed him with a 
frown; 
She smiled to see the doughty hero slain, 
But, at her smile, the beau revived again. 70 
Now Jove suspends his golden scales in air, 
Weighs the men’s wits against the lady’s 


hair; 
The alee beam long nods from side to 
side; 
At length the wits mount up, the hairs sub- 
side 
See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, 75 
With more than usual lightning in her eyes; 
Nor feared the chief th’ unequal fight to try, 
Who sought no more than on his foe to die. 
But this bold lord, with manly strength en- 
dued, 
She with one finger and a thumb subdued: 80 
Just where the breath of life his nostrils 


rew, 
A charge of snuff the wily virgin threw; 
The Gnomes direct, to every atom just, 
The pungent grains of titillating dust. 
Sudden, with starting tears each eye o’er- 
flows, 85 
And the high dome reéchoes to his nose. 
‘Now meet thy fate,’ incensed Belinda 
cried, 
And drew a deadly bodkin from her side. 
(The same, his ancient personage to deck, 
Her creat-great-grandsire wore about his 
neck, 90 
In three seal-rings; which after, melted 
down, 
Formed a ‘vast buckle for his widow’s gown 
Her infant grandame’s whistle next it grew, 
The bells she jingled, and the whistle blew; 
Then in a bodkin graced her mother’s 


hairs, 95 

Which long she wore and now Belinda 
wears.) 

‘Boast not my fall,’ he cried, ‘insulting 
foe! 


Thou by some other shalt be laid as low; 
Nor think to die dejects my lofty mind: 


495 


All that I dread is leaving you behind! 100 

Rather than so, ah, let me still survive, 

And burn in Cupid’ s flames — but burn 
alive.’ 

‘Restore the Lock!’ she cries; and all around 

‘Restore the Lock!’ the vaulted roofs re- 
bound. 

Not fierce Othello in so loud a strain 105 

Roared for the handkerchief that caused his 
pain. 

But see how oft ambitious aims are crossed, 

And chiefs contend till all the prize is lost! 

The lock, obtained with guilt, and kept with 


pain, 
In ev'ry place is sought, but sought in 
val: 110 


With such a prize no mortal must be blessed. 
So: Heav’n decrees! with Heav’n who can 


contest? 
Some thought it mounted to the lunar 
sphere, 
Since all things lost on earth are treasured 
there. 
There heroes’ wits are kept in pond’rous 
vases, 15 


And beaux’ in snuffboxes and tweezer-cases. 
There broken vows, and deathbed alms are 


found, 

And lovers’ hearts with ends of riband 
bound, 

The courtier’s promises, and sick man’s 
prayers, 

The smiles of harlots, and the tears of 
heirs, 120 


Cages for gnats, and chains to yoke a flea, 
Dried butterflies, and tomes of casuistry. 
But trust the Muse — she saw it upward 
rise, 
Though marked by none but quick poetic 
eyes 
(So pea, s great founder to the heay’ns 
withdrew, 125 
To Proculus alone confessed in view): 
A sudden star, it shot through liquid air, 
And drew behind a radiant trail of hair. 
Not Berenice’s locks first rose so bright, 
The heav’ns bespangling with dishevelled 
light. 130 
The Sylphs behold it kindling as it flies, 
And pleased pursue its progress through the 
skies. 
This the beau monde shall from the Mall 
survey, 
And hail with music its propitious ray; 
This the blest lover shall for Venus take, 135 
And send up vows from Rosamonda’s lake; 
This Partridge soon shall view in cloudless 
skies, 
When next he looks through Galileo’s eyes; 
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And hence th’ egregious wizard shall fore- 
doom 
The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. 140 
Then cease, bright Nymph! to mourn thy 
ravished hair, 
Which adds new glory to the shining sphere! 
Not all the tresses that fair head can boast 
Shall draw such envy as the Lock you lost. 
For after all the murders of your eye, 145 
When, after millions slain, yourself shall die; 
When those fair suns shall set, as set they 
must, 
And all those tresses shall be laid in dust, 
This Lock the Muse shall consecrate to 


fame, 
And ’midst the stars inscribe Belinda’s 
name. 150 
1712, 1714 
PP Lt Fl a ee yo. , 


EPISTLE TO DR. ARBUTHNOT 


P. ‘Suut, shut the door, good. John!’ fa- 
tigued, I said. 
‘Tie up the knocker, say I’m sick, I’m dead.’ 
The Dog-star rages! nay, ’t is past a doubt 
All Bedlam or Parnassus is let out: 
Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand, 5 
They rave, recite, and madden round the 
land. 
What walls can guard me, or what shades 
can hide? 
They pierce my thickets, through my grot 
they glide, 
By land, by water, they renew the charge, 
They stop the chariot, and they board the 
barge. 10 
No place is sacred, not the church is free, 
Ev’n Sunday shines no Sabbath day to me: 
Then from the Mint walks forth the man of 
rhyme, 
Happy to catch me just at dinner time. 
Is there a Parson much bemused in beer, 15 
A maudlin Poetess, a rhyming Peer, 
A clerk foredoomed his father’s soul to cross, 
Who pens a stanza when he should engross? 
Is there who, locked from ink and paper, 


scrawls : 
With desp’rate charcoal round his darkened 
walls? 20 


All fly to Twit’nam, and in humble strain 

Apply to me to keep them mad or vain, 

Arthur, whose giddy son neglects the laws, 

Imputes to me and my damned works the 
cause: 

Poor Cornus sees his frantic wife elope, 25 

And curses Wit, and poetry, and Pope. 

Friend to my life (which did not you pro- 

long, 
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The world had wanted many an idle song)! 
What Drop or Nostrum can this plague re- 


move? 
Or which must end me, a fool’s wrath or 
love? 30 


A dire dilemma! either way I’m sped; 

If foes, they write, if friends, they read me 
dead. 

Seized and tied down to judge, how wretched 


Who can’t be silent, and who will not lie. 

To laugh were want of goodness and of 
grace, 35 

And to be grave exceeds all power of face. 

I sit with sad civility, I read 

With honest anguish and an aching head, 

And drop at last, but in unwilling ears, 

This saving counsel, ‘Keep your piece nine 
years.’ 40 

‘Nine years!’ cries he, who, high in Drury 


Lane, 

Lulled by soft zephyrs through the broken 
pane, 

Rhymes ere he wakes, and prints before 
Term ends, 

Obliged by hunger and request of friends: 

‘The piece, you think, is incorrect? why, take 
it! 


it! 45 

I’m all submission: what you’d have it — 
make it.’ 

Three things another’s modest wishes 
bound, 


‘My friendship, and a Prologue, and ten 
pound.’ 

Pitholeon sends to me: 
Grace, 

T want a patron; ask him for a place.’ 50 

Pitholeon libelled me — ‘But here’s a letter 

Informs you, Sir, ’t was when he knew no 
better. 

Dare you refuse him? Curll invites to dine, 

He’ll write a Journal, or he ’ll turn Divine.’ 

Bless me! a packet.—’T is a stranger 
sues, 55 

A Virgin Tragedy, an Orphan Muse. 

If I dislike it, ‘Furies, death, and rage!’ 

If I approve, ‘Commend it to the stage.’ 

There (thank my stars) my whole commis- 
sion ends, 

The players and I are, luckily, no friends. 60 

Fired that the house reject him, ‘’Sdeath Ill 
print it, 

And shame the fools — your int’rest, Sir, 
with Lintot.’ 

‘Lintot, dull rogue, will think your price too 
much’: 

‘Not, Sir, if you revise it, and retouch.’ 

All my demurs but double his attacks; 65 

At last he whispers, ‘Do, and we go snacks.’ 


‘You know his 
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Glad of a quarrel, straight I clap the door; 
‘Sir, let me see your works and you no 
more!’ 
’"T is ee when Midas’ ears began to 


sprin 
(Midas, a sorlitey person and a king), 70 
His very minister who spied them first 
(Some say his Queen) was forced to speak or 
burst. 
And is not mine, my friend, a sorer case, 


When evry coxcomb perks them in my 
face? 

A. Good friend, forbear! you deal in 

dangerous things; 75 


I'd never name Queens, Ministers, or Kings; 

Keep close to ears, and those let asses prick, 

’T is nothing P. Nothing! if they bite 
and kick? 

Out with it, DUNCIAD! let the secret pass, 

That secret to each fool, that he’s an ass: 80 

The truth once told (and wherefore should 
we lie?) 

The Queen of Midas slept, and so may I. 

You think this cruel? Take it fora rule, 

No creature smarts so little as a fool. 

Let peals of laughter, Codrus! round thee 
break, 

Thou unconcerned canst hear the mighty 
crack: 

Pit, Box, and Gall’ry in convulsions hurled, 

Thou stand’st unshook amidst a bursting 
world. 

Who shames a Scribbler? break one cobweb 
through, 

He spins the slight self-pleasing thread 
anew: 90 

Destroy his fib, or sophistry — in vain! 

The creature ’s at his dirty work again, 

Throned in the center of his thin designs, 

Proud of a vast extent of flimsy lines. 

Whom have I hurt? has Poet yet or Peer 95 

Lost the arched eyebrow or Parnassian 
sneer? .. 

Does not one table Bavius still admit? 

Still to one Bishop Philips seem a wit? 100 

Still Sappho A. Hold! for God’s sake — 
you ’ll offend. 

No names — be calm — learn prudence of a 
friend. 

I too could write, and I am twice as tall; 

But foes like these— PP. One flatt’rer’s 
worse than all. 

Of all mad creatures, if the learned are 
right, 105 

It is ths slaver kills, and not the bite. 

A fool quite angry is quite innocent: 

Alas! ’t is ten times worse when they repent. 

One dedicates in high heroic prose, 
And ridicules beyond a hundred foes; 


110 
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One from all Grub-street will my fame 
defend, 

And, more ‘abusive, calls himself my friend: 

This prints my Letters, that expects a bribe, 


And others roar aloud, ‘Subscribe, sub- 
scribe!’ 
There are who to my person pay their 
court: 115 
I cough like Horace; and though lean, am 
short; 
ne great son one shoulder had too 
igh, 
Such Ovid’s nose, and ‘Sir, you have an 
eye —’ 


Go on, obliging creatures! make me see 
All that disgraced my betters met in me, 120 
Say, for my comfort, languishing in bed, 
‘Just so immortal Maro held his head’: 
And when I die, be sure you let me know 
Great Homer died three thousand years ago. 
Why did I write? what sin to me un- 
known 125 
Dipped me in ink, my parents’, or my own? 
As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, yt See 
I lisped in numbers, for the numbers tame: 
I left no calling for this idle trade, 
No duty broke, no father disobeyed: 130 
The Muse but served to ease some friend, 
not wife, 
To help me through this long disease my life, 
To second, Arbuthnot! thy art and care, 
And teach the being you preserved, to bear. 
A. But why then publish? P, Granyille 
the polite, 135 
And knowing Walsh, would tell me I could 
write; 
Well-natured Garth inflamed with early 
praise, 
And Congreve loved, and Swift endured my 


ays 
The courtly Talbot, Somers, Sheffield, read; 
Ev’n mitred Rochester would nod _ the 
head, 140 
And St. John’s self (great Dryden's friends 
before) 
With open arms received one poet more. 
Happy my studies, when by these approved! 
Happier their author, when by these be- 


loved! 
From these the world will judge of men and 
books, 145 
Not from the Burnets, Oldmixons, and 
Cookes. 
Soft were my numbers; who could take 
offence 
While pure description held the place of 
sense? 


Like gentle Fanny’s was my flowery theme, 
‘A painted mistress or a purling stream.’ 150 


+ anor 


fore 
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Yet then did Gildon draw his venal quill; 

I wished the man a dinner, and sate still: 

Yet then did Dennis rave in furious fret; 

I never answered; I was not in debt. 

If want provoked, or madness made them 
print, 155 

I waged no war with Bedlam or the Mint. 

Did some more sober critic come abroad; 

If wrong, I smiled, if right, I kissed the rod. 

Pains, reading, study, are their just pretence, 

And all they want is spirit, taste, and 
sense. 160 

Commas and points they set exactly right, 

And ’t were a sin to rob them of their mite. 

Yet ne’er one sprig of laurel graced these 
ribalds, 

From slashing Bentleys down to piddling 
Tibbalds. 

Each wight who reads not, and but seans 
and _ spells, 165 

Each word-catcher that lives on syllables, 

Ev’n such small critics some regard may 
claim, 

Preserved in Milton’s or in Shakspeare’s 
name. 

Pretty! in amber to observe the forms 

Of hairs, or straws, or dirt, or grubs, or 


worms! 170 
The things, we know, are neither rich nor 
rare, 


But wonder how the devil they got there. 
Were others angry: I excused them too; 
Well might they rage, I gave them but their 

due. 
A man’s true merit ’t is not hard to find; 175 
But each man’s secret standard in his mind, 
That casting-weight Pride adds to emptiness, 
This, who can gratify? for who can guess? 
The bard whom pilfered pastorals renown, 
Who turns a Persian tale for half-a- 
crown, 180 
Just writes to make his barrenness appear, 
And strains from hard-bound brains eight 
lines a year; 
He who still wanting, though he lives on 


theft, 

Steals much, spends little, yet has nothing 
left; 

And he who now to sense, now nonsense, 
leaning, 185 

Means not, but blunders round about a 
meaning: 


And he whose fustian’s so sublimely bad, 

It is not poetry, but prose run mad: 

All these my modest satire bade translate, 

And owned that nine such poets made a 
Tate. 190 

How did they fume, and stamp, and roar, 
and chafe! 
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And swear not Addison himself was safe. 
Peace to all such! But were there one 
whose fires 
True genius kindles, and fair Fame inspires, 
Blessed with each talent and each art to 


- please, 195 
And born to write, converse, and live with 
ease; 


Should such a man, too fond to rule alone, 
Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the 


throne; 

View him with scornful, yet with jealous 
eyes, 

And hate for arts that caused himself to 
rise; 200 


Damn with faint praise, assent with civil 
leer, \ at A ¢lte2e7yY 
And without sneering teach the rest to sneer; 
Willing to wound, and yet afraid to strike, 
Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike; 
Alike reserved to blame or to commend, 205 
A tim’rous foe, and a suspicious friend; 
Dreading ev’n fools; by flatterers besieged, 
And so obliging that he ne’er obliged; 
Like Cato, give his little Senate laws, 
And sit attentive to his own applause: 210 
While Wits and Templars ev’ry sentence 
raise, 
And wonder with a foolish face of praise — 
Who but must laugh if such a man there be? 
Who would not weep, if Atticus were he? 
What though my name stood rubric on 
the walls, 215 
Or plastered posts, . . . in capitals? 
Or smoking forth, a hundred hawkers’ load, 
On wings of winds came flying all abroad? 
I sought no homage from the race that write; 
I kept, like Asian Monarchs, from their 
sight: 220 
Poems I heeded (now berhymed so long) 
No more than thou, great George! a birth- 
day song. 
Tne’er with Wits or Witlings passed my days 
To spread about the itch of verse and praise; 
Nor like a puppy daggled through the 
town 225 
To fetch and carry sing-song up and down; 
Nor at rehearsals sweat, and mouthed, and 
cried, 
With handkerchief and orange at my side; 
But sick of fops, and poetry, and prate, 
To Bufo left the whole Castalian state. 230 
Proud as Apollo on his forkéd hill, 
Sat full-blown Bufo, puffed by every quill: 
Fed with soft dedication all day long, 
Horace and he went hand in hand in song. 
His library (where busts of poets dead, 235 
And a true Pindar stood without a head) 
Received of Wits an undistinguished race, 
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Who first his judgment asked, and then a 


place: 
Much they extolled his pictures, much his 


seat, 
And flattered ev’ ‘ry day, and some days 
eat: 240 


Till grown more frugal in his riper days, 
He paid some bards with port, and some with 
praise; 
To some a dry rehearsal was assigned, 
And others (harder still) he paid in kind. 
Dryden alone (what wonder?) came not 
nigh; 245 
Dryden alone escaped this judging eye: 
But still the great have kindness in reserve; 
He helped to bury whom he helped to 
starve.” 
May some choice patron bless each grey 
goose quill! 
May every Bavius have his Bufo still! 250 
So when a statesman wants a day’s defence, 
Or Envy holds a whole week’s war with 
Sense, 
Or simple Pride for flatt’ ry makes demands, 
May dunce by dunce be whistled off my 
hands! 
_ si the great! for those they take 
255 
And adel they left me —for they left me 
Gay; 
Left me to see neglected Genius bloom, 
Neglected die, and tell it on his tomb: 
Of all thy blameless life the sole return 
My Verse, and Queensb’ry weeping o’er thy 
urn! 260 
Oh let me live my own, and die so too 
(To live and die is all I have to do)! 
Maintain a poet’s dignity and ease, 
And see what friends, and read what books I 
please; 
ae a Patron, though I condescend 265 
Sometimes to call a minister my Friend. 
I was not born for courts or great affairs; 
I pay my debts, believe, and say my pray ers; 
Can sleep without a poem in my head, 
Nor know if Dennis be alive or dead. 270 
Why am I asked what next shall see the 
light? 
Heav’ns! was I born for nothing but to 
write? 
Has life no joys for me? or (to be grave) 
Have I no friend to serve, no soul to save? 


‘I found him close with Swift’ — ‘ Indeed? 
no doubt Sar 275 

(Cries prating Balbus) something will come 
out.’ 


’T is all in vain, deny it as I will; _ 
‘No, such a genius never can lie still’: 
And then for mine obligingly mistakes 
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The first lampoon Sir Will or Bubo 
makes. 280 
Poor guiltless I! and can I choose but smile, 
When ev’ry coxcomb knows me by my style? 
Curst be the verse, how well soe’er it flow, 
That tends to make one worthy man my foe, 
Give Virtue scandal, Innocence a fear, 285 
Or from the soft- eyed virgin steal a tear! 
But he who hurts a harmless neighbour’s 
peace, 
Insults fall’n Worth, or Beauty in distress, 
Who loves a lie, lame Slander helps about, 
Who writes a libel, or who copies out; 290 
That fop whose pride affects a patron’s name, 
Yet, absent, wounds an author’s honest 
fame; 
Who can your merit selfishly approve, 
And show the sense of it without the love; 
Who has the vanity to call you friend, 295 
Yet wants the honour, injured, to defend; 
Who tells whate’er you think, whate’er you 


say, 
And, if he he not, must at least betray; 
Who to the Dean and Silver Bell can swear, 
And sees at Canons what was never 
there; 300 
Who reads but with a lust to misapply, 
Make satire a lampoon, and fiction le: 
A lash like mine no honest man shall dread, 
But all such babbling blockheads in his 


stead. 
Let Sporus tremble——A. What? that 
thing of silk, 305 


Sporus, that mere white curd of Ass’s milk? 
Satire or sense, alas! can Sporus feel? 
Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel? 

P. Yet let me flap this bug with gilded 


wings, 

This painted child of dirt, that stinks and 
stings; 310 

Whose buzz the witty and the fair annoys, 

Yet Wit ne’er tastes, and Beauty ne’er en- 
joys; 

So well-bred spaniels civilly delight 

In mumbling of the game they dare not bite. 

Eternal smiles his emptiness betray, 315 

As shallow streams run dimpling all the way, 

Whether in florid impotence he speaks, 

And, as the prompter breathes, the puppet 
squeaks, 

Or #t the ear of Eve, familiar toad, 

Half froth, half venom, spits himself 
abroad, 320 

In puns, or politics, or tales, or lies, 

Or spite, or smut, or rhymes, or blasphe- 
mies; 

His wit all see-saw between that and this, 

Now high, now low, now master up, now 
miss, 
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And he himself one vile Antithesis. 325 
Amphibious thing! that acting either part, 
The trifling head, or the corrupted heart; 
Fop at the toilet, flatt’rer at the board, 
Now trips, a lady, and now struts, a lord. 
Eve’s tempter thus the Rabbins have ex- 
prest, 330 
A cherub’s face, a reptile all the rest; 
Beauty that shocks you, Parts that none will 


trust, 
Wit that can creep, and Pride that licks the 
dust. 
Not Fortune’s worshipper, nor Fashion's 
fool, 
Not Luere’s madman, nor <Ambition’s 
tool, 335 
Not proud nor servile;—be one poet's 
praise, 
That, if he pleased, he pleased by manly 
WAYS: 


That flatt’rv ev'n to Kings, he held a shame, 
And thought a lie im verse or prose the same; 
That not in fancy’s maze he wandered 
long, 340 
But stooped to truth, and moralized his 
song; 
That not for Fame, but Virtue’s better end, 
He stood the furious foe, the timid friend, 
The damning critic, half approving wit, 
The coxeomb hit, or fearing to be hit; 345 
Laughed at the loss of friends he never had, 
The dull, the proud, the wicked, and the 
mad; 
The distant threats of vengeance on his 
head, 
The blow unfelt, the tear he never shed: 
The tale revived, the lie so oft o’erthrown, 350 
Th’ imputed trash and dullness not his own; 
The morals blackened when the writings 
‘seape, 
The libelled person, and the pictured shape; 
Abuse on all he loved, or loved him, spread, 


A friend in exile, or a father dead: 355 
The whisper, that, to greatness still too 
near, 


Perhaps yet vibrates on his Sov’reign’s ear — 

Welcome for thee, fair Virtue! all the past: 

For thee, fair Virtue! weleome e’en the last! 
A. But why insult the poor? affront the 


great? , 360 
P. A knave’s a knave to me in ev'ry 
state; 


Alike my scorn, if he sueceed or fail, 

Sporus at court, or Japhet in a jail; 

A hireling scribbler, or a hireling peer, 

Knight of the post corrupt, or of the 
shire; 365 

If on a Pillory, or near a Throne, 

He gain his prince's ear, or lose his own. 


Yet soft by nature, more a dupe than wit, 
Sappho ean tell you how this man was bit: 
This dreaded Satirist Dennis will confess 370 
Foe to his pride, but friend to his distress: 
So humble, he has knocked at Tibbald’s 
. door, 

Has drunk with Cibber, nay, has rhymed for 
Moore. 

Full ten years slandered, did he once reply? 

Three thousand suns went down on Welsted’s 
lie, 375 

To please a mistress one aspersed his life; 

He lashed him not, but let her be his wife: 

Let Budgell charge low Grub-street on his 
quill, 

And write what’er he pleased, | except his 
will; 

Let the two Curlls of town and court 
abuse 380 

His father, mother, body, soul, and muse: 

Yet why? that father held it for a rule, 

It was a sin to eall our neighbour fool; . .. 

Hear this, and spare his family, James 
Moore! 385 

Unspotted names, and memorable long, 

If there be force in Virtue, or in Song. 

Of gentle blood (part shed in honour’s 
cause, 

While yet in Britain honour had applause) 

Each parent sprung— A. What fortune, 
pray ?— P. Their own; 390 

And better got than Bestia’s from the throne. 

Born to no pride, inheriting no strife, 

Nor marrying discord in a noble wife, 

Stranger to civil and religious rage, 

The good man walked innoxious through his 
age. 395 

No courts he saw, no suits would ever try, 

Nor dared an oath, nor hazarded a lie. 

Unlearned, he knew no schoolman’s subtle 
art, 

No language but the language of the heart. 

By Nature honest, by Experience wise, 400 

Healthy by Temp’rance and by Exercise; 

His life, though long, to sickness passed 
unknown, 

His death was instant and without a groan. 

O grant me thus to live, and thus to die! 

Who sprung from kings shall know less joy 
than I. 405 

O friend! may each domestic bliss be thine! 

Be no unpleasing melancholy mine: 

Me, let the tender office long engage 

To rock the cradle of reposing Age, 

With lenient arts extend a Mother’s 
breath, 410 

Make Languor smile, and smooth the bed 
of Death; 

Explore the thought, explain the asking eye, 


> 
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And keep a while one parent from the sky! 
On cares like these if length of days attend, 
May Heav’n, to bless those days, preserve 
my friend! 415 
Preserve him social, cheerful, and serene, 
And just as rich as when he served a Queen. 
A, phd that blessing be denied or 
giv’ 
Thus far ar Me right; — the rest belongs to 
Heav’n. 
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UNIVERSAL PRAYER 


FaTuHERr of all! in ev’ry age, 
In ey’ry clime adored, 

By saint, by savage, and by sage, 
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 


Thou Great First Cause, least understood, 5 
Who all my sense confined 

To know but this, that thou art good, 

___ And that my self am blind; 


Yet gave me, in this dark estate, 

To see the good from ill; 10 
And binding Nature fast i in Fate, 
___Left free the human Will. 


What Conscience dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do; 

This teach me more than Heil to shun, 15 
That more than Heav’n pursue. 


What blessings thy free bounty gives 
Let me not cast away; 
For God is paid when man receives; 
T’ enjoy is to obey. 20 


Yet not to earth’s contracted span 
Thy goodness let me bound, 

Or think thee Lord alone of man, 
When thousand worlds are round. 


Let not this weak unknowing hand 25 
Presume thy bolts to throw, 

And deal damnation round the land 
On each I judge thy foe. 


If I am right, thy grace impart, 

Still in the right to stay; 30 
If I am wrong, O teach my heart 

To find that better way. 


Save me alike from foolish Pride 
Or impious Discontent, 

At aught thy wisdom has denied, 35 
Or aught thy goodness lent. 


Teach me to feel another’s woe, 
To hide the fault I see: 
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That mercy I to others show, 
That mercy show to me. 40 


Mean though I am, not wholly so, 
Since quickened by thy breath; 

O lead me, wheresoe’er I go, 
Through this day’s life or death! 


This day be bread and peace my lot: 45 
All else beneath the sun 

Thou know’st if best bestowed or not, 
And let thy will be done. 


To Thee, whose temple is all Space, 
Whose altar earth, sea, skies, 50 
One chorus let all Being raise, 
All Nature’s incense rise! 
1738 


Matthew Prior (1664-1721) 


A SIMILE 


Dear Thomas, didst thou never pop 

Thy head into a tin-man’s shop? 

There, Thomas, didst thou never see 

CT is but by way of simile) 

A squirrel spend his little rage 5 
In jumping round a rolling cage? — 

The cage, as either side turned up, 

Striking a ring of bells a-top? — 

Moved in the orb, pleased with the chimes, 
The foolish creature thinks he climbs: 10 
But here or there, turn wood or wire, 

He never gets two inches higher. 

So fares it with those merry blades, 

That frisk it under Pindus’ shades. 

In noble songs and lofty odes, 15 
They tread on stars and talk with gods; 
Still dancing In-an airy round, 

Still pleased with their own verses’ sound; 
Brought back, how fast soe’er they go, 
Always aspiring, always low. wee 


AN ODE 


THE mere *hant, to secure his treasure, 
Conveys it in a borrowed name: 

Kuphelia serves to grace my measure; 
But Cloe is my real flame. 


My softest verse, my darling lyre, 5 
Upon Euphelia’ s toilet lay; 

When Cloe noted her desire, 
That I should sing, that I should play. 


My lyre I tune, my voice I raise; _ 
But with my numbers mix my sighs: 10 
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And whilst I sing Euphelia’s praise, 
I fix my soul on Cloe’s eyes. 


Fair Cloe blushed: Euphelia frowned: 
I sung and gazed: I played and trembled: 
And Venus to the Loves around 15 
Remarked, how ill we all dissembled. 
1718 


Thomas Parnell (1679-1718) 


A HYMN TO CONTENTMENT 


Lovety, lasting peace of mind! 
Sweet delight of human-kind! 
Heavenly-born, and bred on high, 
To crown the favourites of the sky 
With more of happiness below, 

Than victors in a triumph know! 
Whither, O whither art thou fled, 

To lay thy meek, contented head: 
What happy region dost thou please 
To make the seat of calms and ease! 10 

Ambition searches all its sphere 
Of pomp and state, to meet thee there. 
Encreasing Avarice would find 
Thy presence in its gold enshrined. 

The bold adventurer ploughs his way 15 
Through rocks amidst the foaming sea, 

To gain thy love; and then perceives 

Thou wert not in the rocks and waves. 
The silent heart, which grief assails, 

Treads soft and lonesome o’er the vales, 20 
Sees daisies open, rivers run, 

And seeks, as I have vainly done, 

Amusing thought; but learns to know 
That solitude’s the nurse of woe. 

No real happiness is found _ 25 
In trailing purple o’er the ground; 

Or in a soul exalted high, 

To range the circuit of the sky, 

Converse with stars above, and know 

All nature in its forms below; 30 
The rest it seeks, in seeking dies, 

And doubts at last, for knowledge, rise. 

Lovely, lasting peace, appear! 
This world itself, if thou art here, 
Is once again with Eden blest, 35 
And man contains it in his breast. 

”T was thus, as under shade I stood, 
I sung my wishes to the wood, 
And lost in thought, no more perceived 
The branches whisper as they waved: 40 
It seemed, as all the quiet place 
Confessed the presence of the Grace. 
When thus she spoke — ‘Go rule thy will, 
Bid thy wild passions all be still, 


or 
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Know God—and bring thy heart to 
know 45 

The joys which from religion flow: 
Then every Grace shall prove its guest, 
And I[’ll be there to crown the rest.’ 
* Oh! by yonder mossy seat, 
In my hours of sweet retreat, 50 
Might I thus my soul employ, 
With sense of gratitude and joy! 
Raised as ancient prophets were, 
In heavenly vision, praise, and prayer; 
Pleasing all men, hurting none, 55 
Pleased and blessed with God alone: 
Then while the gardens take my sight, 
With all the colours of delight; 
While silver waters glide along, 
To please my ear, and court my song; 60 
Tl lift my voice, and tune my string, 
And thee, great source of nature, sing. 

The sun that walks his airy way, 
To light the world, and give the day; 
The moon that shines with borrowed light; 65 
The stars that gild the gloomy night; 
The seas that roll unnumbered waves; 
The wood that spreads its shady leaves; 
The field whose ears conceal the grain, 
The yellow treasure of the plain; 70 
All of these, and all I see, 
Should be sung, and sung by me: 
They speak their Maker as they can, 
But want and ask the tongue of man. 

Go search among your idle dreams, 75 
Your busy or your vain extremes; 
And find a life of equal bliss, 
Or own the next begun in this. 

1714 


A NIGHT-PIECE ON DEATH 


By the blue taper’s trembling light, 
No more I waste the wakeful night, 
Intent with endless view to pore 
The schoolmen and the sages o’er: 
Their books from wisdom widely stray, 5 
Or point at best the longest way. 
I'll seek a readier path, and go 
Where wisdom’s surely taught below. 

How deep yon azure dyes the sky, 
Where orbs of gold unnumbered lie, 10 
While through their ranks in silver pride 
The nether crescent seems to glide! 
The slumbering breeze forgets to breathe, 
The lake is smooth and clear beneath, 
Where once again the spangled show 15 
Descends to meet our eyes below. 
The grounds which on the right aspire, 
In dimness from the view retire: 
The left presents a place of graves, 


JOHN 


Whose wall the silent water laves. 

That steeple guides thy doubtful sight 
Among the livid gleams of night. 

There pass, with melancholy state, 

By all the solemn heaps of fate, 

And think, as softly-sad you tread 25 
Above the venerable dead, 

‘Time was, like thee they life possest, 

And time shall be, that thou shalt rest.’ 
Those graves, with bending osier bound, 
That nameless heave the crumbled 

ground, 30 
Quick to the glancing thought disclose, 
Where toil and poverty repose. 

The flat smooth stones that bear a name, 
The chisel’s slender help to fame, 

(Which ere our set of friends decay 35 
Their frequent steps may wear away,) 

A middle race of mortals own, 

Men, half ambitious, all unknown. 

The marble tombs that rise on high, 
Whose dead in vaulted arches lie, 40 
Whose pillars swell with sculptured stones, 
Arms, angels, epitaphs, and bones, 

These, all the poor remains of state, 
Adorn the rich, or praise the great; 
Who while on earth in fame they live, 45 
Are senseless of the fame they give. 

Ha! while I gaze, pale Cynthia fades, 
The bursting earth unveils the shades! 

All slow, and wan, and wrapped with 
shrouds, 

They rise in visionary crowds, 50 

And all with sober accent cry, 

‘Think, mortal, what it is to die!’ 

Now from yon black and funeral yew, 
That bathes the charnel-house with dew, 
Methinks I hear a voice begin; 55 
(Ye ravens, cease your croaking din, 

Ye tolling clocks, no time resound 

O’er the long lake and midnight ground!) 
It sends a peal of hollow groans, 

Thus speaking from among the bones. 60 

‘When men my scythe and darts supply, 
How great a king of fears am I! 

They view me like the last of things: 

They make, and then they dread, my stings. 
Fools! if you less provoked your fears, 65 
No more my spectre form appears. 

Death’s but a path that must be trod, 

If man would ever pass to God; 

A port of calms, a state of ease 

From the rough rage of swelling seas. 70 

‘Why then thy flowing sable stoles, 
Deep pendant cypress, mourning poles, 
Loose scarfs to fall athwart thy weeds, 
Long palls, drawn hearses, covered steeds, 
And plumes of black, that, as they tread, 75 
Nod o’er the ’scutcheons of the dead? 


GAY 


‘Nor can the parted body know, 

Nor wants the soul, these forms of woe. 
As men who long in prison dwell, 

/ith lamps that glimmer round the cell, 80 
Whene’er their suffering years are run, 
Spring forth to greet the glittering sun: 
Such joy, though far transcending sense, 
Have pious souls at parting hence. 

On earth, and in the body placed, 85 

A few and evil years they waste; 

But when their chains are cast aside, 

See the glad scene unfolding wide, 

Clap the glad wing, and tower away, 

And mingle with the blaze of day.’ 90 
1722 
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John Gap (1685-1732) 
A BALLAD 


’T was when the seas were roaring 
With hollow blasts of wind; 

A damsel lay deploring, 
All on a rock reclined. 

Wide o’er the foaming billows 
She casts a wistful look; 

Her head was crowned with willows, 
That tremble o’er the brook. 


or 


“Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days. 10 
Why didst thou, vent’rous lover, 
Why didst thou trust the seas? 
Cease, cease, thou cruel ocean, 
And let my lover rest: 
Ah! what ’s thy troubled motion 15 
To that within my breast? 


‘The merchant, robbed of pleasure, 
Sees tempests in despair: 
But what ’s the loss of treasure, 
To losing of my dear? 20 
Should you some coast be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You ’d find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you so. 


‘How can they say that nature 25 
Has nothing made in vain; 
Why then beneath the water 
Should hideous rocks remain? 
No eyes the rocks discover, 
That lurk beneath the deep, 30 
To wreck the wand’ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep.’ 


All melancholy lying, 
Thus wailed she for her dear: 
Repaid each blast with sighing, 35 
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Each billow with a tear; 
When o’er the white wave stooping, 
His floating corpse she spied; 
Then, like a lily drooping, 
She bowed her head, and died. - 40 
W715 


SWEET WILLIAM’S FAREWRLL 
TO BLACK-EYED SUSAN 


Aut in the Downs the fleet was moored, 

The streamers waving in the wind, 
When black-eyed Susan came aboard. 

‘Oh, where shall I my true love find? 
Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true, 5 
If my sweet William sails among the crew.’ 


William, who high upon the yard 
Rocked with the billow to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 


He sighed, and cast his eyes below. 10 

The cord slides swiftly through his glowing 
hands, 

And, quick as lightning, on the deck he 
stands. 


So the sweet lark, high poised in air, 
Shuts close his pinions to his breast, 
If chance his mate’s shrill call he hear, 15 
And drops at once into her nest. 
The noblest captain in the British fleet 
Might envy William’s lip those kisses sweet. 


‘O Susan, Susan, lovely dear, 
My vows shall ever true remain; 20 
Let me kiss off that falling tear; 
We only part to meet again. 
Change, as ye list, ye winds; my heart shall 
be 
The faithful compass that still points to 


thee. 
‘Believe not what the landmen say, 25 
Who tempt with doubts thy constant 
mind: 


They'll tell thee, sailors, when away, 
In every port a mistress find: 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee 
So} 
For thou art present wheresoe’er I go. 30 


‘Tf to fair India’s coast we sail 

Thy eyes are seen in diamonds bright, 
Thy breath in Afrie’s spicy gale, 

Thy skin is ivory so white. 
Thus every beauteous object that I view, 35 
Wakes in my soul some charm of lovely Sue. 


‘Though battle call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Susan mourn; 
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Though cannons roar, yet, safe from harms, 
William shall to his dear return, 40 
Love turns aside the balls that round me fly, 
Lest precious tears should drop from Su- 
san’s eye.’ 


The boatswain gave the dreadful word, 
The sails their swelling bosom spread; 
No longer must she stay aboard: 45 
They kissed, she sighed, he hung his head. 
Her less’ning boat unwilling rows to land; 
‘Adieu!’ she cries; and waved her lily hand. 
1720 


John Wughes (1677-1720) 
THE PICTURE 


Comn, my Muse, a Venus draw; 
Not the same the Grecians saw, 
By the famed Apelles wrought, 
Beauteous offspring of his thought. 
No fantastic goddess mine, 5 
Fietion far she does outshine, 
Queen of faney! hither bring 
On thy gaudy-feathered wing 
All the beauties of the spring. 
Like the bee’s industrious pains 10 
To collect his golden gains, 
So from every flower and plant 
Cather first the immortal paint, 
Fetch me lilies, fetch me roses, 
Daisies, violets, cowslip-posies, 15 
Amaranthus, parrot-pride, 
Woodbines, pinks, and what. beside 
Does the embroidered meads adorn; 
Where the fawns and satyrs play 
In the merry month of May, 20 
Steal the blush of opening morn; 
Borrow Cynthia’s silver white, 
When she shines at noon of night, 
I'ree from clouds to veil her light. 
Juno’s bird his tail shall spread, 25 
Iris’ bow its colours shed, 
All to deck this charming piece, 
lar surpassing ancient Greece. 
First her graceful stature show, 
Not too tall, nor yet too low. 30 
Tat she must not be, nor lean; 
Let her shape be straight and clean; 
Small her waist, and thence increased, 
Gently swells her rising breast. 
Next in comely order trace 35 
All the glories of her face. 
Paint her neck of ivory, 
Smiling cheeks and forehead high, 
Ruby lips, and sparkling eyes. 


MARK AKENSIDE 


Whence resistless lightning flies, 40 
Foolish Muse! what hast thou done! 
Scarce th’ outlines are yet begun, 
Ere thy pencil’s thrown aside! 
“Tis no matter,’ Love replied; 
(Love’s unlucky god stood by) 45 
‘At one stroke behold how I 
Will th’ unfinished draught supply.’ 
Smiling then he took his dart, 
And drew her picture in my heart. , 
1735 


Henrp Carey (1693?-1743) 
SALLY IN OUR ALLEY 


Or all the girls that are so smart 
There ’s none like pretty Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And she lives in our alley. 
There is.no lady in the land 5 
Is half so sweet as Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And she lives in our alley. 


Her father he makes cabbage-nets 
And through the streets does cry ’’em; 10 
Her mother she sells laces long 
To such as please to buy ’em: 
But sure such folks could ne’er beget 
So sweet a girl as Sally! 
She is the darling of my heart, 15 
And she lives in our alley. 


When she is by, I leave my work, 
I love her so sincerely; 
My master comes like any Turk, 
And bangs me most severely — 20 
But let him bang his bellyful, 
I'll bear it all for Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And she lives in our alley. 


Of all the days that’s in the week 25 
I dearly love but one day — 
And that’s the day that comes betwixt 
A Saturday and Monday; 
For then I’m drest all in my best 
To walk abroad with Sally; 30 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And she lives in our alley. 


My master carries me to church, 
And often am I blamed 

Because I leave him in the lurch 35 
As soon as text is named; 

I leave the church in sermon-time 
And slink away to Sally; 
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She is the darling of my heart, 
And she lives in our alley, 40 


When Christmas comes about again 
O then I shall have money; 
I’ll hoard it up, and box it all, 
I’ll give it to my honey: 
I would it were ten thousand pound, 48 
I'd give it all to Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And she lives in our alley. 


My master and the neighbours all 
Make game of me and Sally, 50 
And, but for her, I’d better be 
A slave and row a galley; 
But when my seven long years are out 
O then [’ll marry Sally,— 
O then we ll wed, and then we’ll bed 55 
But not in our alley! 
1713? 1724 


Mark Akenside (1721-1770) 


HYMN TO SCIENCE 


Scrence! thou fair effusive ray 
From the great source of mental day, 
Free, generous, and refined! 
Descend with all thy treasures fraught, 
Illumine each bewildered thought, 5 
And bless my labouring mind. 


But first with thy resistless light 
Disperse those phantoms from my sight, 
Those mimic shades of thee: 
The scholiast’s learning, sophist’s cant, 10 
The visionary bigots rant, 
The monk’s philosophy. 


Oh! let thy powerful charms impart 
The patient head, the candid heart, 

Devoted to thy sway; 15 
Which no weak passions e’er mislead, 
Which still with dauntless steps proceed 

Where reason points the way. 


Give me to learn each secret cause; 

Let number’s, figure’s, motion’s laws 20 
Revealed before me stand; 

These to great Nature’s scenes apply, 

And round the globe, and ee the sky, 
Disclose her working hand. 


Next, to thy nobler search resigned, 25 
The busy, restless, human mind 

Through every maze pursue; 
Detect perception where it lies, 
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Catch the ideas as they rise, 
And all their changes view. 


Say from what simple springs began 

The vast ambitious thoughts of man, 
Which range beyond control, 

Which seek eternity to trace, 

Dive through the infinity of space, 
And strain to grasp the whole. 


Her secret stores let memory tell, 
Bid Fancy quit her fairy cell, 
In ail her colours drest; 
While, prompt her sallies to control, 
Reason, the judge, recalls the soul 
To Truth’s severest test. 


Then launch through being’s wide extent; 


Let the fair scale with just ascent 
And cautious steps be trod; 

And from the dead, corporeal mass, 

Through each progressive order, pass 
To Instinct, Reason, God. 


There, Science, veil thy daring eye; 


Nor dive too deep, nor soar too high, 


In that divine abyss; 
To faith content thy beams to lend, 
Her hopes t’assure, her steps befriend 
And light her way to bliss. 


Then downwards take thy flight again, 


Mix with the policies of men, 
And social nature’s ties; 
The plan, the genius of each state, 
Its interest and its powers relate, 
Its fortunes and its rise. 


Through private life pursue thy course, 


Trace every action to its source, 
And means and motives weigh: 

Put tempers, passions, in the scale; 

Mark what degrees in each prevail, 
And fix the doubtful sway. 


That last best effort of thy skill, 

To form the life, and rule the will, 
Propitious power! impart: 

Teach me to cool my passion’s fires, 

Make me the judge of my desires, 
The master of my heart. 


Raise me above the vulgar’s breath, 

Pursuit of fortune, fear of death, 
And all in life that’s mean: 

Still true to reason by my plan, 


30 


35 


40 


50 


55 


60 


65 


70 


75 


Still let my actions speak the man, 
Through every various scene. 


Hail! queen of manners, light of truth; 

Hail! charm of age, and guide of youth; 80 
Sweet refuge of distress: 

In business, thou, exact, polite; 

Thou giv’st retirement its delight, 
Prosperity its grace. 


Of wealth, power, freedom, thou the cause; 85 
Foundress of order, cities, laws; 
Of arts inventress thou: 
Without thee, what were human-kind? 
How vast their wants, their thoughts how 
blind! 
Their joys how mean, how few! 90 


Sun of the soul! thy beams unveil: 
Let others spread the daring sail, 
On Fortune’s faithless sea: 
While, undeluded, happier I 
From the vain tumult timely fly, 95 
And sit in peace with thee. 
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FOR A GROTTO 


To me, whom, in their lays, the shepherds call 
Actea, daughter of the neighboring stream, 
This cave belongs. The fig-tree and the vine, 
Which o’er the rocky entrance downward 


shoot 

Were placed by Glycon. He, with Cus 
pale, 

Primrose, and purple lychnis, decked te 
green 


Before my threshold, and my shelving walls 
With honeysuckle covered. Here, at noon, 
Lulled by the murmur of my rising fount, 
I slumber: here my clustering fruits I 
tend; 10 
Or from the humid flowers at break of day, 
Fresh garlands weave, and chase from all 
my bounds 
Each thing impure or noxious. Enter in, 
O stranger, undismayed. Nor bat, nor toad 
Here lurks: and, if thy breast of blameless 
thoughts 15 
Approve thee, not unwelcome shalt thou 
tread 
My quiet mansion: chiefly, if thy aame 
Wise Pallas and the immortal Muses own. 
1758 
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PROSE 
SATIRE 
‘Charity!’: as if the Church had not too 


Danie! Defoe (1660?-1731) 
» Chwrteth ror faa 
SHORTEST WAY WITH 
THE DISSENTERS 


Sir Roger L’Estrange tells us a story in 
his collection of Fables, of the cock and the 
horses. The cock was gotten to roost in 
the stable among the horses; and there being 
no racks or other conveniences for him, 
seems he was forced to roost upon the 
ground. The horses jostling about for room 
and putting the cock in danger of his life, 
he gives them this grave advice, ‘Pray, 


it 10 


long harbored her enemies under her wing, 

and nourished the viperous brood, till they 

hiss and fly in the face of the mother that 
5 cherished them! 

No, gentlemen, the time of mercy is past, 
your day of grace is over, you should have 
practised peace, and moderation, and char- 
ity, if you expected any yourselves. 

We have heard none of this lesson for 
fourteen years past. We have been huffed 
and bullied with your Act of Toleration. 
You have told us you are the Church estab- 
lished by law, as well as others; have set up 


gentlefolks! let us stand still! for fear wel5 your canting synagogues at our church 


should tread upon one another!’ 

There are some eee in the world, who, 
now they are inpere and reduced to an 
equality with other people, and under strong 


doors; and the Church and her members 
have been loaded with reproaches, with 
oaths, associations, bjurations> and what 
not! Where has been the mercy, the for- 


and very just apprehensions of being further 20 bearance, the charity you have shown to 


treated as they deserve, begin with Esop’s 
cock, to preach up peace and union and the 
Christian duty of moderation; forgetting 
that when they had the power in their hands, 
those graces were strangers in their gates! 
It is now near fourteen years, that the 
glory and peace of the purest and most 
flourishing church in the world has been 
eclipsed, buffeted, and disturbed by a sort 


tender consciences of the Church of England 
that could not take oaths as fast as you 
made them; that, having sworn allegiance 
to their lawful and rightful king, could not 


25 dispense with that oath, their king being 


still alive, and swear to your new hodge- 
podge of a Dutch government? |These have 
been turned out of their livings, and they 
and their families left to starve; their estates 


of men whom God in his providence has 30 double taxed to carry on a war they had no 


suffered to insult over her, and bring her 
down. These have been the. days of her 
humiliation and tribulation. ;She has borne 
with an invincible patience the reproach of 


hand in, and you got nothing by! 

What account can you give of the multi- 
tudes you have forced to comply, against 
their consciences, with your new sophistical 


the wicked; and God has at last heard her 35 politics, who, like new converts in France, 


prayers, and delivered her from the oppres- 
,_ Sion of the stranger. 

And now, they find their day is over, their 

power gone, and the throne of this nation 


possessed by a royal, English, true, and ever 40 


constant member of, and friend to, the 
Church of England. | Now they find that 
they are in danger of the Church of Eng- 
land’s just resentments. Now, they cry out, 
‘Peace!’ ‘Union!’ ‘Forbearance!’ 


sin because they cannot starve? And now 
the tables are turned upon you, you must 
not be persecuted! It is not a Christian 
spirit! 

You have butchered one king, deposed 
another king, and made a mock king of a 
third, and yet, you could have the face to 
expect to be employed and trusted by the 
fourth! Anybody that did not know the 


and 45 temper of your party, would stand amazed 


c 


=i 
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at the impudence as well as the folly to but supplied that want, with power, bloody 


_think of it! and desperate counsels and craft, without 
Your management of your Dutch mon- _ conscience. 
arch, whom you reduced to a mere King of Had not King James I withheld the full 


Clubs, is enough to give any future princes 5 execution of the laws: had he given them 
such an idea of your principles as to warn — strict justice, he had cleared the nation of 
them sufficiently from coming into your’ them! And the consequences had been plain; 
-clutches;\ and, God be thanked, the Queen his son had never been murdered by them, 
is out of your hands, knows you, and will / nor the monarchy overwhelmed. | It was 
have a care of you! 10too much mercy shown them that was 
~ There is no doubt but the supreme au- the ruin of his posterity, and the ruin of the 
thority of a nation has in itself a power, and nation’s peace. One would think the Dis- 
a right to that power, to execute the laws senters should not have the face to believe 
upon any part of that nation it governs. that we are to be wheedled and canted into 
The execution of the known laws of the 15 peace and toleration, when they know that 
land, and that with but a gentle hand they have once requited us with a civil war, 
neither, was all that the fanatical party of and once with an intolerable and unrighteous 
this land have ever called persecution.j/ This persecution, for our former civility. 
they have magnified to a height that the Nay, to encourage us to be easy with 
sufferings of the Huguenots in France were 20 them, it is apparent that they never had the 
i not to be compared with them. {Now to upper hand of the Church but they treated 
execute the known laws of a nation upon her with all the severity, with all the reproach 
those who transgress them, after having and contempt as was possible! | What peace 7 
first been voluntarily consenting to the and what mercy did they show the loyal 
making of those laws, can never be called 25 gentry of the Church of England, in the 
persecution, but justice. But justice is al- time of their triumphant Commonwealth? 
ways violence to the party offending, for How did they put all the gentry of England 
| every man is innocent in his own eyes. to ransom, whether they were actually in 
c The first execution of the laws against arms for the king or not, making people 
Dissenters in England was in the days of 30 compound for their estates, and starve their 
King James I; and what did it amount to? families! How did they treat the clergy of 
Truly, the worst they suffered was, at their the Church of England, sequester the minis- 
own request, to let them go to New England, ters, devour the patrimony of the Church 
and erect a new colony; and give them and divide the spoil, by sharing the Church 
great privileges, grants, and suitable powers; 35 lands among their soldiers, and turning her 
keep them under protection, and defend clergy out to starve! Just such measure as 
them against all invaders; and receive no they have meted, should be measured to | 
\taxes or revenue from them! them again! : 
This was the cruelty of the Church of Charity and love is the known doctrine 
England. Fatal lenity! It was the ruin of 400f the Church of England, and it is plain 
that rae prince, King Charles I. Had _ she has put it in practise towards the Dis- 
King James‘sent all the Puritans in England — senters, even beyond what they cught, till 
away to the West Indies, we had been a she has been wanting to herself, and in 
national unmixed church. The Church of — effect unkind to her own sons; particularly, 
England had been kept undivided and en-45in the too much lenity of King James I, 
tire! mentioned before. Had he so rooted the 
To requite the lenity of the father, they Puritans from the face of the land, which 
take up arms against the son, conquer, pur- he had an opportunity early to have done, 
sue, take, imprison, and at last put to death they had not had the power to vex the 
the anointed of God, and destroy the very 50 Church, as since they have done. 
being and nature of government: setting In the days of King Charles II, how did 
up a sordid impostor, who had neither title | the Church reward their bloody doings with 
to govern, nor understanding to manage, lenity and mercy! Except the batbarous 
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regicides of the pretended court of justice, Now it would be a very proper question 
not a soul suffered for all the blood in an to ask their impudent advocate, the Observa- 
unnatural war. King Charles came in all tor, ‘Pray how much mercy and favor did 
mercy and love, cherished them, preferred the members of the Episcopal Church find 
them, employed them, withheld the rigor 5in Scotland from the Scotch Presbyterian 
of the law and oftentimes, even against the government?’ And I shall undertake for 
advice of his Parliament, gave them liberty the Church of England, that the Dissenters 
of conscience; and how did they requite shall still receive as much here, though they 
him? With the villainous contrivance to deserve but little. 
depose and murder him and his successor,10 In a small treatise of The Sufferings of the 
(_at the Rye House Plot! Episcopal Clergy in Scotland, it will appear 
~ King James II, as if mercy was the in- ° what usage they met with, how they not 
| herent quality of the family, began his only lost their livings; but, in several places, 
_reign with unusual favor to them. Nor were plundered and abused in their persons; 
could their joining with the Duke of Mon- 15 the ministers that could not conform, turned 
mouth against him, move him todo himself out, with numerous families and no mainte- 
justice upon them. But that mistaken nance, and hardly charity enough left to 
prince, thinking to win them by gentleness _ relieve them with a bit of bread. The cruel- 
and love, proclaimed a universal liberty to ties of the party were innumerable, and are 
them, and rather discountenanced the 20 not to be attempted in this short piece. 
Church of England than them. How they And now, to prevent the distant cloud 


{equited him, all the world knows! which they perceive to hang over their heads 
The late reign is too fresh in the memory of from England, with a true Presbyterian pol- 
Il the world toneeda comment. Howunder icy, they_put in for a union of nations — 


pretense of joining with the Church in re- 25 that England might unite their Church with 
dressing some grievances, they pushed things the Kirk of Scotland, and their assembly of 
to that extremity, in conjunction with some Scotch canting long-cloaks in our convoca- 
mistaken gentlemen, as to depose the late tion. What might have been, if our fanatic 
king; as if the grievance of the nation could Whiggish statesmen continued, God only 
not have been redressed but by the absolute 30 knows; but we hope we are out of fear Bi 


ruin of the prince. that now. 
Here is an instance of their temper, their It is alleged by some of the faction, and 
peace, and charity! they have begun to bully us with it, that 


To what height they carried themselves ‘if we won’t unite with them, they will not 
during the reign of a king of their own, how 35 settle the Crown with us again; but when 
they crope into all places of trust and profit; her Majesty dies, will choose a king for 
how they insinuated themselves into the themselves!’ 
favor of the king, and were at first preferred If they won’t, we must make them; and 
to the highest places in the nation, how they _ it is not the first time we have let them know 
engrossed the ministry; and, above all, how 40that we are able. The crowns of these 
pitifully they managed, is too plain to need kingdoms have not so far disowned the 
any remarks. right of succession, but they may retrieve 

But particularly, their mercy and charity, it again; and if Scotland thinks to come off 
the spirit of union they tell us so much of, from a successive to an elective state of 
has been remarkable in Scotland. If any 45 government, England has not promised not 
man would see the spirit of a Dissenfer, let to assist the right heir, and put him into 


him look into Scotland. There, they made possession, without any regards to their ri- 
entire conquest of the Church, trampled  diculous settlements. 
down the sacred orders and suppressed the These are the gentlemen! these, their ways 


episcopal government, with an absolute, and, 50 of treating the Church, both at home and 
as they supposed, irretrievable victory; abroad! 

though it is possible they may find them- Now let _us examine the reasons they pre- ] 
selves mistaken! tend to give, why we should be favorable 
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\ to them; why we should continue and tol- we have a common enemy, there is the more 
| erate them among us. need to be secure against our private ene- 
~ First. They are very numerous, they say. mies. If there is one common enemy, we 
They are a great part of the nation, and we have the less need to have an enemy in our 
cannot suppress them! 5 bowels! 
To this, may be answered: It was a great argument some people used 
First. They are not so numerous as the against suppressing the old money, that ‘it 
Protestants 1n France: and yet the French was a time of war, and it was too great a 
king | effectually cleared the nation of them risk for the nation to run. If we should not 
at once; and we don’t find he misses them 10 master it, we should be undone!’ And yet 
at home! the sequel proved the hazard was not so 
But I am not of the opinion they are so © great but it might be mastered, and the 
numerous as is pretended. Their party is success was answerable. (The suLD Se 
more numerous than their persons; and _ the Dissenters is not a harder work, nor a 
those mistaken people of the Church who 15 work of less necessity to the public. We can 
are misled and deluded by their wheedling never enjoy a settled, uninterrupted union 
artifices to join with them, make their party and tranquillity in this nation, till the spirit 
the greater: but those will open their eyes of Whiggism, faction, and schism i is melted 
when the government shall set heartily about down like the old money! a4 
the work, and come off from them, as some 20 To talk of difficulty is to frighten ourselves 
animals, which they say, always desert a with chimeras and notions of a powerful 
house when it is likely to fall. party, which are indeed a party without 
Secondly. The more numerous, the more power. Difficulties often appear greater at 
dangerous; and therefore the more need to a distance than when they are searched into 
suppress them; and God has suffered us to 25 with judgment, and distinguished from the 
bear them as goads in our sides, for not vapors and shadows that attend them. 
utterly extinguishing them long ago. We are not to be frightened with it! This 
Thirdly. If we are to allow them, only age is wiser than that, by all our own ex- 
because we cannot suppress them, then it perience, and theirs too! King Charlies I 
ought to be tried, whether we can or no; and 30 had early suppressed this party, if he had 
I am of opinion it is easy to be done, and taken more deliberate measures. In short, 
could prescribe ways and means, if it were it is not worth arguing, to talk of their arms. 
proper: Lee I doubt not the government Their Monmouths and_Shaftesburys and 
| will find effectual methods for the rooting Argyles are gone! Their Dutch sanctuary is 
Lof the contagion from the face of this land. 35 at an end! Heaven has made way for their 
Another argument they use, which is this. destruction, and if we do not close with the 
That this is a time of war, and we have need___ divine occasion, we are to blame ourselves! 
to unite against the common enemy. and may hereafter remember that we had, 
We answer, this common enemy had been once, an opportunity to serve the Church 
x tx enemy, if they had not made him so. 40o0f England, by extirpating her implacable 
He was quiet, in peace, and no way dis- enemies; and having let slip the minute 
turbed and encroached upon us; and we that Heaven presented, may experimentally 
know no reason we had to quarrel with him. complain, post est occasio calva. 


But further. We make no question but Here are some popular objections in the 
we are able to deal with this common enemy 45 way. 
without their help: but why must we unite As first, the queen has promised them to 


with them, because of the enemy? Willthey continue them in their tolerated liberty; 
go over to the enemy, if we do not prevent it, and has told us she will be a religious ob- 
by a union with them? We are very well — server of her word. 

contented they should, and make no ques-50-- What her Majesty will do we cannot help, 
(tion, {we shall be ready to deal with them {but what, as the head of the Church, she 
\ and the common enemy too; and better |ought to do, is another case. Her Majesty 
without them than with them. Besides, if \has promised to protect and defend the 
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Church of England, and if she cannot effec- a toad in cold blood, but the poison of their 
tually do that without the destruction of nature makes it a charity to our neighbors 
the Dissenters, she must, of course, dispense to destroy those creatures, not for any per- 
with one promise to comply with another. sonal injury received, but for prevention; 

But to answer this cavil more effectually. 5not for the evil they have done, but the 
Her Majesty did never promise to maintain evil they may do. Serpents, toads, vipers, | 
the toleration to the destruction of the  etc., are noxious to the body, and poison 
Church; but it was upon supposition that the sensitive life: these poison the soul, 
it may be compatible with the well-being corrupt our posterity, ensnare our children, 
and safety of the Church, which she had 10 destroy the vitals of our happiness, our fu- 
declared she would take especial care of. ture felicity, and contaminate the whole 
Now if these two interests clash, it is plain mass! 


her Majesty’s intentions are to uphold, pro- Shall any law be given to such wild crea- 
tect, defend, and establish the Church; and tures? Some beasts are for sport, and the 
this, we conceive, is impossible. 15huntsmen give them the advantages of 


Perhaps it may be said, that the Church ground, but some-are knocked on the head 
is in no immediate danger from the Dis- by all possible ways of violence and surprise. 
senters,.and therefore it is time enough. I do not prescribe fire and faggot;. but as 

— But this is a weak answer. For first: if Scipio said of Carthage, Delenda est Carthag go! 
| the danger be real, the distance of it is no 20 They are to be rooted out. of this nation, if 
argument against, but rather a spur to ever we will live in peace, serve God, or enjoy 

| quicken us to prevention, lest it be too late gurown. As for the manner, I leave it to 

__hereafter. those hands who have a right to execute 

And secondly: here is the opportunity, God’s justice on the nation’s and the 
and the only one, perhaps, that ever the 25 Church’s enemies. 

Church had to secure herself and destroy her But if we must be frighted from this jus- 
enemies. tice, under these specious pretenses, and 

The representatives of the nation have odious sense of cruelty, nothing will be ef- 
now an opportunity. The time is come fected. re will be more barbarous to our”) 
which all good men have wished for, that 30 own children and dear posterity, when they 
the gentlemen of England may serve the _ shall reproach their fathers, as we ours, and 
Church of England, now they are protected _ tell us, ‘You had an opportunity to root out 
and encouraged by a Church of England this cursed race from the world under the 


queen! favor and protection of a true Church of 
What will you do for your sister in the 35 England queen, and out of your foolish pity, 
day that she shall be spoken for? you spared them, because, forsooth, you 


If ever you will establish the best Christian would not be cruel! § And now our Church } 
church in the world; if ever you will sup- is suppressed and eS ia our religion 
press the spirit of enthusiasm; if ever you trampled under foot, our estates plundered, 
will free the nation from the viperous brood 40 our persons imprisoned, and dragged to gaols, 
that have so long sucked the blood of their gibbets, and scaffolds! Your sparing this 
mother; if ever you will leave your posterity Amalekite race is our destruction! Your 
free from faction and rebellion, this is the mercy to them proves cruelty to your poor 
time!/ This is the time to pull up this hereti- posterity!’ 
cal weed of sedition, that has so long dis-45 How just will such reflections be when 
turbed the peace of the Church, and poisoned our posterity shall fall under the merciless 

the good corn! clutches of this uncharitable generation; 
- But, says another hot and cold objector, when our Church shall be swallowed up in 
this is renewing fire and faggot, reviving schism, faction, enthusiasm, and confusion; 
the Act, de heretico comburendo. This will 50 when our government shall be devolved upon 
be cruelty in its nature, and barbarous to foreigners, and our monarchy dwindled 
all the world. into a republic! 

r I answer, it is cruelty to kill a snake or It would be more rational for us, if we 
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must spare this generation, to summon our We hang men for trifles, and banish them 
own to a general massacre; and as we have for things not worth naming; but that an 
brought them intothe world free,tosendthem offense against God and the Church, against 
out so; ora betray them to destruction the welfare of the world, and the dignity of 
by our Gupin negligence, and then cry, ‘It 5religion shall be bought off for five shil- 
is mercy!’ lings: this is such ‘a shame to a Christian 
Moses was a merciful meek man; and government that it is with regret I transmit 
yet with what fury did he run through the _ it to posterity. 
camp, and cut the throats of three and thirty If men sin against God, affront his ordi- 
thousand of his dear Israelites that were 10 nances, rebel against his church, and dis- 


fallen into idolatry. What was the reason? obey the precepts of their superiors; let 
- It was mercy to the rest, to make these ex- them suffer, as such capital crimes deserve. 


amples, to prevent the destruction of the So will religion flourish, and this divided 


whole army. nation be once again united. 


How many millions of future souls we15 And yet the title of barbarous and cruel 
save from infection and delusion, if the pres- will soon be taken off from this law too. Iam 
ent race of poisoned spirits were purged not supposing that all the Dissenters in Eng- 
from the face of the land! Tand should be hanged or banished. But 

It is vain to trifle in this matter. The as in case of-rebellions and_ingurrections, if 
light foolish handling of them by mulets, 20a few of the ringleaders suffer, the multitude 
fines, etc.; *t is their glory and their advan- are dismissed; so a few obstinate people 
tage! If the gallows instead of the counter, being made examples, there is no doubt but 
and the galleys instead of the fines were the the severity of the law would find a stop in 
reward of going to a conventicle to preach the compliance of the multitude. 
or hear, there would not be so many suffer-25 To make the reasonableness of this matter 


_ers. The spirit of martyrdom is over.|They out of question, and more unanswerably 


t 


that will go to church to be chosen sheriffs plain, let us examine for what it is that this 
and mayors, would go to forty churches nation is divided into parties and factions; 


_ rather than be hanged! and let us see how they can justify a separa- 


If one severe law were made and punc- 30 tion; or we of the Church of England can 
tually executed that whoever was found at justify our bearing the insults and incon- 
a conventicleshould be banished the nation, veniences of the party. 
and the preacher be hanged, we should soon One of their leading pastors, and a man 
see an end of the tale. They would of as much learning as most among them, in 
all come to church again, and one age would 35 his Answer to a pamphlet entitled An En- 
make us all one again. quiry into the Occasional Conformity, hath 

To talk of five shillings a month for not these words, p. 27:—‘Do the religion of the 
coming to the sacrament, and one shilling Church and the meeting houses make two 
per week, for not coming to church: this is religions? Wherein do they differ? The 
such a way of converting people as was40substance of the same religion is common 
never known. This is selling them a liberty to them both, and the modes and accidents 
to transgress, for so much money. are the things in which only they differ.’ 

If it be not a crime, why don’t we give P. 28:—‘Thirty-nine Articles are given us 
them full license? And if it be, no price for the summary of our religion; thirty-six 
ought to compound for the committing of 45 contain the substance of it wherein we agree; 
it, for that is selling a liberty to people to — three are additional appendices, about which 
sin against God and the government. we have some differences.’ 

If it be a crime of the highest consequence, Now, if, as by their own acknowledgment, 
both against the peace and welfare of the the Church of England is a true church, and 
nation, the glory of God, the good of the 50 the difference is only in a few ‘modes and 
Church, and the happiness of the soul, let accidents,’ why should we expect that they 
us rank it among capital offenses, and let will suffer the gallows and galleys, corporal 
it receive a punishment in proportion to it. punishment and banishment, for these 
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trifles? There is no question, but they will 
be wiser. Even their own principles won’t 
t bear them out in it. 

They will certainly comply with the laws, 
and with reason. And though, at the first, 
severity may seem hard, the next age will 
feel nothing of it; the contagion will be 
rooted out. The disease being cured, there 
will be no need of the operation. But if 
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years will be spent in suiting the genius of 
strangers to this crown, and the interests of 
the nation; and how many ages it may be 
before the English throne be filled with so 
5much zeal and candor, so much tenderness 
and hearty affection to the Church, as we 
see it now covered with, who can imagine? 
It is high time, then, for the friends of the 
Church of England to think of building up 


they should venture to transgress, and fall 10 and establishing her in such a manner that 


into the pit, all the world must condemn 
their obstinacy, as being without ground 
from their own principles. 

Thus the pretense of cruelty will be taken 


she may be no more invaded by foreigners, 
nor divided by factions, schisms, and error. 

If this could be done by gentle and easy 
methods, I should be glad: but the wound 


off, and the party actually suppressed, and 15 is corroded, the vitals begin to mortify, and 


the disquiets they have so often brought 
upon the nation, prevented. 

Their numbers and their wealth make 
them haughty; and that is so far from being 


an argument to persuade us to forbear them, 20 


that it is a warning to us, without any more 
delay, to reconcile them to the unity of the 
Church, or remove them from us. 

At present, Heaven be praised! they are 


nothing but amputation of members can 
complete the cure. All the ways of tender- 
ness and compassion, all persuasive argu- 
ments have been made use of in vain. 

The humor of the Dissenters has so in-~) 
creased among the people, that they hold 
the Church in defiance, and the house of God 
is an abomination among them. Nay, they 
have brought up their posterity in such pre- 


not so formidable as they have been, and it 25 possessed aversion to our holy religion, that 


is our own fault if ever we suffer them to be 
so. Providence and the Church of England 
seem to join in this particular, that now the 
destroyers of the nation’s peace may be 


the ignorant mob think we are all idolators 
and worshippers of Baal, and account it a 
sin to come within the walls of our churches.) 
The primitive Christians were not more shy 


overturned; and to this end, the present 30o0f a heathen temple, or of meat offered to 


opportunity seems to put into our hands. 

To this end, her present Majesty seems 
reserved to enjoy the crown, that the eccle- 
siastic as well as civil rights of the nation 
may be restored by her hand. 

To this end, the face of affairs has received 
such a turn in the process of a few months as 
never has been before. The leading men of 
the nation, the universal cry of the people, 


the unanimous request of the clergy agree 40 


in this, that the deliverance of our Church 
is at hand! 

For this end, has Providence given such 
a parliament, such a convocation, such a 


35 the profession of it. 


idols, nor the Jews of swine’s flesh, than 
some of our Dissenters are of the church 
and the divine service solemnized therein. 

The obstinacy must be rooted out, with 
While the generation 
are left at liberty daily to affront God Al- 
mighty, and dishonor his holy worship, we 
are wanting in our duty to God, and to our 
mother, the Church of England. 

How can we answer it to God, to the 
Church, and to our posterity, to leave them 
entangled with fanaticism, error, and ob- 
stinacy, in the bowels of the nation; to leave 
them an enemy in their streets, that, in 


gentry, and such a queen, as we never had 45 time, may involve them in the same crimes, 


before. 

And what may be the consequences of a 
neglect of such opportunities? The succes- 
sion of the crown has but a dark prospect. 


and endanger the utter extirpation of the 
religion of the nation. 

What is the difference betwixt this, and 
being subject to the power of the Church of 


Another Dutch turn may make the hopes of 50 Rome, from whence we have reformed? If 


it ridiculous, and the practice impossible. 
Be the house of our future princes ever so 
well inclined, they will be foreigners. Many 


one be an extreme to the one hand, and one 
on another, it is equally destructive to the 
truth to have errors settled among us, let 
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them be of what nature they will. Both within myself, Surely man is a broomeeed 
are enemies of our Church, and of our peace; Nature sent him into the” world strong and 
and why should it not be as criminal to ad- lusty, in a thriving condition, wearing his 
» roit an enthusiast as a Jesuit? | Why should own hair on his head, the proper branches 
the papist with his seven sacraments be 5of this reasoning vegetable, until the axe of 
worse than the Quaker with no sacraments intemperance has lopped off his green 
at all? Why should religious houses be more boughs, and left him a withered trunk: he 
\ intolerable than meeting houses? then flies to art, and puts on a perriwig, 
Alas, the Church of England! What with valuing himself upon an unnatural bundle 
popery on one hand, and schismatics on the 10 of hairs (all covered with powder) that never 
other, how has she been crucified between grew on his head; but now, should this our 
two thieves. Now, let us crucify the thieves! broomstick pretend to enter the scene, 
Let her foundations be established upon proud of those birchen spoils it never bore, 
the destruction of her enemies! The doors and all covered with dust, though the sweep- 
of mercy being always open to the returning 15 ings of the finest lady’s chamber, we should 
part of the deluded people, let the obstinate be apt to ridicule and despise its vanity. 


be ruled with the rod of iron! Partial judges that we are of our own excel- 
Let all true sons of so holy and oppressed _ lencies, and other men’s defaults! 

a mother, exasperated by her afflictions, But a broomstick, perhaps you will say, 

harden their hearts against those who have 20 is an emblem of a tree standing on its head; 

oppressed her. and pray. .what-is-man,-but..a topsy-turvy 


And may God Almighty put it into the creature, his animal faculties perpetually 
hearts of all the friends of truth, to lift up a mounted on his rational, his head where his 
standard against pride and Antichrist, that heels should be, grovelling on the earth! 
the posterity of the sons of error may be 26And yet, with all his faults, he sets up to be 
rooted out from the face of this land, for i universal reformer and corrector of abuses, 
ever! a remover of grievances, rakes into every 

1702 slut’s corner of nature, bringing hidden cor- 
y. ruption to the light, and raises a mighty 
“/\ 30 dust where there was none before; sharing 


2 deeply all the while in the very same pollu- 

Sora EN hs > 3 tions he pretends to sweep away: his last 
ae “MEDIT! ATION UPON A days are spent in slavery to women, and 
BROOMSTICK ‘ generally the least deserving; till worn out 


35to the stumps, like his brother besom, he 

This single stick, which you now behold _ is either kicked out of doors, or made use of 

ingloriously lying in that neglected corner, to kindle flames for others to warm them- 
I once knew in a flourishing state in a forest: selves by, 


it was full of sap, full of leaves, and full of , y 1704 
boughs: but now, in vain does the busy art 40 det tries’ bngte eet abec ee 

of man pretend to vie with nature, by tying Lar oe Lhe, 

that withered bundle of twigs to its sapless A MODEST PROPOSAL 


trunk; it is now, at best, but the reverse of 
what it was, a tree turned upside down, the 
branches on the earth, and the root in the 45 
air; it is now handled by every dirty wench, 
condemned to do her drudgery, and by a 
capricious kind of fate, destined to make [ It is a melancholy object to those, who 
other things clean, and be nasty itself: at walk through this great town, or travel in 
length, worn to the stumps in the service 50 the country, when they see the streets, the 
of the maids, it is either thrown out of doors, roads, and cabin doors crowded with beg- 
or condemned to the last use, of kindling a gars of the female sex, followed by three, 
fire. When I beheld this, I sighed, and said. four, or six children, all in rags and impor- 
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tuning every passenger for an alms. These 
mothers, instead of being able to work for 
their honest livelihood, are forced to employ 
all their time in strolling to beg sustenance 
for their helpless infants; who as they grow 
up, either turn thieves, for want of work, or 
leave their dear native country to fight for 
the pretender in Spain, or sell themselves to 
the Barbadoes. 

I think it is agreed by all parties, that this 
prodigious number of children in the arms, 
or on the backs, or at the heels of their 
mothers, and frequently of their fathers, is, 
in the present deplorable state of the king- 
dom, a very great additional grievance; and 
therefore whoever could find out a fair, 
cheap, and easy method of making these 
children sound useful*members of the com- 
monwealth, would deserve so well of the 
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rificing the poor innocent babes, I doubt 
more to avoid the expense than the shame, 
which would moye tears and pity in the most 
savage and inhuman breast. 

5 The number of souls in this kingdom 
being usually reckoned one million and a 
half, of these I calculate there may be about 
two hundred thousand couple, whose wives 
are breeders; from which number I subtract 


10 thirty thousand couple, who are able to 


maintain their own children, (although I 
apprehend there cannot be so many, under 
the present distresses of the kingdom) but 
this being granted, there will remain an 


15 hundred and seventy thousand breeders. I 


again subtract fifty thousand for those 
women who miscarry, or whose children 
die by accident or disease within the year. 
There only remains one hundred and twenty 


public, as to have his statue set up for a20thousand children of poor parents annually 


preserver of the nation. 

But my intention is very far from being 
confined to provide only for the children of 
professed beggars: it is of a much greater 


born. The question therefore is, How this 
number shall be reared and provided for? 
which, as I have already said, under the 
present situation of affairs, is utterly im- 


extent, and shall take in the whole number 25 possible by all the methods hitherto pro- 


of infants at a certain age, who are born of 
parents in effect as little able to support 
them, as those who demand our charity in 
the streets. 


posed. For we can neither employ them 
in handicraft or agriculture; we neither 
build houses, (I mean in the country) nor 
cultivate land: they can very seldom pick 


As to my own part, having turned my 30 up a livelihood by stealing, till they arrive 


thoughts for many years upon this important 
subjeet, and maturely weighed the several 
schemes of our projectors, I have always 
found them grossly mistaken in their com- 
putation. {It is true, a child just dropped 
from its dam may be supported by her milk 
for a solar year, with little other nourish- 
ment: at most not above the value of two 
shillings which the mother may certainly 
get, or the value in scraps, by her lawful 
occupation of begging; and_it is exactly 
at_one year old that I propose to provide 
for them_in such a manner, as, instead. of 


contribute to the feeding, and partly to the 
clothing of many thousands. 
There is likewise another great advantage 


35 looked upon only as probationers; 


at six years old, except where they are of 
towardly parts; although I confess they 
learn the rudiments much earlier; during 
which time they can however be properly 
as I 
have been informed by a principal gentleman 
in the county of Cavan, who protested to 
me, that he never knew above one or two 
instances under the age of six, even in a 


40 part of the kingdom so renowned for the 


al 


quickest proficiency in that art. 

I am assured by our merchants, that 
boy or a girl before twelve years old is no 
salable commodity; and even when they 


three pounds, or three pounds and half a 


crown at most, on the exchange; which can-_| 


not turn to account either to the parents or 
kingdom, the charge of nutriment and rags 


in my scheme, that it will prevent those 50 having been at least four times that value. 


voluntary abortions, and that horrid prac- 
tice of women murdering their bastard 
children, alas! too frequent among us, sac- 


I shall now therefore humbly propose my 
own thoughts, which I hope will not be 
liable to the least objection. 


+- 


\ 
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' American of my acquaintance in London, 


L 


| 
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I have been assured by a very knowing 


that a young healthy child, well nursed, is 
at a year old a most delicious, nourishing, and 
wholesome food, whether stewed, roasted, 5 
baked, or boiled; and I make no doubt 
that it will equally serve in a fricassee, or 

a ragout. 

I do therefore humbly offer it to public 
consideration, that of the hundred and 10 
twenty thousand children already computed, 
twenty thousand may be reserved for breed, 
whereof only one fourth part to be males; 
which is more than we allow to sheep, black 
cattle, or swine; and my reason is, that 15 
these children are seldom the fruits of mar- 
rlage, a circumstance not much regarded 
by our savages, therefore one male will be 
sufficient to serve four females. That the 
remaining hundred thousand may, at a year 20 
old, be offered in sale to the persons of 
quality and fortune through the kingdom; 
always advising the mother to let them 
suck plentifully in the last month, so as to 
render them plump and fat for a good table. 25 
A child will make two dishes at an enter- 
tainment for friends; and when the family 
dines alone, the fore or hind quarter will 
make a reasonable dish, and seasoned with 
a little pepper or salt, will be very good 30 
boiled on the fourth day, especially in 
winter. 

T have reckoned upon a medium, that a 
child just born will weigh 12 pounds, and in 
a solar year, if tolerably nursed, will increase 35 
to 28 pounds. 

I grant this food will be somewhat dear, 
and therefore very proper for landlords, 
who, as they have already devoured most 
of the parents, seem to have the best title 40 
to the children. 

Infant’s flesh will be in season throughout 
the year, but more plentiful in March, and 
a little before and after; for we are told 
by a grave author, an eminend French phy- 45 
sician, that fish being a prolific diet, there 
are more children born in Roman Catholic 
countries about nine months after Lent, 
| than at any other season; therefore, reck- 
romine a year after Lent, ‘the rieulect will 50 
be more glutted than usual, because the 
number of popish infants is at least three to 
one in this kingdom; and _ therefore it will 


have one other collateral_advantage, by 
lessening the number of papists among us. 

I have already computed the charge of 
nursing a beggar’s child (in which list I 
reckon all cottagers, labourers, and four 
fifths of the farmers) to be about two shil- 
lings per annum, rags included; and I be- 
lieve no gentleman would repine to give ten 
shillings for the carcass of a good fat child, 
which, as I have said, will make four dishes 
of excellent nutritive meat, when he has 
only some particular friend or his own fam- 
ily to dine with him. Thus the squire will 
learn to be a good landlord, and grow pop- 
ular among his tenants; tthe mother will 
have eight shillings net profit, and be it 
for work, till she produces another child. 

Those who are more thrifty (as I must 
confess the times require) may flay the car- [ 
cass; the skin of which artificially dressed | 
will make admirable gloves for ladies, and | 
summer boots for fine gentlemen. ee 

As to our city of Dublin, shambles may 
be appointed for this purpose in the most 
convenient parts of it, and butchers we 
may be assured will not be wanting; al- 
though I rather recommend buying the chil- 
dren alive, than dressing them hot from the 
knife, as we do roasting pigs. 

A very worthy person, a true lover of his 
country, and whose virtues I highly esteem, 
was lately pleased in discoursing on this 
matter to offer a refinement upon my scheme. 
He said, that many gentlemen of this king- 
dom, having of late destroyed their deer, 
he conceived that the want of venison might / 
be well supplied by the bodies of young lads 
and maidens, not exceeding fourteen years 
of age nor under twelve; so great a number 
of both sexes in every country being now 
ready to starve for want of work and serv- 
ice: and these to be disposed of by their 
parents if alive, or otherwise by their near- 
est relations. But with due deference to so | 
excellent a friend, and so deserving a patriot, 

I cannot be altogether in his sentiments; 
for as to the males, my American acquaint- 
ance assured me from frequent experience, 
that their flesh was generally tough and lean, 
like that of our school-boys, by continual 
exercise, and their taste disagreeable, and 
to fatten them would not answer the charge. 
Then as to the females, it would, I think 
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with humble submission, be a loss to the I have too long digressed, and therefore 
public, because they soon would become — shall return to my subject. I think the ad- 
breeders themselves: and besides, it is not vantages, by the proposal which T have 
improbable that some scrupulous people, made, are obvious and many, as well as of 
might be apt to censure such a practice, 5 the highest importance. 
(although indeed very unjustly) as a little For first, as I have already observed, it 7 /, 
bordering upon cruelty; which, I confess, would greatly lessen the number of papists, 
has always been with me the strongest ob- with whom we are yearly overrun, being 
jection against any project, how well soever _ the principal breeders of the nation, as well 
intended. 10as our most dangerous enemies; and who | 
But in order to justify my friend, he — stay at home on purpose to deliver the king- 

confessed that this expedient was put into dom to the pretender, hoping to take their 
his head by the famous Psalmanaazar, a advantage by the absence of so many good 
native of the island Formosa, who came from protestants, who have chosen rather to 
thence to London above twenty vears ago; 15 leave their country, than stay at home and 
and in conversation told my friend, that in pay tithes against their conscience to an 
his country, when any young person hap- episcopal curate. 
pened to be put to death, the executioner Secondly, the poorer tenants will have = 
sold the carcass to persons of quality as a something valuable of their own, which 
prime dainty; and that in his time the body 20 by law may be made liable to distress, and 
of a plump girl of fifteen, who was crucified help to pay their landlord’s rent; their corn 
for an attempt to poison the emperor, was and cattle being already seized, and money 
sold to his imperial majesty’s prime minister a thing unknown. 
of state, and other great mandarins of the Thirdly, whereas the maintenance of a 
court, in joints from the gibbet, at four 25 hundred thousand children, from two years 
hundred crowns. Neither indeed canI deny, old and upwards, cannot be computed at 
that if the same use were made of several  less,than ten shillings a piece per annum, 
plump young girls in this town, who, without the nation’s stock will be thereby increased =. 
one single groat to their fortunes, cannot fifty thousand pounds per annum, beside 
stir abroad without a chair, and appear at a 30 the profit of a new dish introduced to the 
playhouse and assemblies in foreign fineries tables of all gentlemen of fortune in the 
which they never will pay for, the kingdom kingdom, who have any refinement in taste. 
would not be the worse. 2/4 /7%,€e- And the money will circulate among our- 

— Some persons of a desponding spirit are selves, the goods being entirely of our own 

l in great concern about that vast number 35 growth and manufacture. 
of poor people, who are aged, diseased, or Fourthly, the constant breeders, beside ¥ 
maimed; and I have been desired to em- the gain of eight shillings sterling per annum 
ploy my thoughts, what course may be — by the sale of their children, will be rid of 
taken to ease the nation of so grievous an the charge of maintaining them after the 
incumbrance. But I am not in the least 40 first year. 
pain upon that matter, because it is very Fifthly, this food would likewise bring 4 
well known, that they are every day dying great custom to taverns;-where the vint- 
and rotting, by cold and famine, and filth ners will certainly be so prudent as to pro- 
and vermin, as fast as can be reasonably cure the best receipts for dressing it to per- 
expected. And as to the young labourers, 45 fection, and consequently have their houses 
they are now in almost as hopeful a con- frequented by all the fine gentlemen, who 
dition: they cannot get work, and con- justly value themselves upon their knowl- 
sequently pine away for want of nourish- edge in good eating: and a skilful cook, 
ment, to a degree that if at any time they who understands how to oblige his guests, 
are accidentally hired to common labour, 50 will contrive to make it as expensive as 
they have not strength-to perform it; and they please. 
thus the country and themselves are hap- Sixthly, this would be.a great inducement 
pily delivered from the evils to come. to marriage, which all wise nations have 
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either..encouraged..by-rewards;-or-enforced neither clothes, nor household furmtees eX- 
by laws and penalties. It would increase the cept what is of our own growth and manu- 
care and tenderness of mothers toward facture; of utterly rejecting the materials 
their children, when they were sure of a and instruments that promote foreign lux- 
settlement for life to the poor babes, pro- 5ury; of curing the expensiveness of pride, 
vided in some sort by the public, to their vanity, idleness, and gaming in our women; 
annual profit instead of expense. /We should _ of introducing a vein ofparsimony, prudence, 
see an honest emulation among the married and temperance; of learning to love our 
women, which of them could bring the fat- country, in the want of which we differ even 
j test child to the market. Men would become 10 from Laplanders, and the inhabitants of 
as fond of their wives during the time of Topinamboo; of quitting our animosities 
their pregnancy, as they are now of their and factions, nor acting any longer like the 
mares in foal, their cows in calf, their,sows. Jews, who were murdering one another at 
when they are ready/to farrow; nor offer to the very moment their city was taken; of 
beat or kick them (as is too fr equent a prac- 15 being a little cautious not to sell our coun- 
tice) for fear of a miscarriage. try and conscience for nothing; of teaching 
~ Many other advantages might be enu- landlords to have at least one degree of mercy 
merated. For instance, the addition of toward their tenants; lastly, of putting a 
some thousand carcasses in our exportation — spirit of honesty, industry, and skill into our 
of barreled beef: the propagation of swine’s 20 shopkeepers, who, if a resolution could now 
flesh, and improvement in the art of making be taken to buy only our native goods, 
good bacon, so much wanted among us by would immediately unite to cheat and ex- 
the great destruction of pigs, too frequent act upon us in the price, the measure, and 
\_at our tables; which are no way comparable the goodness, nor could ever yet be brought 
in taste or magnificence to a well grown, fat, 25 to make one fair proposal of just dealing, 
yearling child, which roasted whole will though often and earnestly invited to it. 
make a considerable figure at a lord mayor’s «=~ Therefore I repeat, let no man talk to me 
feast, or any other public entertainment. — | of these and the like expedients, till he. has 
But this and many others I omit, being“? at least some glimpse of hope, that there 
studious of brevity. 30 will ever be some hearty and sincere at- 
Supposing that one thousand families in tempt to put them in practice. 
this city would be constant customers for But, as to myself, having been wearied 
infants’ flesh, beside others who might have out for many years with offering vain, idle, 
it at merry meetings, particularly at wed- visionary thoughts, and at length atterly 
dings and christenings} I compute that Dub- 35 despairing of success, I fortunately fell upon 
lin would take off annually about twenty this proposal; which, as it is wholly new, so 
thousand carcasses; and the rest of the it has something solid and real, of no ex- 
kingdom (where probably they will be sold pense and little trouble, full in our own 
somewhat cheaper) the remaining eighty power, and whereby we can incur no dan- 
thousand. 40 ger in disobliging England. For this kind 
T can think of no one objection, that will of commodity will not bear exportation, the 
possibly be raised against this proposal, flesh being of too tender a consistence to 
unless it should be urged, that the number admit a long continuance in salt, although 
of people will be thereby much lessened in perhaps I could name a country, which 
the kingdom. This I freely own, and it was 45 would be glad to eat up our whole nation 
indeed one principal design in offering it to without it. 
the world.| I desire the reader will observe, — After all, Iam not so violently bent upon 
| that I calculate my remedy for this one (my own opinion as to reject any offer pro- 
..| individual kingdom of Ireland, and for no \posed by wise men, which shall be found 
other that ever was, is, or, I think, ever can 50 equally innocent, cheap, easy, and effec- 
e upon earth. Therefore let no man talk tual. But before something of that kind shall 
_/to me of other expedients: of taxing our be advanced in contradiction to my scheme, 
We « absentees at five shillings a pound; of using and offering a better, I desire the author or 
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authors will be pleased maturely to consider 
two points. Fi s things now stand, how 
they will be able to find food and raiment for 
a hundred thousand useless mouths and 
backs. And secondly, there being a round 
‘million of creatures in human figure through- 
out this kingdom, whose whole subsistence 
put into a common stock would leave them 
in debt two millions of pounds sterling, add- 
ing those who are beggars by profession, 
to the bulk of farmers, cottagers, and la- 
bourers, with their wives and children, who 
are beggars in effect; I desire those poli- 
ticlans who dislike my overture, and may 
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such a perpetual scene of misfortunes, as 
they have since gone through, by the op- 
pression of landlords, the impossibility of 
paying rent without money or trade, the 
5 want of common sustenance, with neither 
house.nor clothes to cover them from the 
inclemencies 6f the weather, and the most 
inevitable prospect of @itailing the like, or 
greater miseries, upon their breed for ever. 
I profess, in the sincerity of my heart, 
that I have not the least personal interest 
in endeavouring to promote this necessary 
work, having no other motive than the public 
good of my country, by advancing our trade, 


perhaps be so bold as to attempt an answer, 15 providing for infants, relieving the poor, 


that they will first ask the parents of these 
mortals, whether they would not at this day 
think it a great happiness to have been 
sold for food at a year old, in the man- 


ner I prescribe, and thereby have avoided 20 


and giving some pleasure to the rich. I 
have no children, by which I can propose to 
get a single penny; the youngest being nine 


h ansh 5) 
storm\ 
weath t 


4 


years old, and my wife past child-bearing, ei 
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Sir Richard Steele (1672-1729) 


RECOLLECTIONS OF CHILDHOOD - 


There are those among mankind, who can 
enjoy no relish of their being, except the 
world is made acquainted with all that re- 
lates to them, and think everything lost 
that passes unobserved; but others find a 
solid delight in stealing by the crowd, and 
modelling their life after such a manner, as 
is as much above the approbation as the 
practice of the vulgar. / Life being too short 
to give instances great enough of true friend- 


ship or good-will, some sages have thought 15 which I felt at that time; 


it pious to preserve a certain reverence for 
the names of their deceased friends; and 
have withdrawn themselves from the rest 
of the world at certain seasons, to commem- 


in_a gloomy moment the many we have 
parted with, that have been dear and agree- 
able to us, and to cast a melancholy thought 
or two after those, with whom, perhaps, we 
5 have indulged ourselves in whole nights of 


mirth and _jollity. | With such inclinations”) 


in my heart I went to my closet yesterday 
in the evening, and resolved to be sorrowful; 
upon which occasion I could not but look 


10 with disdain upon myself, that though all 


the reasons which I had to lament the loss 
of many of my friends are now as forcible 
as at the moment of their departure, yet 
did not my heart swell with the same sorrow 
but I could, with- 
out tears, reflect upon many pleasing ad- 
ventures I have had with some, who have 
long been 
Though it is by the benefit of nature, that 


orate in their own thoughts such of their 20length of time thus blots out the violence 


acquaintance who have gone before them 
pout of this life. And indeed, when we are 
advanced in years, there is not a more 
pleasing entertainment, than to recollect 


of afflictions; yet, with tempers too much 
given to pleasure, it is almost necessary to 
revive the old places of grief in our memory; 
and ponder step by step on past life, to lead 


blended with common earth. | 
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the mind into that sobriety of thought which I knew the cause of any affliction, or could 
poises the heart, and makes it beat with due draw defences from my own judgement, f 
time, without being quickened with desire, imbibed commiseration} remorse, and an 
or retarded with despair, from its proper and unmanly gentleness of mind, which has since 
equal motion. |When we wind up a clock 5insnared me into ten thousand_.calamities; 
that is out of order, to make it go well for from whence I can reap no advantage, ex- 
the future, we do not immediately set the cept it be, that, in such a humour as I am 
hand to the present instant, but we make it now in, I can the better indulge myself in 
strike the round of all its hours, before it the softnesses of humanity, and enjoy that 
can recover the regularity of its time. Such, 10 sweet anxiety which arises from the memory 
_ thought I, shall be my method this evening; _ of past afflictions. 
and since it is that day of the year which We, that are very old, are better able to 
I dedicate to the memory of such in another remember things which befell us in our dis- 
life as I much delighted in when living, an tant youth, than the passages of later days. 
hour or two shall be sacred to sorrow and 15 For this reason it is, that the companions 
their memory, while I run over allthe melan- of my strong and vigorous years present 
choly circumstances of this kind which have themselves more immediately to me in this 
occurred to me in my whole life. office of sorrow. Untimely and unhappy 
The first sense of sorrow I ever knew was deaths are what we are most apt to lament; 
| upon the death of my father, at which time 20 so little are we able to make it indifferent 
| I was not quite five years of age; but was when a thing happens, though we know it 
rather amazed at what all the house meant, must happen. Thus we groan under wal 
than possessed with a real understand- and bewail those who are relieved from it. 
ing why nobody was willing to play Every object that returns to our imagination 
with me. I remember I went into the room 25 raises different passions, according to the 
where his body lay, and my mother sat weep- circumstance of their departure. Who can 
ing alone by it. I had my battledore in my have lived in an army, and in a serious hour 
hand_ and fell a beating the coffin, and calling reflect upon the many gay and agreeable 
Papa; for, I know not how, I had some men that might long have flourished in the 
slight idea that he was locked up there. 30arts of peace, and not join with the im-) 
My mother catched me in her arms, and, precations of the fatherless and widow on 
transported beyond all patience of the silent the tyrant to whose ambition they fell sac- 
grief she was before in, she almost smothered _rifices? But gallant men, who are cut off 
me in her embraces; and told me in a flood by the sword, move rather our veneration 
of tears, ‘Papa could not hear me, and would 35 than our pity; and we gather relief enough 
play with me no more, for they were going from their own contempt of death, to make 
to put him under ground, whence he could that no evil, which was approached with so 
never come to us again.’ She was a very much cheerfulness, and attended with so 
beautiful woman, of a noble spirit, and there much honour. But when we turn our 
was a dignity in her grief amidst all the wild- 40 thoughts from the great parts of life on such 
ness of her transport; which, methought, occasions, and instead of lamenting those 
struck me with an instinct of sorrow, that, who stood ready to give death to those 
before I was sensible of what it was to grieve, from whom they had the fortune to receive 
seized my very soul, and has made pity the it; I say, when we let our thoughts wander 
i weakness of my heart ever since. |The mind 45 from such noble objects, and consider the 
in infancy is, methinks, like the body in havoc which is made among the tender and 
embryo; and receives impressions so for- the innocent, pity enters with an unmixed 
cible, that they are as hard to be removed _ softness, and possesses all our souls at once. 
\- by reason, as any mark with which a child Here (were there words to express such] 
is born is to be taken away by any future 50 sentiments with proper tenderness) I should 
| application. Hence it is, that good-nature record the beauty, innocence, and untimely 
“In me is no merit; but having been so fre- death, of the first object my eyes ever beheld 
quently overwhelmed with her tears before with love. The beauteous virgin! how igno- 
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rantly did she charm, how carelessly excel! You are to know, this was the place wherein | 
Se raniiallthou hast right ta the bold, to the I used to muse upon her: and by that cus- 
ambitious, to the high, and to the haughty; tom I can never come into it, but the same 
but why this cruelty to the humble, to the tender sentiments revive in my mind, as if 
he undiscerning, to the thought- 51 had atctually walked with that beautiful 
less? Nor age, nor business, nor distress, creature under these shades. I have been | 
ean erase the dear image from my imagina- fool enough to carve her name on the bark 
tion. In the same week, I saw her dressed of several of these trees; so unhappy is the 
for a ball, and in a shroud. How ill did the condition of men in love, to attempt the 
habit of death become the pretty trifler!10 removing of their passion by the methods 
I still behold the smiling earth———A large which serve only to imprint it deeper. She 
train of disasters were coming omto my mem- ° has certainly the finest hand of any woman in 
ory, when my servant knocked at my closet- the world.’ ’ 
door, and interrupted me with a letter, Here followed a profound silence; and 
attended with a hamper of wine, of the same 151 was not displeased to observe my friend 
sort with that which is to be put to sale on falling so naturally into a discourse, which 
Thursday next, at Garraway’s coffee-house. JI had ever before taken notice he indus- 
‘queers the receipt of it, I sent for three of triously avoided. After a very long pause, 
my friends. We are so intimate, that we he entered upon an account of this great 
can be company in whatever state of mind 20 circumstance in his life, with an air which 
we meet, and can entertain each other with- I thought raised my idea of him above what 
out expecting always to rejoice. The wine I had ever had before; and gave me the 
we found to be generous and warming, but picture of that cheerful mind of his, before 
with such a heat as moved us rather to be it received that stroke which has ever since 
cheerful than frolicksome. It revived the 25 affected his words and actions. But he 
spirits, without firing the blood. We com-_ went on as follows: 
mended it until two of the clock this morn- ‘I came to my estate in my twenty-second 1 
ing; and having to-day met a little before year, and resolved to follow the steps of the 
dinner, we found, that though we drank most worthy of my ancestors who have_j 
two bottles a man, we had much more reason 30 inhabited this spot of earth before me, in 
to recollect than forget what had passed the all the methods of hospitality and good 


night before. neighbourhood, for the sake of my fame; 
Tuesday, June 6, 1710 and in country sports and recreations, for 
sg Auornereste i 1g 1 the sake of my health. \In my twenty-third “ 
SIR ROGER IN LOVE 35 year I was obliged to serve as sheriff of the 
Aa Crverty— county; and in my servants, officers, and 


In my first description of the’company whole equipage, indulged the pleasure of a 
in which I pass most of my time, it may be young man (who did not think ill of his own 
remembered, that I mentioned a great af- person) in taking that public occasion of 
fliction which my friend Sir Roger had met 40 showing my figure and behaviour to ad- 
with in his youth; which was no less than vantage. You may easily imagine to your- 

_a disappointment in love. | It happened this self what appearance I made, who am pretty 
/evening, that we fell into a very pleasing tall, rode well, and was very well dressed, at 
walk at a distance from his house. As soon the head of a whole county, with music 
“As we came into it, ‘It is,’ quoth the good 45 before me, a feather in my hat, and my horse 
old man, looking round him with a smile, well bitted. I can assure you, I was not a 
‘very hard that any part of my land should _ little pleased with the kind looks and glances 
be settled upon one who has used me so ill I had from all the balconies and windows as 
as the perverse widow did; and yet I am _ [rode to the hall where thea@ssizeswere held. 
sure I could not see a sprig of any bough of 50 But, when I came there, a beautiful creature} 
this whole walk of trees, but I should reflect in a widow’s habit sat in a court, to hear the 
upon her and her severity. She has certainly event of a cause concerning her dower. This 
the finest hand of any woman in the world. commanding creature (who was born for 
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the destruction of all who behold her) put 
on such a resignation in her countenance, 
and bore the whispers of all around the court 
with such a pretty uneasiness, I warrant you, 
and then recovered herself from one eye to 
another, until she was perfectly confused by 
meeting something so wistful in all she en- 
countered, that at last, with a murraim to 
her, she cast her bewitching eye upon me. 
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the strength of this slender encouragement 
of being thought least detestable, I made 
new liveries, new-paired my coach-horses, 
sent them all to town to be bitted, and 


5 taught to throw their legs well, and move 


all together, before I pretended to cross 
the country and wait upon her. As soon as 
I thought my retinue suitable to the char- 
acter of my fortune and youth, I set out 


Ino sooner met it, but I bowed like.a great 10from hence to make my addresses. \ The 


surprised booby; and knowing her cause to 
be the first which came on, I cried, like a 
captivated calf as I was, “Make way for 
the defendant’s witnesses.”’ This sudden 


particular skill of this lady has ever been 
to inflame your wishes, and yet command 
respect. To make her mistress of this art, 
she has a greater share of knowledge, wit, 


partiality made all the county immediately 15 and good sense, than is usual even among 


see the sheriff also was become a slave to the 
fine widow. During the time her cause was 
upon trial, she behaved herself, I warrant 
you, with such a deep attention to her busi- 


men of merit; then she is beautiful beyond 


the race of women. If you will not let her _\ 


go on with a certain artifice with her eyes, 
and the skill of beauty, she will arm her- 


ness, took opportunities to have little billets 20 self with her real charms, and strike you with 


handed to her counsel, then would be in such 
a pretty confusion, occasioned, you must 
know, by acting before so much company, 
that not only I but the whole court was 


admiration instead of desire. It is certain 
that if you were to behold the whole woman, 
there is that dignity in her aspect, that 
composure in her motion, that complacency 


prejudiced in her favour; and all that the 25in her manner, that if her form makes you 


next heir to her husband had to urge, was 
thought so groundless and frivolous, that 
when it came to her counsel to reply, there 
was not half so much said as every one 


hope, her merit makes you fear. But then 
again, she is such a desperate scholar that 
no country gentleman can approach her 
without being a jest. As I was going to 


besides in the court thought he could have 30 tell you, when I came to her house I was 


urged to her advantage. | You must under- 
stand, sir, this perverse woman is one of 
those unaccountable creatures that secretly 
rejoice in the admiration of men, but indulge 


admitted to her presence with great civility; 
at the same time she placed herself to be 
first seen by me in such an attitude, as I 
think you call the posture of a picture, that 


themselves in no farther consequences. 35 she discovered new charms, /and I at last ~ 


Hence it is that she has ever had a train 
of admirers, and she removes from her slaves 
in town to those in the country, according 
to the seasons of the year. She is a reading 


came towards her with such an awe as made 
me speechless. This she no sooner observed 
but she made her advantage of it, and began 
a discourse to me concerning love and honour, 


lady, and far gone in the pleasures of friend- 40 as they both are followed by pretenders, and 


ship. She is always accompanied by a-con- 
fidante, who is witness to her daily prot- 
estations against our sex, and consequently 
a bar to her first steps towards love, upon 


the real votaries to them. 
cussed these points in a discourse, which 
I verily believe was as learned as the best 
philosopher in Europe could possibly make, 


the strength of her own maxims and decla-45she asked me whether she was so happy as 


rations. 

‘However, I must needs say, this accom- 
plished mistress of mine has distinguished 
me above the rest, and has been known to 


to fall in with my sentiments on these im- 
portant particulars. Her confidante sat 
by her, and upon my being in the last con- 
fusion and silence, this malicious aid of hers 


declare Sir Roger de Coverley was the 50 turning to her, says, “I am very glad to 


tamest and most humane of all the brutes 
in the country. I was told she said so, by 
one who thought he rallied me; but upon 


observe Sir Roger pauses upon this subject, 
and seems resolved to deliver all his senti- 
ments upon the matter when he pleases 


When she dis- ‘| 
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to speak.” They both kept their counte- Joseph Addison (1672-1719) 
nances, and after I had sat half an hour 

meditating how to behave before such pro- WESTMINSTER ABBEY 

found casuists, I rose up and took my leave. When I am in a serious humour, I very 


‘hance has since that time thrown me very 5 often walk by myself in Westminster Abbey; 
often in her way, and she as often has where the gloominess of the place, and the 
directed a discourse to me which I do not use to which it is applied, with the solemnity 
understand. This barbarity has kept me of the building, and the condition of the 


ever at a distance from the most beautiful people who lie in it, are apt to fill the mind 
she deals with all mankind, and you must — fulness, that is not disagreeable. I yesterday 
make love to her, as you would conquer the passed a whole afternoon in the churchyard, 
sphinx, by posing her. But were she like — the cloisters, and the church, amusing my- 
other women, and that there were any talk- self with the tombstones and inscriptions 
ing to her, how constant must the pleasure 15 that I met with in those several regions of 
of that man be, who could converse with the dead. | Most of them recorded nothing} 
a creature — But after all, you may be else of the buried person, but that he was 
sure her heart is fixed on some one or other; born upon one day, and died upon another: 
and yet I have been credibly informed — the whole history of his life being compre- 
but who can believe half that is said? —20hended in those two circumstances, that; 
After she had done speaking to me, she put are common to all mankind. I could not 
her hand to her bosom, and adjusted her put look upon these registers of existence, 
tucker. Then she cast her eyes a littledown, whether of brass or marble, as a kind of 
upon my beholding her too earnestly. satire upon the departed persons; who had 
They say she sings excellently: her voice 25 Jeft no other memorial of them, but that they. 
in her ordinary speech has something in it were born and that they died. They put 
Gane teree sweet. |You must know I me in mind of several persons mentioned 
dined with her at a public table the day after jin the battles of heroic poems, who have 
I first saw her, and she helped me to some gounding names given them, for no other 
tansy, in the eye of all the gentlemen in the 30 reason but that they may be killed, and are 
(country. She has certainly the finest hand  ¢elebrated for nothing but being knocked 
of any woman in the world. I_can assure on the head. 
you, sir, were you to behold her, you would ow na l5% iadt 
be in the same condition; for as her speech TA avxév te Médovra re Oepalidoxov a Hom. 
is music, her form is angelic. But I find I 35 Ragynasts M eye yokes Splat 
grow irregular while I am talking of her; Bes uy Tae 
but indeed it would be stupidity to be ‘The life of these men is finely described in 
unconcerned at such perfection. Oh the holy writ by ‘the path of an arrow,’ which 
excellent creature! she is.as inimitable is immediately closed up and lost. 
to_all women, as she is inaccessible to all4o Upon my going into the church, I enter- 
men.’ tained myself with the digging of a grave; 
I found my friend begin to rave, and in- and saw in every shovelful of it that was 
sensibly led him towards the house, that thrown up, the fragment of a bone or skull in- 
we might be joined by some other company; _termixt with a kind of fresh mouldering earth, 
and am convinced that the widow is the 45 that some time or other had a place in the 
secret cause of all that inconsistency which composition of a human body. | Upon this I © 
appears in some parts of my friend’s dis- began to consider with myself what innumer- 
course: though he has so much command of able multitudes of people lay confused to- 
himself as not directly to mention her, yet gether under the pavement of that ancient 
according to that of Martial, which one 50cathedral; how men and women, friends 
knows not how to render into English, dum and enemies, priests and soldiers, monks 
tacet hance logutur. When ve i* sen and ~prebendaries, were crumbled amongst 
he taks ef hee. Tuesday, July 10, 1711 one another, and blended together in the 
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same common mass; how beauty, strength, 
and youth, with old age, weakness and 
deformity, lay undistinguished in the same 
promiscuous heap of matter. 

After having thus surveyed this great 
magazine of mortality, as it were, in the 
lump; I examined it more particularly by 
the accounts which I found on several of 
the monuments which are raised in every 
quarter of that ancient fabric. 
them were covered with such extravagant 
epitaphs, that, if it were possible for the 
dead person to be acquainted with them, 
he would blush at the praises which his 
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whom we are apt to despise for want of 
genius, show an infinitely greater taste of 
antiquity and politeness in their buildings 
and works of this nature, than what we meet 


5 with in those of our own country. The 


monuments of their admirals, which have 
been erected at the public expense, represent 
them like themselves; and are adorned with 
Tostral crowns and naval ornaments, with 


Some of 10 beautiful festoons of sea-weed, shells, and 


coral. 

But to return to our subject. 
left the repository of our English kings 
for the contemplation of another day, when 


I have 7 


friends have bestowed upon him. There are 15I shall find my mind disposed for so serious 
others so excessively modest, that they anamusement. I know that entertainments | 
deliver the character of the person departed of this nature are apt to raise dark and 
in Greek or Hebrew, and by that means are dismal thoughts in timorous minds and 
aes understood once in a twelvemonth. !In gloomy imaginations; but for my own part, 
the poetical quarter, I found there were 20 though I am always serious, I do not know 
poets who had no monuments, and mon- what it is to be melancholy; and can there- 
uments which had no poets. I observed, fore take a view of nature in her deep and 
indeed, that the present war had filled the solemn scenes, with the same pleasure as in 
church with many of these uninhabited her most gay and delightful ones. By this 
monuments, which had been erected to the 25 means I can improve myself with those 
memory of persons whose bodies were per- objects which others consider with terror. 
haps buried in the plains of Blenheim, or in When I look upon the tombs of the great, 


the bosom of the ocean. 


T could not but be very much delighted 


every emotion of envy dies in me} when I 
read_the epitaphs of the beautiful, every 


with several modern epitaphs, which are 30djnordinate desire goes out; when I meet with 


written with great elegance of expression 
and justness of thought, and therefore do 
honour to the living as well as to the dead. 


rAs a foreigner is very apt to conceive an 


the grief of parents upon a tomb-stone, my 
heart melts with compassion; when I see 
the tomb of the parents themselves, I con- 
sider the vanity of grieving for those whom 


idea of the ignorance or politeness of a35 we must quickly follow: when I see kings 


nation, from the turn of their public monu- 


ments and inscriptions, they should be sub- 
mitted to the perusal of men of learning and 


, genius, before they are put in execution. 


lying by those who deposed them, when I 
consider rival wits placed side by side, or 
the holy men that divided the world with 
their contests and disputes, I reflect with 


“Sir Cloudesly Shovel’s monument has very 40 sorrow and astonishment on the little com- 


often given me great offence: instead of the 
brave rough English Admiral, which was 
the distinguishing character of that plain 
gallant man, he is represented on his tomb 


petitions, factions, and debates of mankind. 
When I read the several dates of the tombs; 
of some that died yesterday, and some six 
hundred years ago, I consider that great 


by the figure of a beau, dressed in a long 45 day when we shall all of us be contemporaries, 


periwig, and reposing himself upon velvet 
cushions under a canopy of state. The 
inscription is answerable to the monument; 
for instead of celebrating the many remark- 


and make our appearance together. 
Friday, March 30, 1711 


A COUNTRY SUNDAY 


able actions he had performed in the service 50 

of his country, it acquaints us only with the Fe I am always very well pleased with a 
manner of his death, in which it was impos- ' country Sunday; and think, if keeping 
sible for him to reap any honour. The Dutch, holy the seventh day were only a human 
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institution, it would be the best method lengthening out a verse in the singing-psalms, 
that could have been thought of for the half a minute after the rest of the congrega- 
polishing and civilizing of mankind. It tion have done with it; sometimes, when he 
is Certain the country people would soon is pleased with the matter of his devotion, 
degenerate into a kind of savages and bar- 5 he pronounces Amen three or four times to 
barians, were there not such frequent returns the same prayer; and sometimes stands up 
of a stated time, in which the whole village when everybody else is upon their knees, to 
meet together with their best faces, and in count the congregation, or see if any of his 
their cleanliest habits, to converse with one tenants are missing, 
another upon indifferent subjects, hear their10 I was yesterday very much surprised to 
duties explained to them, and join together hear my old friend, in the midst of the serv- 
in adoration of the Supreme Being. Sun- ice, calling out to one John Matthews to 
day clears away the rust of the whole week, mind what he was about, and not disturb 
not only as it refreshes in their minds the the congregation. This John Matthews, it 
notions of religion, but as it puts both the 15 seems, is remarkable for being an idle fellow, 
sexes upon appearing in their most agreeable and at that time was kicking his heels for 
forms, and exerting all such qualities as are _ his diversion. \ This authority of the knight, 
apt to give them a figure in the eye of the though exerted in that odd manner which 
itera | A country fellow distinguishes him- accompanies him in all circumstances of life, 
self as much in the churchyard as a citizen 20 has a very good effect upon the parish, who 
does upon the Change, the whole parish- are not polite enough to see anything ridicu- 
politics being generally discussed in that lous in his behaviour; besides that the, 
place either after sermon or before the bell general good sense and worthiness of his 


j tings. character, make his friends observe these 
1 Si , being a good church- 25 little singularities as foils that rather set 

man, has beautified thé“inside of his church off than blemish his good qualities. 
with several texts of his own choosing: he As soon as the sermon is finished, nobody 


has likewise given a handsome pulpit-cloth, presumes to stir till Sir Roger is gone out 
and railed in the communion table at his of the church. The knight walks down 
wn expense. |He has often told me, that 30from his seat in the chancel between a 
at his coming to his estate he found his double row of his tenants, that stand bow- 
parishioners very irregular; and that in ing to him on each side; and every now 
order to make them kneel and join in the and then he inquires how such a one’s wife, 
responses, he gave every one of them a_ or mother, or son, or father do, whom he 
hassock and a Common Prayer Book; and 35does not see at church; which is under- 
at the same time employed an itinerant stood as a secret reprimand to the person 
singing-master, who goes about the country that is absent. 
for that purpose, to instruct them rightly The chaplain has often told me, that upon >} 
\.in the tunes of the psalms; upon which they a catechising day, when Sir Roger has been 
now very much value themselves, and indeed 40 pleased with a boy that answers well, he 
outdo most of the country churches that has ordered a Bible to be given him next 
I have ever heard. Sei ee day for his encouragement; and sometimes 
As Sir Roger is Iandlord to the whole accompanies it with a flitch of bacon to his 
congregation, he keeps them in very good mother. Sir Roger has likewise added { 
order, and will suffer nobody to sleep in it 45 five pounds a year to the clerk’s place; and 
besides himself; for if by chance he has been that he may encourage the young fellows to 
surprised into a short nap at sermon, upon make themselves perfect in the church-serv- 
recovering out of it he stands up and looks ice, has promised, upon the death of the 
‘about him, and if he sees anybody else nod- present incumbent, who is very old, to be- 
ding, either wakes them himself, or sends 50 stow it according to merit. 
his servant to them. Several other of the The fair understanding between Sir Roger 
old knight’s particularities break out upon and his chaplain, and their mutual con- 
these occasions: sometimes he will be currence in doing good, is the more remark- 


— 


s 
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able, because the very next village is famous neighbourhood. \I lately met with two or 
for the differences and contentions that rise three odd instances of that general respect 
between the parson and the squire, who live which is shown to the good old knight. 
in a perpetual state of war. The parson is He would needs carry Will Wimble and my- 
always preaching at the squire, and the 5self with him to the country assizes: as we 
squire, to be revenged on the parson, never were upon the road, Will Wimble joined a 
comes to church. The squire has made all couple of plain men who rid before us, and 
his tenants atheists and tithe-stealers; while conversed with them for some time; during 
the parson instructs them every Sunday which my friend Sir Roger acquainted me 
in the dignity of his order, and insinuates 10 with their characters. 4 
to them, almost in every sermon, that he The first of them, says he, that has a 
is a better man than his patron. In short, spaniel by his side, is a yeoman of about an 
matters are come to such an extremity, that hundred pounds a year, an honest man: | 
the squire had not said his prayers either in he is just within the game act, and qualified | 
public or private this half year; and that 15to kill an hare or a pheasant: he knocks | 
the parson threatens him, if he does not mend down a dinner with his gun twice or thrice 
his manners, to pray for him in the face of a week; and by that means lives much 
the whole congregation. cheaper than those who have not so good an 
Feuds of this nature, though too frequentin estate as himself. He would be a good 
the country, are very fatal to the ordinary 20 neighbour if he did not destroy so many par- 
people; who are so used to be dazzled with tridges: in short, he is a very sensible man; 
riches, that they pay as much deference to shoots flying; and has been several times 
the understanding of a man of an estate, as foreman of the petty jury. 
of a man of learning; and are very hardly The other that rides with him is Tom 
brought to regard any truth, how important 25 Touchy, a fellow famous for taking the law | 
soever it may be, that is preached to them, of everybody. There is not one in the town 
when they know there are several men of where he lives that he has not sued at a 
five hundred a year who do not believe it. quarter-sessions. ‘The rogue had once the 
Monday, July 9, 1711 impudence to go to law with the widow. 
30 His head is full of costs, damages, and eject- 
ments: he plagued a couple of honest gentle- 
STR ROGER AT THE ASSIZES men so long for a trespass in breaking one of 
his hedges, till he was forced to sell the 
A man’s first care should be to avoid ground it enclosed to defray the charges 
the reproaches of his own heart; his next,35of the prosecution. His father left him 
to escape the censures of the world: if the fourscore pounds a year; but he has cast 
last interferes with the former, it ought to and been cast so often, that he is not now 
be entirely neglected; but otherwise there worth thirty. I suppose he is going upon 
cannot be a greater satisfaction to an honest the old business of the willow-tree. 
mind, than to see those approbations which 40 As Sir Roger was giving me this account 
it gives itself seconded by the applauses of of Tom Touchy, Will Wimble and his two 
the public: a man is more sure of his con- companions stopped short till we came up 
duct, when the verdict which he passes upon to them. After having paid their respects 4 
his own behaviour is thus warranted and to Sir Roger, Will told him that Mr. Touchy |! 
confirmed by the opinion of all that know 45 and he must appeal to him upon a dispute 
him. that arose between them. Will, it seems, had 
~ My worthy friend Sir Roger is one of been giving his fellow-travelers an ac- 
those who is not only at peace within him- count of his angling one day in such a hole; 
self, but beloved and esteemed by all about when Tom Touchy, instead of hearing out 
him. He receives a suitable tribute for his 50 his story, told him, that Mr. such an one, if 
universal benevolence to mankind, in the he pleased, might take the law of him for 
returns of affection and good-will which are fishing in that part of the river. My friend 
paid him by every one that lives within his Sir Roger heard them both, upon a round 
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trot, and after having paused some time, man of the house had, it seems, been formerly 
told them, with the air of a man who would a servant in the knight’s family; and to do 
not give his judgment rashly, that much honour to his old master, had some time 
might be said on both sides. They were — since, unknown to Sir Roger, put him up in 
neither of them dissatisfied with the knight’s 5a sign-post before the door; so that The 
determination, because neither of them  Knight’s Head had hung out upon the road 
found himself in the wrong by it: upon about a week before he himself knew any- 
which we made the best of our way to the thing of the matter. As soon as Sir Roger 
assizes. was acquainted with it, finding that his 
-before Sir Roger came, 10 servant’s indiscretion proceeded wholly from 
but reuiibiennebee. all_the justices bad affection and good-will, he only told him 
taken their places.upon_the bench, they that he had made him too high a compli- 
made room forthe. old-knight-at-the-head of ment: and when the fellow seemed to think 
them; who, for his reputation inthe country, that could hardly be, added with a more 
took occasion to whisper in the judge’s ear, 15 decisive look, that it was too great an honour 
that he was glad his lordship had met with for any man under a duke; but told him 
so much good weather in his circuit. Iwas at the same time, that it might be altered 
listening to the proceedings of the court with with a very few touches, and that he him- 
much attention, and infinitely pleased with — self would be at the charge of it. Accord- 
that great appearance of solemnity which so 20ingly they got a painter by the knight’s 
properly accompanies such a public ad- directions to add a pair of whiskers to the 
ministration of our laws; when, after about face, and by a little aggravation of the 
an hour’s sitting, L observed, to my great features to change it into the Saracen’s 
surprise, in the midst of a trial, that my Head. I should not have known this story, 
friend Sir Roger was getting up to speak. 25had not the inn-keeper, upon Sir Roger’s 
I was in some pain for him, till I found he  alighting, told him in my hearing, that his 
had acquitted himself of two or three sen- Honour’s head was brought back last night, 
tences, with a look of much business and with the alterations that he had ordered 
great intrepidity. to be made in it. Upon this my friend, with 
Upon his first rising the court was hushed, 30 his usual cheerfulness, related the particulars 
and a general whisper ran among the country above-mentioned, and ordered the head to 
people that Sir Roger was up. |The speech be brought into the room. I could not for- 
he made was so little to the purpose, that bear discovering greater expressions of mirth 
I shall not trouble my readers with an ac- than ordinary upon the appearance of this 
count of it; and I believe was not so much 35 monstrous face, under which, notwithstand- 
designed by the knight himself to inform the ing 1t was made to frown and stare in the 
court, as to give him a figure in my eye, most extraordinary manner, I could still 
j and keep up his credit in the country. discover a distant resemblance of my old 
I was highly delighted, when the court friend. Sir Roger, upon seeing me laugh, 1 
rose, to see the gentlemen of the country 40 desired me to tell him truly if I thought it 
gathering about my old friend, and striv- possible for people to know him in that 
ing who should compliment him most; at er I at first kept_ my usual silence; 
the same time that the ordinary people but upon the knight’s COnjuring me to tell 
gazed upon him at a distance, not a little him whether it was not still more like him- 
admiring his courage, that was not afraid 45 self than a Saracen, I composed my counte- 
to speak to the judge. nance in the best manner I could, and 
In our return home we met with a very replied ‘That much might be said on both 
[. odd accident; which I cannot forbear re- _ sides.’ ra 
lating, because it shows how desirous all These several adventures, with the} 
who know Sir Roger are of giving him marks 50 knight’s behaviour in them, gave me as. 
of their esteem. When we were arrived upon pleasant a day as ever I ent with in any | 
the verge of his estate, we stopped at alittle of my travels. 
inn to rest ourselves and our horses. The Friday, July 20, 1711 
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THE VISION OF MIRZAH was entirely subdued by the captivating 
strains I had heard, I fell down at his feet 
-- When I was at Grand Cairo I picked up and wept. The Genius smiled upon me with 
several oriental manuscripts, which I have a look of compassion and affability that 
still by me. Among others I met with one 5 familiarized him to my imagination, and at 
entitled, The Visions of Mirzah, which I once dispelled all the fears and apprehensions _ 
, have read over with great pleasure. Iintend with which I approached him. | He lifted 
to give it to the public when I have no other me from the ground, and taking me by the 
entertainment for them; and shall begin hand, Mirzah, said he, I have heard thee in 
with the first vision, which I have translated 10 thy soliloquies, follow me. 
word for word as follows: ‘He then led me to the highest pinnacle 
‘On the fifth day of the moon, which of the rock, and placed me on the top of it. 
according to the custom of my forefathers Cast thy eyes eastward, said he, and tell 
I always keep holy, after having washed me what thou seest. I see, said I, a huge 
myself, and offered up my morning devo- 15 valley, and a prodigious tide of water rolling 
tions, I ascended the high hills of Bagdat, through it. |The valley that thou seest, sai 
in order to pass the rest of the day in medi- he, is the vale of misery, and the tide of 
tation and prayer. | As I was here airing water that thou seest is part of the great tide/ \~ 
myself on the tops of the mountains, I fell of eternity. What is the reason, said I, tha 
into a profound contemplation on the vanity 20 the tide I see rises out of a thick mist at One 
of human life; and passing from one thought end, and again loses itself in a thick mist at 
to another, surely, said I, man is but a the other? |What thou seest, said he, is— 
- shadow, and life a dream. | Whilst I was thus that portion of eternity which is called time, 
' musing, I cast my eyes towards the summit measured out by the sun, and reaching from 
of a rock that was not far from me, where I 25 the beginning of the world to its consumma- 
discovered one in the habit of a shepherd, tion. Examine now, said he, this sea that 
, with a musical instrument in his hand. As is bounded with darkness at both ends, and 
“T looked upon him he applied it to his lips, tell me what thou discoverest in it. I see a 
and began to play upon it. The sound of _ bridge, said I, standing in the midst of the ~, 
it was exceeding sweet, and wrought into 30tide. The bridge thou seest, said he, is 
a variety of tunes that were inexpressibly human life; consider it attentively. bee 
melodious, and altogether different from a more leisurely survey of it, I found tha 
anything I had ever heard. They put mein it consisted of threescore and ten entire 
mind of those heavenly airs that are played arches, with several broken arches, which 
to the departed souls of good men upon 35 added to those that were entire, made up the 
their first arrival in paradise, to wear out number about a hundred. As I was counting 
the impressions of their last agonies, and the arches the Genius told me that this 
qualify them for the pleasures of that happy _ bridge consisted at first of a thousand arches; 
place. My heart melted away in secret but that a great flood swept away the rest, 
raptures, 40 and left the bridge in the ruinous condition 
r ‘I had been often told that the rock I now beheld it. But tell me further, said he, 
before me was the haunt of a Genius; and what thou discoverest on it. I see multi- 
that several had been entertained with music tudes of people passing over it, said I, and 
who had passed by it, but never heard that a black cloud hanging on each end of it. 
the musician had before made himself visible. 45 As I looked more attentively, I saw several 
When he had raised my thoughts, by those of the passengers dropping through the 
transporting airs which he played, to taste bridge, into the great tide that flowed under- 
the pleasures of his conversation, as I looked neath it; and upon farther examination, 
upon him like one astonished, he beckoned _ perceived there were innumerable trap-doors 
rto me,fand by the waving of his hand di- 50 that lay concealed in the bridge, which the 
rected me to approach the place where he passengers no sooner trod upon, but they fell 
vsat. I drew near with that reverence which through them into the tide, and immediately 
is due to a superior nature; and as my heart disappeared. These hidden pit-falls were set | 
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ick i away to misery and mortality! tortured in 
so that throngs of people no sooner broke _ life, and swallowed up in death! The Genius, 
through the cloud, but many of them fell being moved with compassion towards me, 
into them. They grew thinner towards bid me quit so uncomfortable a prospect. 


the_middle, but multiplied and lay closer 5 Look no more, said he, on man in the first ~ 

together towards the end of the arches that stage of his existence, in his setting out for ] 

were entire. "eternity; but cast thine eye on that thick ae 
‘There were indeed some persons, but mist into which the tide bears the several 


their number was very small, that continued generations of mortals that fall into it. I 
a kind of hobbling march on the broken 10 directed my sight as I was ordered, he 
arches, but fell through one after another, (whether or no the good Genius strengthened 
being quite tired and spent with so long a it with any supernatural force, or dissipated 
walk. 2 part of the mist that was before too thick 
‘I passed some time in the contemplation for the eye to penetrate) I saw the valley 
of this wonderful structure, and the great 15 opening at the farther end, and spreading 
variety of objects which it presented./ My forth into an_i se ocean, that had a 
heart was filled with a deep melancholy to huge rock off aiculee iasintity through the 
see several dropping unexpectedly in the midst of it, and dividing it into two equal 
midst of mirth and jollity, and catching parts. The clouds still rested on one half 
at everything that stood by them to save 20 of it, insomuch that I could discover nothing 
| themselves. Some were looking up towards _ in it: |but the other appeared to me a vast» 
the heavens in a thoughtful posture, and ocean planted with innumerable islands, that 
in the midst of a speculation stumbled and were covered with fruits and flowers, and 
fell out of sight. Multitudes were very busy interwoven with a thousand little shining 
in the pursuit of bubbles that glittered in 25seas that ran among them. I could see 
their eyés and danced before them, but often persons dressed in glorious habits with gar- 
when they thought themselves within the lands upon their heads, passing among the 
reach of them, their footing failed and down _ trees, lying down by the sides of fountains, 
they. sunk. In this confusion of objects, I or resting on beds of flowers; and could hear / 
observed some vith nets their hands, 30a confused harmony of singing birds, falling 
. who ran to andfro upon the bridge, waters, human voices, and ‘musical instru- 
thrusting several persons on trap-doors ments. Gladness grew in me upon the dis- 
which did not seem to lie in their way, and covery of so delightful a scene. I wished 
which they might have escaped, had they for the wings of an eagle, that I might fly 
j_not been thus forced upon them. 35 away to those happy seats; but the Genius 
‘The Genius seeing me indulge myself in told me there was no passage to them, except 
this melancholy prospect, told me I had through the gates of death that 1 saw opening 
dwelt long enough upon it: take thine eyes every moment upon the bridge. The islands, 
off the bridge, said he, and tell me if thou said he, that lie so fresh and green before 
yet seest anything thou dost not compre- 40 thee, and with which the whole face of the 
hend. Upon looking up, what mean,said I, ocean appears spotted as far as thou canst 
those great flights of birds that are perpet- see, are more in number than the sands on 
ually hovering about the bridge, and settling the sea-shore; there are myriads of islands 
upon it from time to time? I see vultures, behind those which thou here discoverest, 
harpies, ravens, cormorants, and among 45 reaching farther than thine eye, or even thine, . 
many other feathered creatures, several little imagination, can extend itself. These are 
winged boys, that perch in great numbers the mansions of good men after death, who, 
upon the midd Ie arches. These, said the according to the degree and kinds of virtue 
Genius, are Envy, Avarice, Superstition, in which they excelled, are distributed among 
Despair, Love, with the like cares and 50 these several islands, which abound with 
passions, that infect human life. pleasures of different kinds and degrees, 
‘T here fetched a deep sigh;—alas;saidt, suitable to the relishes and perfections of 
man was made in vain! How is he given those who are settled in them: every island 
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is a paradise, accommodated to its respective 
inhabitants. Are not these, O Mirzah, 
habitations worth contending for? Does 
life appear miserable, that gives thee op- 


pportunities of earning such a reward? /Is 5 


| death to be feared, that will convey thee to 
iso happy an existence? Think not man was 
made in vain, who has such an eternity re- 
served for him. I gazed with inexpressible 
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several circumstances the others have passed 
over in silence, I shall give my reader a copy 
of his letter, without any alteration or 
diminution. 


‘HONOURED SIR, 

‘Knowing that you was my old master’s 
good friend, I could not forbear sending 
you the melancholy news of his death, which 


pleasure on these happy islands. At length, 10has afflicted the whole country, as well as 


said I, show me now, I beseech thee, the 
secrets that lie hid under those dark clouds 
which cover the ocean on the other side of 
the rock of adamant. /The Genius making 


his poor servants, who loved him, I may say, 
better than we did our lives. I am afraid he 
caught his death the last county sessions, 
where he would go to see justice done to a 


me no answer, I turned me about to address 15 poor widow woman, and her fatherless chil- 


myself to him a second time, but I found 
that he had left me. I then turned again to 
the vision which I had been so long contem- 
plating, but instead of the rolling tide, the 


dren, that had been wronged by a neigh- 
bouring gentleman; for you know, my good 
master was always the poor man’s friend. 
Upon his coming home, the first complaint 


arched bridge, and the happy islands, I 20 he made was, that he had lost his roast-beef 


saw nothing but the long hollow valley of 
Bagdat, with oxen, sheep, and camels graz- 
, Ing upon the sides of it.’ 
- Saturday, September 1, 1711 


p 


ied 
f 
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THE DEATH OF SIR ROGER 


We last night received a piece of ill news 


stomach, not being able to touch a sirloin, 


5 


which was served up according to custom: 4 


and you know he used to take great delight 
init. From that time forward he grew worse 


25 and worse, but still kept a good heart to the 


last. Indeed we were once in great hope of 
his recovery, upon a kind message that was 
sent him from the widow lady whom he had 
made love to the forty last years of his life; 


at our club, which very sensibly afflicted 30 hut this_only proved_a lightning before his 


every one of us. I question not but my 
readers themselves will be troubled at the 
hearing of it. To keep them no longer in 
suspense, Sir Roger de Coverley is dead. 


He departed this life at his house in the35his mother: he has bequeathed the fine } 


country, after a few weeks’ sickness. Sir 
Andrew Freeport has a letter from one of 
_his correspondents in those parts, that |in- 
forms him the old man caught a cold at the 


death. He has bequeathed to this lady, as a 
token of his love, a great pearl necklace, 
and a couple of silver bracelets set with 
jewels, which belonged to my good old lady 


white gelding, that he used to ride a hunting 
upon, to his chaplain, because he thought he 


— 
J 


would be kind to him, and_has Jeft you all 


his books. He has, moreover, bequeathed to 


country sessions, as he was very warmly 40the chaplain a very pretty tenement with 


promoting an address of his own penning, 
in which he succeeded according to his 
wishes. But this particular comes from a 
Whig justice of peace, who was always Sir 
Roger’s enemy and antagonist. 
letters both from the chaplain and Captain 
Sentry, which mention nothing of it, but 
are filled with many particulars to the honour 
of the good old man. }J have likewise a 


good lands about it. It being a very cold 


day when he made his will, he left for mourn- 


ing, to every man in the parish, a great 
frize coat, and to every woman a black 


see him take leave of his poor servants, 
commending us all for our fidelity, whilst 


I have 45 riding-hood. ' It was a most moving sight to 7] 


we were not able to speak a word for weeping. 


As we most of us are grown gray-headed in 


letter from the butler, who took so much 50o0ur dear master’s service, he has left us 


care of me last summer when I was at the 
knight’s house. As my friend the butler 


mentions, in the simplicity of his heart, of our days. He has bequeathed a great 


pensions and legacies which we may live 
very comfortably upon the remaining part 
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deal more in charity, which is not yet come 
to my knowledge, and it is peremptorily 
said in the parish, that he has left money to 
build a__steeple to the church: for he was 
heard to say some time ago, that if he lived 
two years longer, Coverley church should 
have a steeple to it. The chaplain tells 
everybody that he made a very good end, 
rc and never speaks of him without tears. / He 
was buried, according to his own directions, 
among the family of the Coverleys, on the 
left hand of his father Sir Arthur. The coffin 
was carried by six of his tenants, and the pall 
held up by six of the quorum: the whole 
parish followed the corpse with heavy hearts, 
and in their mourning suits; the men in 
frize, and the women in riding-hoods. 
aptain Sentry, my ‘master’s nephew, has 
taken possession of the hall-house, and the 
whole estate. 
a little before his death, he shook him by the 
hand, and wished him joy of the estate 
which was falling to him, desiring him only 
to make a good use of it, and to pay the 
several legacies, 
which he told him he had left as quit-rents 
upon the estate. The captain truly seems a 
courteous man, though says but little. He 
makes much of those whom my master loved, 
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made on the day of my master’s death. He 
has never joyed himself since; no more has 
any of us. It was the melancholiest day for 
the poor people that ever happened in 
This being all from, 

‘Honoured sir, your most sorrowful serv- 
ant, 

Edward Biscuit.’ 


“Pp. 8S. My master desired, some weeks 


10 before he died, that a book which comes up 


to you by the carrier, should be given to 
Sir Andrew Freeport in his name.’ 


This letter, notwithstanding the poor 


15 butler’s manner of writing it, gave us such 


an idea of our good old friend, that upon the 
reading of it, there was not a dry eye in the 
club. Sir Andrew opening the book, found 
it to be a collection of acts of parliament. 


When my old master saw him, 20 There was, in particular, the act of uniform- 


ity, with some passages in it marked by 
Sir Roger’s own hand. /Sir Andrew found 
that they related to two or three points, 
which he had disputed with Sir Roger the 


and the gifts of charity, 25last time he appeared at the club. Sir An- 


drew, who would have been merry at such 
an incident on another occasion, at the sight 
of the old man’s hand-writing, burst into 
tears, and put the book into his pocket. | 


and shows great kindness to the old house- 30 Captain Sentry informs me, that the knight 


dog, that you know my poor master was so 
fond of. It would have gone to your heart 
to have heard the moans the dumb creature 


has left rmgs and mourning for every one in 
the club. 
Thursday, October 23, 1712 
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Ladp Winchilsea (1661-1720) 
A NOCTURNAL REVERIE 


In such a night, when every louder wind 

Is to its distant cavern safe confined; 

And only gentle zephyr fans his wings, 

And lonely Philomel, still waking, sings; 

Or from some tree, famed for the owl’s de- 
light, 5 

She, hollowing clear, directs the wand’rer 
right: 


In such a night, when passing clouds give 
place, 

Or thinly veil the heav’ns mysterious face; 

When in some river, overhung with green, 

The waving moon and trembling leaves are 
seen; 10 

When freshened grass now bears it self up- 
right, 

And makes cool banks to pleasing rest 
invite, 

Whence springs the woodbind, and the 
bramble-rose, 


[ 


| 
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And where the sleepy cowslip sheltered 
grows; 

Whilst now a paler hue the foxglove takes, 15 

Yet checquers still with red and dusky 
brakes. 

When scattered glow-worms, but in twilight 


fine, 

Shew trivial beauties watch their hour to 
shine; 

Whilst Salisbury stands the test of every 
light, 

In perfect charms, and perfect virtue 
bright: 20 


When odours, which declined repelling day, 

Through temp’rate air uninterrupted stray; 

When darkened groves their softest shadows 
wear, 

And falling waters we distinctly hear; 

When through the gloom more venerable 
shows 25 

Some ancient fabrick, awful in repose, 

While sunburnt hills their swarthy looks con- 
ceal, 

And swelling haycocks thicken up the vale: 

When the loosed horse now, as his pasture 
leads, 

Comes slowly grazing through th’ adjoining 
meads, 30 

Whose stealing pace, and lengthened shade 
we fear, 

Till torn up ‘forage in his teeth we hear: 

When nibbling sheep at large pursue their 


food, 

And unmolested kine rechew the cud; 

When curlews cry beneath the village- 
walls, 35 

And to her straggling brood the partridge 
ealls; 


Their shortlived jubilee the creatures keep, 
Which but endures, whilst Tyrant-Man does 
sleep; 
When a sedate content the spirit feels, 
And no fierce light disturb, whilst it re- 
veals; 40 
But silent musings urge the mind to seek 
Something, too high for syllables to speak; 
Till the free soul to a compos’dness charmed, 
Finding the elements of rage disarmed, 
O’er all below a solemn quiet grown, 45 
Joys in th’ inferiour world, and thinks it 
like her own; 
In such a night let me abroad remain, 


Till morning breaks, and all’s confused 
again; 
Our cares, our toils, our clamours are re- 
newed, 
Or pleasures, seldom reached, again pur- 
sued. 50 
1713 
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Lady Grisel Baillie (1665-1746) 


WERENA MY HEART LICHT 
I WAD DEE 


lov 
THERE was ance a may, and she 10% na 
MED? buy | 
She biggit her ane bower oe in yon 
glen; = jt) -d ae 
But now she cries, Hol! cities! = ore day! 
Come doun the green gait and come here 
away! 


When bonnie young Johnnie cam’ ower the 
sea 5 

He said he saw naething sae lovely as me; 

He hecht me baith rings and mony braw 


things, =~ teem Seq ive 
And werena my heart licht I wad dee. 
Sister 
He had a wee titty that loo’d na me, 
Because I was twice as bonnie as she; 10 


She raised such a pother ’twixt him and his 
mother 
That werena my heart licht I wad dee. 


The day it was set, and the bridal to be: 
The wife took a dwam, and lay doun to dee; 
She maned and a graned out o’ dolour and 


pain, sy Aer illae 15 
Till he vowed he never wad see me again. 


Said, What had he to do wi’ the like of me? 
Ibeit [ was bonnie, I wasna for Johnnie, — 
20 


ss kin was for ane of a higher degree, 


And werena my heart licht I wad dee. 


They said, I had neither cow nor calf, 4,. 
Nor drib eso” o” drink rins through the dra 
Nor pickles 0’ meal rins through the mill-e’ e; 
And werena my heart licht I wad dee. 
His titty she was baith wyli and slee: 25 
my be spied me as I cam’ ower the lea; 

’ And then she ran in and made a loud din, — 
’ Believe your ain oon an’ ye trow na me. 


His bonnet stood aye fu’ round on his 


brow, — 
His auld ane looked aye as weel as some’s 
new; 30 


But now ‘he lets ’t wear ony gait it will hing, 
And casts himself dowig upon the corn- bing. 
Ark hes 


And now he gaesdaund’ring about the dykes, 


And a’ he dow do is to hund the tykes: —do4s 


The live-lang nicht he ne’er steeks his 
d Cc C/pse e< 35 


ee; ryce 
And werena my near light I wad dee. 
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Were I but young for thee, as I hae been, ‘To horse, to horse, my royal liege; — 
We should hae been gallopin’ doun on yon Your faes stand on the strand: 


green, Full twenty thousand glittering spears 
And linkin’ it on the lily-white lea, — The King of Norse commands!’ 
And wow! gin I were but young for thee! 40 ring me my steed Madge dapple-gray,’ 45 
1724 Our gude King raise and cryed; 


‘A trustier beast in all the land 
A Scots king never seyed! ried 


Ladp Elisabeth Wardlaw . Go, little page, tell Hardyknute, 


That lives on hill so hie, 50 
(1677-1727) 


To draw his sword, the dreid of faes, 
And haste and follow me.’ 


HARDYKNUTE The little page flew swift as dart 
Flung by his master’s arm: 
A FRAGMENT OF AN: OLD HEROIC BALLAD ‘Come doun, come doun, Lord Hardy- 
wa! 
SraTeEty stept he east the wa’, knute, f : 55 
And stately stept he west; | And redd your king frae harm! 
[ Pull seventy years he new had seen, Then reid, reid grew his dark-brown cheiks, 
With scarce seven years of rest. Bapidid hiswlaricere wn hese 
ax = m7 = 5 \ His looks grew keen — as they were wont 
And aye his sword tauld to their cost agin Bicep at as grass ee 
——— = — ’ 
He was theirdeatty tae: And_ iter five sounds sae shrill 
ie on a hill his castle stude, That trees in greenwood shook thereat — 
With halls and towers a-hight, io —Sae loud rang ilka hill. 
And guidly chambers fair to see is sons in manly sport and glie 65 


Where he lodged mony a knight. 


: ; : Had past the summer’s morn; 
His dame, sae peirless anes and fair A When lo! down in a grassy dale, 
oleem e « 4 


abs Pear afin : poke ear They heard their father’s horn. 

Nac marrow hadinalltheland wute4 15 «That horn,’ quoth they, ‘ne’er sounds in 
enor the Queen. peace, — 

We've other sport to byde.’ 70 


i to him she b : 
ee ee And soon they hied them up the hill, 


All men of valour stout: 


In bluidy fight, with sword in hand, And soon wer 
“a tale welts 
Nyne lost their lives bot doubt. oe 20 ‘Late, late yestreen I weened in peace 
Four yet remain; — Jang may they live Ty andgey lencthened. life 
+0, Stand DY SYer and land! 3 My age might weel excuse my arm 75 
Hie was their fame, hie was their might, Frae manly feats of strife; 
And hie was their command. But now that Norse does proudly boast 
love they bare to Fairly fair ob Fair Scotland to enthrall, 
re saft an ¥ Pairly. ime: ne’er be said of Hardyknute ~ 2w «Ce 
Her girdle shaw'd her middle jimp, slender He feared to fight or fall! 80 
And gowden list her hair. ‘Robin of Rothsay, bend thy bow, — hier 
What waefu’ Wather bewtie bred! Epp obtothsay, | sAalenl tire ae 
Waefu’ to young and auld, 30 Mony a comely countenance ras 
Waefu’, I trow, to kyth and kin They have turned to deidly pale. 
As story ever tauld. Brave Thomas, tak’ ye but your lance, 85 


Ye neid nae weapons mair mere 


Gif ye fight wi’t as ye did anes 
’Gainst Westmoreland’s fierce heir. 


The King of Norse in summer-tide, 
Puffed up with power and might, 


Landed in fair Scotland the isle 35 
With mony a hardy knight. ‘And Malcom, light of foot as stag 

The tidings to our gude Scots King That runs it forest wyld, 90 
Came as he sat at dyne Get me my thousands three of men 

With noble chiefs in brave array, Well bred to sword and shield. 


Drinking the blude-red wyne. 40 Bring memyhorse and harnisine, 
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My blade of metal cleir . . .’ 
(If faes kenned but the hand it bare 
aes soon had fled for fear.) 


Farewell, my 


dame,..sae_pierless.good,’ 
(And took her by the hand), 


‘EF Ses to me in age you seem 
Than maids for beauty famed. 
~My youngest son sall here remain, 
To guard these stately towirs, 
And shut the-silver bolt that keips 
Sae fast your painted bowirs.’ 


But soon, beneath some draping tree, 
Cauld death sall end my care!’ 
With him nae pleading might prevail: — 
Brave Hardyknute to gain, 
With fairest words and reason strang, 
\ Strave courteously in vain. 


‘ ° he nce 
Syne he has gane far hyne 
Lord Chattan’s land 


Wy ib 
attour 
sae wyde; — 
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That lord a worthy wight was aye 
When faes his courage seyed : 
Of Pictish race by mother’ r’s syde, 
When Picts ruled Caledon, 
Lord Chattan claimed the princely maid 
- When he saved Pictish crown. 


95 


150 


‘Now, with his fierce and stalwart train, 
: He reached a rising height, 
| 0 |Where — braid encampit on the dale — 
Norse menzie lay in sight: ¢9mmradses 
‘Yonder, my valiant sons and feirs, 
Our raging reeyers wait, 


155 


fobboers 
And > wet her comely cheik 5 . : 
nd first she wet her comely cheiks 105 Qn the unconquered Scottish swaird 
And then her boddice green, DG neh ethical cintet eed 180 
Her silken cords of twirtle twist ay ; 
Tee y +] salwar ahaa i/ ’ . 35 
Weel plet with silver sheen, pr ‘Mak’ orisons to Him that saved 
And apron set with mony a dyce ( Our sauls upon the rood; 
Of needle-wark saw rare, 110 Syne bravely shaw your veins are filled 
W ove by nae hand (as ye may guess) With Caledonian blude.’ 
Save that of Fairly re ee Then furth he drew his trusty glaive,— 165 
. mowr Thile t¢ x6 de ¢ 
~ And he has ridden owre muir and moss, Dd W me Mee es ae ree 
' — Owre hills and mony a glen, eee Lae eg s Bet: ass aa in the sun, 
When he came to a wounded knight 115 See eC an 
a inane ? ney, sea Id To join his king, adown the hill 
i : are « TA arte « r 
“ By ee a eu aataas se he In haste his march he made; 170 
” Withess Tas Hee ea isons Oe Whyle, playand pibrochs, minstrels meet 
To wicked woman’s smyles!? 120 Afore him stately strade. Prom . war 
= AR TOES r Thrice welcome, valiant stoupe of weir, 
: 7 r € 
» f ‘Sir Knight, gin ye were in my bowir, Peg nation’s shield and en de! 
ar To lean on silken seat, WI ne ee pioinas ee ee 175 
7? My lady’s kindly care you’d prove, ,_ When thou art by his syde. 
. Vhen ne'er kenned deidly hate: > 
\ at sae ¥ cea e : ay ine hi 195 When bows were bent and darts were thrawn, 
y! ars ‘ match ye § > day, 20 ns Pang seare i 
or Her maids at deid of nicht; r YY or thrang scarce could nes ins 
And Fairly fair your heart wad cheir oe darts clove af POWs 98 UDC EIet, 
a CP Ae tare The arrows dart the trie. «rT 180 
LL Se ee oe oe Lang did they rage and fight full fierce 
‘Arise, young knight, and mount your With little skaith to man; 
steid ar, But bluidy, bluidy was the field 
Full lowah’S the shynand day: 130 Or that lang day was done! _ y 
Chuse frae my menzie whomi ye please verSry Séldom Eny Xe 
be * I Followers Che King of Scots, that sindle bruiked 185 
To lead ye on the way!’ Th hat le coe 
With smileless look, and visage wan, Dre ee E d re 4° a3 ete Bese 
The wounded knight replied, ‘c : ae eat wie Pane ssamancea 
‘Kind chieftain, your intent pursue, 135 Hen bows se oe 4 
Soe raed Pa atta Quoth noble Rothsay, ‘Myne Vl] keip, — 
For here I maun abyde. Si p 
: I wot it’s bled a score! 190 
‘To me nae after day nor night ‘Haste up, my merry men!’ cryed the King, 
yhd Can e'ir be sweit or fair; As he rade on before. 


The King of Norse he sought to find, 
ai l With him to riténse the fat ah © 
But on his forehead there did light 
é A sharp unsonsie shaft. 
As he his hand put up to find 
The wound, an arrow keen 
(O waefu’ chance!) there pinned his hand, 
In midst between his e’en. 200 


anal! wn eat m4 — tv nic 
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LADY ELIZABETH WARDLAW 535 
‘Revenge, revenge!’ cryed Rothsay’s heir, Sae soon as e’ir he strake a fae, 255 
‘Your mail-coat sall nocht byde Sae soon his hyfe he took. 
eee ere thee heede ’  Whair, lyke a fyre to heather set, 


Another arrow weel he marked, — 205 4 pndet oe igteaae d 
It pierced his neck in twa: Be Se earth ella Oe CRE EECs 


: a , Up towards him did prance: 260 
Sep cai Uo. ae i. er reins, let 7° He spurred his steid through thickest rank, 
2 cart y 


The hardy youth to quell; 
‘Sair bleeds my liege; sair, sair he bleeds!’ | Wha stood unmoved at his approach, 


Again with might he drew, 210 His fury to repell. 
And gesture dreid, his sturdy bow; — ‘That short brown shaft sae meanly 


Fast the braid arrow flew. 
Wae to the knight he ettled at! /m ee 
Lament now, Quene Elgried! 


trimmed 265 
Looks lyke poor Scotland’s gear, 
But dreidful seims the rusty poynt!’ 


| Hie dames, too, wail your darling’s fall, 215 And loud he leugh in jei hed 
ane tech ? ofvs ‘ : £ jelr. Jaughe 
_—His youth and comely mei! b ea ing ‘Aft Britons’ bluid has dimmed its shyne — 
‘Take aff, take aff his costly jupe!’ This poynt cut short their vaunt:’ — 270 
(Of gold weil was it ap a Syne pierced the boaster’s bearded cheik, — 
Knit lyke the fowler’s net — through which Nae time he took to taunt. 
His steilly harness shyned). 220 Short while he in his saddle swang, — 
‘Take Norse that gift frae me and bid His stirrup was ie stay: P 
_Him venge the bluid it beirs. Sae feible hung his unbent knee 275 
‘Say, if he face my bended bow Sure taken he wasfey: -flateed tv die. 
He sure nae weapon feirs!’ Swith on the hardened clay he fell, — 
Proud Norse, with giant body tall, 225 Right far was heard the thud; 
[ Braid shoulders, and arms strong, B yeas eae PORE nEY ere lay 
Cryed, ‘Where is Hardyknute sae famed pt wallering ip, his Daud: a) 
And feired at Britain’s throne? With careless gesture, mynd unmoved, 
The Britons tremble at his name; — On raid he north the plain; — 
I soon shall make him wail 230 He seimt in thrang of fiercest strife 
That e’ir my sword was made sae sharp, When winner, aye the same: 
{_ Sae saft his coat of mail! Nor yet his heart dame’s dimpelit cheik 285 


Could megise saft love to bruik, soften 
Till vengeful Ann returned his scorn, — 
Then languid grew his look. 


That brag his stout heart couldna byde, 
It lent him youthful might: 
[ ‘I’m Hardyknute! — This day,’ he cryed, 235 
‘To Scotland’s king I height ~ peo™ sed In thrawis of death, with wailowit cheik, -faded 


To lay thee low as horse’s hufe: — All panting on the plain 290 
My word I mean to keip!’ The fainting corpse of warriors lay, 
Syne, with the first strake e’ir he strake, Ne’ir to aryse again, — 
He Sprred bis body bleid. 240 yes to return Late land, 
oe a 1 . oe ee, en Nae mair, with blythesome sounds, 
Norse P a lyke gray goschawk’s, stared To boast the glories of the day 295 
Ho eched with shame ‘and spyte: And shaw their shyning wounds. 
‘Disgraced is now my far-famed arm, “On Norway’s coast the widowed dame 
That left thee power to strike!’ — May wash the rocks with tears, 
Then gave his head a blaw sae fell 245 | May lang look owre the shiples seas, 
It made him down to stoup Before hir mate appeirs. 300 
As laigh as he to ladies used Ceise, Emma, ceise to hope in vain, — 
In courtly guise to lout. bow/ Thy lord lyis in the clay: — p 
A fy > alis * “| Ve are Ta 2hrlAu 
Full soon he raised his bent body: : o) iy Pecan nau "Peek er Rats Soe D as 
His bow he marvelled sair; — 250 —> a ai a 
Sen blaws till then on him but darred }urer There, on a lee, whair stands a cross 305 
As touch of Fairly fair. Set up for monument, 


Norse ferliet too, as sair as he, wondered Thousands full fierce that summer’s day 
To see his stately look, — Filled keen war’s black intent. — 


TOhiA 9 


SA shook his body, sair his limbs, 


| And all the warrior fled. 
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Let Scots, while Scots, praise Hardyknute; 
Let Norse the name aye dreid: 310 
Aye how he faught, aft how he spared, 
Sall latest ages reid. — 


Now loud and chill blew westlin’ wind, 
Sair beat the heavy showir, 

Mirk grew the night e’ir Hardyknute 
Wan near his stately tower. qze 
is tower, that used with torches’ Meise 
To shine sae far at night, 

Seimed now as black as mourning weed, — 
Nae marvel sair he sigh’t. 320 


315 


{ ‘There’s nae light in my lady’s bouir, 


There ’s nae light i in my hall; 
Nae blink shynes round my Fair ly fair, 

Nor ward stands on my wall. 
What bodes it? Robert, Thomas, say!’ 325 

Nae answer fits their dreid. 
‘Stand back, my sons, I'll 


be your 
guide . 


\_ But by they passed with speid, 


‘As fast as I’ve sped owre Scotland’s 
LACS es 

There ceist his brag of weir, ceqsee 330 

Sair shamed to my nd aught but his dame 
And maiden Fairly fair. 

Black fear he felt — but what to fear 
He w ist not; yet with dreid 

335 
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Allan Ramsap (1686-1758) ae 


pene beauty, and wit, and virtue in rags, 


MY PEGGY IS A YOUNG THING 


My Peggy is a young thing, y 
Just entered in her teens, fogt 
Fair as the day, and sweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gay; 
My Peggy is a young thing, 
And I’m not very auld, 
Yet well I like to meet her at 


The wauking of the fauld. -f o\¢ 


My Peggy speaks sae sweetly, 
Whene’er we meet alane, 10 
J wish nae mair to lay my care, 
I wish nae mair of a’ that’s rare, 
My Peggy speaks sae sweetly, 
To a’ the lave I’m cauld; 
~ But she gars a’ my spirits glow, 15 
At wauking of the fauld. 
My Peggy smiles sae kindly, 
Whene’er I whisper love, 
That I look down on a’ the town, 
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That I look down upon a crown, 20 
My Peggy smiles sae kindly, 
It makes me blyth and bauld; 
And naething gi’es me sic delight 
As wauking of the fauld. 


My Peggy sings sae saftly, 25 
When on my pipe I play, 
By a’ the rest it 1s confest, 
By a’ the rest that she sings best, 
y Peggy sings sae saftly, 
bite in her sangs are tald 30 
ith innocence the wale of sense, choice 
,_At wauking of the fauld. 
1725 


THE LASS WITH A LUMP OF LAND 


Grr mea lass .with.atump-_of land, 
And_we.for_life shall gang thegither; 
Though daft.or wise Ill never demand, 
Or black or fair it maks na whether. 
I’m aff with wit, and beauty willfade, 5 
And blood alane is no worth a shilling; 
But she that’s rich, her market ’s made, 
_ For ilka charm about her is killing. 


Gie me a lass with a lump of land, 
And in my bosom I’ll hug my treasure; 10 


Prem Gin I had anes her gear in my hand, 
Aut| ta 


Shou’d love turn dowf, it will find pleasure. 
Laugh on wha likes, ut there’s my hand, 
I hate with poortith, though bonny, to 
meddle; 
nless they bring cash, or a lump of land, 15 
They ’se never get me to dance to their 
fiddle. 


There’s meikle good love in bands and bags, 
And siller and gowd’s a sweet complexion; 


Have tint. the art of gaining affection. 20 

Love tips his arrows with woods and parks, 

And castles, and riggs, and moors, and 
meadows; le ba OM a 

And naithing can catch our modern sparks, 

But well-tochered lasses, or jointured 

widows. déwereel PPS e 

1724 


William Hamilton of Bangour 
(1704-1754) 


THE BRAES OF YARROW 


AAO K\ 
A. ‘Busxk' ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny 
bride, 
Busk ye, busk ye, my winsome mar- 
row! 


WILLIAM HAMILTON OF BANGOUR 


Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny 


bride, 
And think nae mair on the braes of 
Yarrow.’ banks 


B.‘ Where got ye that bonny bonny bride, 5 
Where got ye that winsome marrow?’ 
A.|‘I got her where I durst not well be 


seen — 
Pu’ing the birks on the braes of Yar- 


row. 

r Weep not, weep not, my bonny bonny 
bride, 

Weep not, weep not, my winsome mar- 

row; 10 


Nor let thy heart lament to leave 
Pu'ing the birks on the braes of Yar- 


— row!’ 
B. ‘Why does she weep, thy bonny bonny 
bride? 

Why does she weep, thy winsome 

marrow? 
And why dare ye nae mair weel be 
seen 15 
Pu’ing the birks on the braes of Yar- 

row?’ 


mast 

A. ‘Lang maun she weep, lang maun she, 

maun she weep, 

Lang maun she weep with dule and 

Sorrow; 
And lang maun J nae mair weel be seen 
Pu’ing the birks on the braes of Yar- 
Tow: 20 


For she has Sa lover, lover dear — 
Her lover dear, the cause of sorrow; 
And I have slain the comeliest swain 
That e’er pu’d birks on the braes of 
Yarrow! 


Why runs thy stream, O Yarrow, Yar- 
row, reid? 25 
Why on thy braes heard the voice of 
sorrow? 
And why yon melancholious weeds, 
Hung on the bonny birks of Yarrow? 


What’s yonder floats on the rueful, rue- 


ful flood? 
What’s yonder floats? O dule and 
sorrow! 30 


’Tis he, the comely swain I slew 
Upon the duleful braes of Yarrow. 


Wash, O wash his wounds, his wounds in 
tears, 
His wounds in tears of dule and sor- 
row; 


537 


And wrap his limbs in mourning 
weeds, 35 
And lay him on the braes of Yarrow. 


Then we then build, ye sisters, sisters 
sa 
Ye sisters sad, his tomb with sorrow; 
And weep around, in woeful wise, 
His hapless fate on the braes of Yar- 
row. 40 


Curse ye, curse ye his useless, useless 
shield, 
My arm that wrought the deed of sor- 


row 
The fatal spear that pierced his breast — 
His comely breast on the braes of 


Yarrow! 
{ Did I not warn thee, not to, not to 
luve? 45 


And warn from fight? but to my sor- 


row 
Too rashly Id a stronger arm 

Thou mett’st, and fell on the Braes of 
— Yarrow.’ 


C. ‘Sweet smells the birk, green grows, green 


C. 


grows the grass. 


Yellow on Yarrow’s bank the gow- 44/°Y 


an, 50 
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock, 
Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan.’ _| 


go Flows Yarrow sweet as sweet, ag sweet 


flows Tweed, 
As green its grass, its gowan as yel- 
low, 
As sweet smells on its braes the birk, 55 
The apple frae its rock as mellow. __| 


Fair was thy luve, fair, fair indeed thy 
In flow’ry bands thou didst him fet- 


Though he was fair, and weil beluved 
py ome 
Than me he never luved thee better. 60 


Busk ye, then busk, my bonny bonny 
bride, 

Busk ye, busk ye, my winsome mar- 
row, 


Tweed, 
And think nae mair on the Braes of 
Yarrow.’ 


Busk ye, and luve me on the banks of 
| 


‘How can I busk, a bonny bonny 
bride? 65 
How can I busk, a winsome marrow? 


538 


That slew my luve on the Braes of 


nt luve him upon the banks of ‘Tweed, 
Yarrow? 


O Yarrow fields, may never, never rain 
Nor dew thy tender blossoms cover, 70 
For there was basely slain my luve, 
My luve, as he had not been a lover, 


The boy put on his robes, his robes of 
green, 
His purple vest —’t was my ain sew- 
Ing: 
Ah, wretched me! [ little, little knew 75 
He was in these to meet his ruin. 


The boy took out his milk-white, milk- 
white steed, 
Unheedful of my dule and sorrow; 
But ere the to-fall of the night 
He lay a corpse on the braes of Yar- 
row. 80 


f Much I rejoiced that woeful, woeful day; 
I sang — my voice the woods return- 
ing; aa 
But lang ¢ ere night the spear was flown 
That ‘slew my love and left me mourn- 
— ing. 


barbarous 


y What can my barbarous, 
85 


father do 
But with his cruel rage pursue me? 
My lover’s blood is on thy spear; 
How canst thou, barbarous man, then 
~ woo me? 


My happy sisters may be, may be proud; 
With cruel and ungentle scoffin’, 50 
May bid me seek on Yarrow’s braes 
My lover nailéd in his coffin: 


My brother Douglas may upbraid, 
And strive with threatening words to 
move me: — 
My lover’s blood is on thy spear, 95 
How canst thou ever bid me love thee? 


Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of 
Ove; 
With bridal sheets my body cover; 
Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door, 
Let in the expected husband lover. 100 


— 


But who the expected husband, husband 
is? 
His hands, methinks, 
slaughter. 
Ah me! what ghastly spectre’s 
Comes in his pale shroud, 
after? 


are bathed in 


s yon 
bleeding 
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Pale as he is, here lay him, lay him 
down, 105 
O lay his coid head on my pillow; 
vTake aff, take aff, these bridal weids, 
} And crown my careful head with wil- 
Le low. 


Pale though thou art, yet best, yet best 
beluved, 
O could my warmth to life restore 
thee, 110 
Ye’d lye all night between my breists, 
No youth lay ever there before thee. 


Pale, pale indeed, O luvely, luvely 
youth! 
Forgive, forgive so foul a slaughter: 
And lye all night between my breists; 115 
No youth shall ever lye there after.’ 


A.| ‘Return, return, O mournful, mournful 
bride, 
Return, and dry thy useless sorrow: 
Thy luver heeds none of thy sighs, 
He lyes a corps on the Braes of Yar- 
row.’ 120 
1724 


David Mallet (or Malloch) 
(1700?-1765?) ‘ 


WILLIAM AND MARGARET 


”T was at the fearful midnight hour 
When all were fast asleep, 

In glided Margaret’s grimly ghost, 
And stood at William’s feet. 


Her face was like April morn 5 
Clad in a wintry cloud; 

And clay-cold was her lily hand, 
That held her sable shroud. 


So shall the fairest face appear 

When youth and years are flown: 10 
Such is the robe that kings must wear, 

When death has reft their crown. 


Her bloom was like the springing flower, 
That sips the silver dew; 

The rose was budded in her cheek — 15 
Just opening to the view. 


[But love had, like the canker-worm, 
Consumed her early prime: 
"s rose grew pale, and left her cheek — 


She died before her time. 20 


JOHN DYER 


‘Awake!’ she cried, ‘thy true love calls — 
Come from her midnight grave: 

Now let thy pity hear the maid 
Thy love refused to save. 


‘This is the dumb and dreary hour 
When injured ghosts complain, 

And aid the secret fears of night, 
To fright the faithless man. 


Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge and broken oath! 
And give me back my maiden-vow, 
And give me back my troth. 


25 


‘How could you say my face was fair, 
And yet that face forsake? 

How could you win my virgin heart, 
Yet leave that heart to break? 


35 


‘Why did you promise love to me, 
And not that promise keep? 
Why did you swear my eyes were bright — 
Yet leave those eyes to weep? 40 
‘How could you swear my lip was sweet, 
And made the scarlet pale? 
nd why did I, young witless maid! 
Believe the flattering tale? 


or 


‘That face, alas! no more is fair, 4 
These lips no longer red: 

Dark are my eyes, now closed in death, 
And every charm is fled. 


‘The hungry worm my sister is; 
This winding-sheet I wear: 

And cold and weary lasts our night, 
Till that last morn appear. 


‘But hark! the cock has warned me hence — 
A long and late adieu! 

Come see, false man, how low she lies, 
That died for love of you.’ 


55 


5 The lark sung out; the morning smiled, 
And raised her glittering head; 
Pale William quaked in every limb; 
Then raving left his bed. 


He hied him to the fatal place 
Where Margaret’s body lay; 

And stretched him o’er the green-grass turf 
That wrapt her breathless clay. 


60 


And thrice he called on Margaret’s name, 65 
And thrice he wept full sore; 
Then laid his cheek on her cold grave, 
a And word spoke never more! 
1724 
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John Dyer (16992-1758) 


GRONGAR HILL 
muse of Fagnts 
SILENT nymph with curious eye, 
Who, the purple ev’ning, lie 
On the mountain’s lonely van 
Beyond the noise of busy man, 
Painting fair the form of things, 5 
While the yellow linnet sings, 
Or the tuneful nightingale 
Charms the forest with her tale; 
Come with all thy various hues, 
Come, and aid thy sister Muse, 
Now while Pheebus riding high 
Gives lustre to the land and sky! 


Hill invites my song, — 
Draw the landskip bright and strong; 


r Grongar, in whose mossy cells 
Sweetly musing Quiet dwells; 

Grongar, in whose silent shade, 

Tor the modest Muses made, 

So oft I have, the evening still, 

At the fountain of a rill, 

Sate upon a flow’ry bed 

With my hand beneath my head, 

While strayed my eyes o’er Towy’s flood, 

Over mead and over wood, 

From house to house, from hill to hill, 
\r ill Contemplation had her fill. _ 


About his chequered sides Lwind 
And leave his brooks and meads behind, 
And groves and grottoes where I lay, 
And vistas shooting beams of day. 
Wide and wider spreads the vale, 

As circles on a smooth canal; 

The mountains round, unhappy fate, 

Sooner or later, of all height, 

Withdraw their summits from the skies 

And lessen as the others rise: 

Still the prospect wider spreads, 

Adds a thousand woods and meads; 

Still it widens, widens still, 

And sinks the newly-risen hill. 

- Now I gain the mountain’s brow — 

What a landskip lies below! 

No clouds, no vapours intervene, 

But the gay, the open scene 

Does the face of Nature show 

In all the hues of heaven’s bow, 

And, swelling to embrace the light, 
|.Spreads around beneath the sight. 

Old castles on the cliffs arise, 
Proudly -towring in the skies; 
Rushing from the woods, the spires 
Seem from hence ascending fires; 
Half his beams Apollo sheds 
On the yellow mountain-heads, 

Gilds the fleeces of the flocks, 


10 


15 


25 


30 


35 


40 


45 


Or 
on 
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And glitters on the broken rocks, 
Below me trees unnumbered rise, 

Beautiful in various dyes: 

The gloomy pine, the poplar blue, 

The yellow beech, the sable yew, 

The slender fir that taper grows, 


a | 


The sturdy oak with broad-spread boughs. 


And beyond the purple grove, 
(aint of Phyllis, queen of love, 

Gaudy as the op’ning dawn 

Lies a long and level lawn, 

On which a dark hill, steep and high, 

Holds and charms the wand’ring eye; 

Deep are his feet in Towy’s flood, 


His sides are clothed with waving wood, 


And ancient towers crown his brow 
That cast an awful look below, 
Whose ragged walls the ivy creeps 


65 


70 


_¥ 


And with ber.arms from falling keeps — 


So both a safety from the wind 

On mutual dependence find. 

’T is now the raven’s bleak abode; 
’T is now th’ apartment of the toad; 
And there the fox securely feeds; 
And there the pois’nous adder breeds, 
Concealed in ruins, moss, and weeds; 
While, ever and anon, there falls 


Huge heaps of hoary mouldered: walls. 


Yet Time has seen, that lifts the low 
And level lays the lofty brow, 
Has seen this broken pile complete, 
_, Big with the vanity of state; 
But transient is the smile of Fate: 
A little rule, a little sway, 
A sunbeam in a winter’s day, 
Is all the proud and mighty have 
| Between the cradle and the grave. 
And see the rivers, how they run o 


75 


80 


85 
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Where the prospect opens wide, 115 
Where the evening gilds the tide, 

How close and small the hedges lie, 
What streaks of meadows cross the eye! 
A step methinks may pass the stream. 
So little distant.dangers.seem; — 

So we mistake.the.luture’s.face, 

Eyed through Hope’s..deluding_glass, 
As yon summits soft and fair, 

Clad in colours of the air, 

Which to those who journey near 
Barren, brown, and rough appear: 
Still we tread the same coarse way; 
The present’s still a cloudy day. 


120 


125 


130 


135 

And misers gather wealth and care. 
Now, ev’n now, my joys run high, 

As on the mountain-turf I lie; 

While the wanton Zephyr sings, 

And in the vale perfumes his wings; 

While the waters murmur deep; 

While the shepherd charms his sheep; 

While the birds unbounded fly, 

And with music fill the sky; 

Now, ev’n now, my joys run high. 


140 


145 


r Be full, ye courts; be great who will; 
Se 


90 


Through woods and meads, in shade and sun; 


Sometimes swift, sometimes slow, 
Wave succeeding wave, they go 
A various journey to the deep, 
Like human life to endless sleep: 
Thus is Nature’s vesture wrought 
To instruct our wand ring thought; 
Thus she dresses green and gay 
To disperse our cares away. 

- Ever charming, ever new, 

\ When will the landskip tire the view! 
The fountain’s fall, the river’s flow, 
The woody valleys, warm and low, 
The windy summit, wild and high, 
Roughly rushing on the sky, 

The pleasant seat, the ruined tow’r, 
The naked rock, the shady bow’r, 
The town and village, dome and farm, 
Each give each a double charm, 

| As pearls upon an Althiop’s arm. 


See on the mountain’s southern side, 


95 


100 


105 


110 


| Within the groves of Grongar Hill. 


arch for Peace with all your skill: 
Open wide the lofty door, 
Seek her on the marble floor; 
In vain you search, she is not there; 
In vain ye search the domes of care! 
Grass and flowers Quiet treads, 
On the meads and mountain-heads, 
Along with Pleasure, close allied, 
Ever by each other’s side; 
And often, by the murm’ring rill, 
Hears the thrush, while all is still, 


150 
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BR P 
hreot of 


frame (1700-1748) 


SEASONS 
SUMMER 


Now swarms the village o’er the joyful 
mead — Srp . 

The rustic youth, brown with meridian toil, 

Healthful and strong; full as the summer 
rose 

Blown by prevailing suns, the ruddy maid, 


JAMES THOMSON 


Half naked, swelling on the sight, and all 5 

Her kindled graces burning o’er her cheek. 

Even stooping age is here; and infant hands 

anes a long rake, or, with the fragrant 
08 

O’ercharged, amid the kind oppression roll. 

Wide flies the tedded grain; allinarow 10 

Advancing broad, or wheeling round the 
field, 

They spread their breathing harvest to the 


sun, 
That throws refreshful round a rural smell; 
Or, as they rake the green-appearing ground, 
And drive the dusky wave along the mead, 15 
The russet hay-cock rises thick behind 
In order gay: while heard from dale to dale, 


Waking the breeze, resounds the blended: 


voice 
Of happy labour, love, and social glee. 

Or, rushing thence, in one diffusive band 20 
They drive the troubled flocks, by many a dog 
Compelled, to where the mazy-running 

brook 
ange ae deep pool, this bank abrupt and 
And that fair-spreading i in a pebbled shore. 
Urged to the giddy brink, much is the toil, 25 
The clamour much of men and boys and dogs 
Ere the soft, fearful people to the flood 
Commit their woolly sides. And oft the 
swain, 
On some impatient seizing, hurls them in: 
Emboldened then, nor hesitating more, 30 
Fast, fast they plunge amid the flashing 
wave, 
And, panting, labour to the farther shore. 
Repeated this, till deep the well-washed 


fleece 

Has drunk the flood, and from his lively 
haunt 

The trout is banished by the sordid 


stream, 35 
Heavy and dripping, to the breezy brow 
Slow move the harmless race; where, as they 

spread 
Their swelling treasures to the sunny ray, 
Inly disturbed, and wondering what this 

wild 
Outrageous tumult means, their loud com- 

plaints 40 
The country fill; and, tossed from rock to 

rock, 

Incessant bleatings run around the hills. 

At last, of snowy white the gathered flocks 
Are in the wattled pen innumerous pressed, 
Head above head; and, ranged in lusty 

rows, 45 
The shepherds sit, and whet the sounding 

shears. 
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The housewife waits to roll her fleecy stores, 

With all her gay-drest maids attending 
round. 

One, chief, in gracious dignity enthroned, 

Shines o’er the rest, the pastoral queen, and 
rays 50 

Her smiles, sweet-beaming on her shepherd- 


king; 
While the glad circle round them yield their 
souls 
To festive mirth, and wit that knows no gall. 
Meantime, their j joyous task goes on apace: 
Some mingling stir the melted tar, and 


some, 55 
Deep on the new-shorn vagrant’s heaving 
side 


To stamp his master’s cipher ready stand; 

Others the unwilling wether drag along; 

And, glorying in his might, the sturdy boy 

Holds by the twisted horns the indignant 
ram. u2 460 

Behold where bound, and of its robe bereft 

By needy man, that all-depending lord, 

How meek, how patient, the mild creature 
lies! 

What softness in its melancholy face, 

What dumb complaining innocence a 
pears! 

Fear not, ye gentle tribes! ’t is not the knife 

Of horrid slaughter that is o’er you waved; 

No, ’tis the tender swain’s well-guided 
shears, 

Who having now, to pay his annual care, 

Borrowed your fleece, to you a cumbrous 
load, 70 

Will send you bounding to your hills again. 

A simple scene! yet hence Britannia sees 

Her solid grandeur rise: hence she com- 
mands 

The exalted stores of every brighter clime, 

The treasures of the sun without his rage: 75 

Hence, fervent all with culture, toil, and 


arts, 

Wide glows her land: her dreadful thunder 
hence 

Rides o’er the waves sublime, and now, even 
now, 

Impending hangs o’er Gallia’s humbled 
coast; . 

Hence rules the circling deep, and awes the 
world. 


80 
1727 
AUTUMN 
Bur see the fading many-coloured woods, 
Shade deepening over shade, the country 
round 


Imbrown; 
dun, 


a crowded umbrage, dusk and 
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Of every hue from wan declining green 
To sooty dark. These now the lonesome 


muse, 5 
Low-whispering, lead into their leaf-strown 
walks, 


And give the season in its latest view. 

Meantime, light shadowing all, a sober 
calm 

Fleeces unbounded ether; whose least wave 

Stands tremulous, uncertain where to turn 10 

The gentle current; while, illumined wide, 

The dewy-skirted clouds imbibe the sun, 

And through their lucid veil his softened 


force 

Shed o’er the peaceful world. Then is the 
time 

For those whom wisdom and whom nature 
charm 15 

To steal themselves from the degenerate 
crowd, 


And soar above this little scene of things — 

To tread low-thoughted vice beneath their 
feet, 

To soothe the throbbing passions into peace, 

And woo lone Quiet in her silent walks. 20 

Thus solitary, and in pensive guise, 

Oft let me wander o’er the russet mead, 

And through the saddened grove, where 
scarce is heard 

One dying strain to cheer the woodman’s 


toil. 
Haply some widowed songster pours his 
plaint 25 
Far in faint warblings through the tawny 
copse ; 


While congregated thrushes, linnets, larks, 

And each wild throat whose artless strains so 
late 

Swelled all the music of the swarming shades, 

Robbed of their tuneful souls, now shivering 
sit 30 

On the dead tree, a dull despondent flock, 

With not a brightness waving o’er their 
plumes, 

And nought save chattering discord in their 
note. 

Oh, let not, aimed from some inhuman eye, 

The gun the music of the coming year 35 

Destroy, and harmless, unsuspecting harm, 

Lay the weak tribes, a miserable prey, 

In mingled murder fluttering on the ground! 

The pale descending year, yet pleasing 
still, 

A gentler mood inspires; for now the leaf 40 

Incessant rustles from the mournful grove, 

Oft startling such as studious walk below, 

And slowly circles through the waving air. 

But, should a quicker breeze amid the boughs 

Sob, o’er the sky the leafy deluge streams; 45 
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Till, choked and matted with the dreary 
shower, 
The forest-walks, at every rising gale, 
Roll wide the withered waste, and whistle 
bleak. 
Fled is the blasted verdure of the fields; 
And, shrunk into their beds, the flowery 
race 50 
Their sunny robes resign. Even what re- 
mained 
Of bolder fruits falls from the naked tree; 
And — woods, fields, gardens, orchards, all 
around — 
The desolated prospect thrills the soul. 
He comes! he comes! in every breeze the 
Power 55 
Of Philosphic Melancholy comes! 
His near approach the sudden-starting tear, 
The glowing cheek, the mild dejected air, 
The softened feature, and the beating heart, 
Pierced deep with many a virtuous pang, 
declare. 60 
O’er all the soul his sacred influence breathes; 
Inflames imagination; through the breast 
Infuses every tenderness: and far 
Beyond dim earth exalts the swelling 
thought. 
Ten thousand thousand fleet ideas, such 65 
As never mingled with the vulgar dream, 
Crowd fast into the mind’s creative eye. 
As fast the correspondent passions rise, 
As varied, and as high — devotion raised 
To rapture, and divine astonishment; 70 
The love of nature unconfined, and, chief, 
Of human race; the large ambitious wish 
To make them blest; the sigh for suffering 
worth 
Lost in obscurity; the noble scorn 
Of tyrant pride; the fearless great resolve; 75 
The wonder which the dying patriot draws, 
Inspiring glory through remotest time; 
The awakened throb for virtue and for fame; 
The sympathies of love and friendship dear, 
With all the social offspring of the heart. 80 
Oh! bear me then to vast embowering 
shades, 
To twilight groves, and visionary vales, 
To weeping grottoes, and prophetic glooms; 
Where angel forms athwart the solemn dusk, 
Tremendous, sweep, or seem to ee 
along; 
And voices more than human, through the 
void 
Deep-sounding, seize the enthusiastic ear. 
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WINTER 
Tue keener tempests come: and, fuming dun 
From all the livid east or piercing north, 
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Thick clouds ascend, in whose capacious 
womb 

A vapoury deluge lies, to snow congealed. 

Heavy they roll their 'fleecy world along, 5 

And the sky saddens with the gathered 
storm. 

Through the hushed air the whitening 
shower descends, 

At first thin-wavering; till at last the flakes 

Fall broad and wide and fast, dimming the 

= 

With a continual flow. The cherished 
fields 10 

Put on their winter-robe of purest white. 

*T is brightness all; save where the new snow 
melts 

Along the mazy current. Low the woods 

Bow their hoar head; and, ere the languid sun 

Faint from the west emits his evening ray, 15 

Earth's universal face, deep-hid and chill, 

Is one wide dazzling waste, that buries wide 

The works of man. Drooping, the labourer- 


ox 
Stands covered o’er with snow, and then de- 


mands 
The fruit of all his toil. The fowls of 
heaven, 20 


Tamed by the cruel season, crowd around 

The winnowing store, and claim the little 
boon 

Which Providence assigns them. One alone, 

The redbreast, sacred to the household gods, 

Wisely regardful of the embroiling sky, 25 

In joyless fields and thorny thickets leaves 

His shivering mates, and pays to trusted 
man 

His annual visit. Half afraid, he first 

- Against the window beats; then brisk alights 

On the warm hearth; then, hopping o’er the 
floor, 30 

Eyes all ‘the smiling family askance, 

And pecks, and starts, and wonders where 
he is — 

Till, more familiar grown, the table-crumbs 

Attract his slender feet. The foodless wilds 

Pour forth their brown inhabitants. The 
hare, 35 

Though timorous of heart, and hard beset 

By death in various forms, dark snares, and 
dogs, 

And more unpitying men, the garden seeks, 

Urged on by fearless want. The bleating 


kind 
Eye the bleak heaven, and next the glistening 
earth, 40 
With looks of dumb despair; then, sad-dis- 
persed, 


Dig for the withered herb through heaps of 
snow. 
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Now, Cain to your helpless charge be 


Baffle the raging year, and fill their pens 

With food at will; lodge them below oe 
storm, 

And watch them strict: for, from the ik 
lowing east, 

In this dire season, oft the whirlwind’s wing 

Sweeps up the burden of whole wintry plains 

In one wide waft, and o’er the hapless flocks, 

Hid ni the hollow of two neighbouring 

st 

The billowy tempest whelms; 
urged, 

The valley to a shining mountain swells, 

Tipt with a wreath high-curling in the sky. 

As thus the snows arise, and foul and fierce, 

All Winter drives along the darkened air, 55 

In his own loose-revolving fields the swain 

Disastered stands; sees other hills ascend, 

Of unknown joyless brow; and other scenes, 

Of horrid prospect, shag the trackless plain; 

Nor finds the river nor the forest, hid 60 

Beneath the formless wild; but wanders on 

From hill to dale, still more and more 
astray — 

Impatient flouncing through the drifted 
heaps, 

Stung with the thoughts of home: 
thoughts of home 

Rush on his nerves and call their vigour 
forth 

In many a vain attempt. 
soul! 

What oo despair, what horror fills his 


till, cheat 


the 
65 
How sinks his 


hea 

When, Aa the dusky spot which fancy 
feigned 

His tufted cottage rising through the snow, 

He meets the roughness of the middle 
waste, 70 

Far from the track and blest abode of man; 

While round him night resistless closes 
fast, 

And every tempest, howling o’er his head, 

Renders the savage wilderness more wild. 

Then throng the busy shapes into his mind 7 

Of covered pits, unfathomably deep, 

A dire descent! beyond the power of. frost; 

Of faithless bogs; of precipices huge, 

Smoothed up with snow; and (what is land 
unknown, 

What water) of the still unfrozen spring, 80 

In the loose marsh or solitary lake, 

Where the fresh fountain from the bottom 
boils. 

These check his fearful steps; 
sinks 

Beneath the shelter of the shapeless drift, 


and down he 
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Thinking o’er all the bitterness of death, 85 
Mixed with the tender anguish nature shoots 
Through the wrung bosom of the dying 
man — 
His wife, his children, and his friends, un- 
seen. 
In vain for him the officious wife prepares 
The fire fair-blazing and the vestment 
warm; 90 
In vain his little children, peeping out 
Into the mingling storm, demand their sire 
With tears of artless innocence. Alas! 
Nor wife nor children more shall he behold, 
Nor friends, nor sacred home. On every 
nerve 95 
The deadly Winter seizes, shuts up sense, 
And, o’er his inmost vitals creeping cold, 
Lays him along the snows a stiffened corse, 
Stretched out, and bleaching in the northern 
blast. 
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et THE CASTLE OF INDOLENCE 


In lowly dale, fast by a river’s side, 
With woody hill o’er hill encompassed 
round, 
A most enchanting wizard did abide, 
Than whom a fiend more fell is nowhere 
found. 
It was, I ween, a lovely spot of ground; 5 
And there a season atween June and May, 
Half prankt with spring, with summer half 
imbrowned, 
A listless climate made, where, sooth to 
say, 
No living wight could work, ne caréd even 
for play. 


Was nought around but images of rest: 10 

Sleep-soothing groves, and quiet lawns 
between; j 

And flowery beds that slumbrous influence 
kest, 

From poppies breathed; 
pleasant green, 

Where never yet was creeping creature 


and beds of 


seen. 
Meantime unnumbered glittering stream- 
lets played, 15 


And hurléd everywhere their waters sheen, 
That, as they bickered through the sunny 


glade, 
Though restless still themselves, a lulling 
murmur made. 


Joined to the prattle of the purling rills, 
Were heard the lowing herds along the 
vale, 20 


And flocks loud-bleating from the distant 
hills, 

And vacant shepherds piping in the dale: 

And now and then sweet Philomel would 
wail, 

Or stock-doves plain amid the forest deep, 

That drowsy rustled to the sighing gale; 25 

And still a coil the grasshopper did keep: 

Yet all these sounds yblent inclinéd all to 

sleep. 


Full in the passage of the vale, above, 
A sable, silent, solemn forest stood; 
Where nought but shadowy forms were 
seen to move, 30 
As Idless fancied in her dreaming mood. 
And up the hills, on either side, a wood 
Of blackening pines, ay waving ‘to and fro, 
Sent forth a sleepy horror through the 


blood; 
And where this valley winded out, 
below, 35 


The murmuring main was heard, and 
scarcely heard, to flow. 


A pleasing land of drowsyhed it was: 

Of dreams that wave before the half-shut 
eye: 

And of gay castles in the clouds that pass, 

Forever flushing round a summer sky: 40 

There eke the soft delights, that witchingly 

Instil a wanton sweetness through the 


breast, 
And the calm pleasures always hovered 
nigh; 
But whate’er smacked of noyance, or un- 
rest, 
Was far far off expelled from this delicious 
nest. 45 


The landskip such, inspiring perfect ease; 
Where Indolence (for so the wizard hight) 
Close-hid his castle mid embowering trees, 
That half shut out the beams of Phoebus 


bright, 
And Hae a kind of checkered day and 
night. 50 


Meanwhile, unceasing at the massy gate, 
Beneath a spacious palm, the wicked wight 
Was placed; and, to his lute, of cruel fate 
And labour harsh complained, lamenting 
man’s estate. 


The doors, that knew no shrill alarming 
bell, 55 

Ne curséd knocker plied by villain’s hand, 

Self-opened into halls, where, who can 
tell 

What elegance and grandeur wide expand 
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The pride of Turkey and of Persia land? 
Soft quilts on quilts, on carpets carpets 

spread, 60 
And couches stretched around in seemly 


band; 
And endless pillows rise to prop the head; 
So that each spacious room was one full- 
swelling " 


And everywhere huge covered tables 
ood, 


st 
With wines high-flavoured and rich v ae 
crowned; 
Whatever sprightly juice or tasteful bet 
On the green bosom of this Earth are 
found, 
And all old Ocean genders in his round — 
Some hand unseen these silently dis- 
played, 
reer Seaind by a sign or sound; 70 
You need but wish, and, instantly obeyed, 
Fair ranged the dishes rose, and thick the 
glasses played. 


Here freedom reigned without the least 
alloy; 

Nor gossip’s tale, nor ancient maiden’s gall, 

Nor saintly spleen durst murmur at our 
joy 75 

And with envenomed tongue our pleas- 
sures pall. 

For why? there was but one great rule for 


all; 
To _ neg each should work his own de- 


And vod drink, study, sleep, as it may fall, 
Or melt the time in love, or wake the 

lyre, 80 
And carol ’ what, unbid, the Muses might 
inspire. 


The rooms with costly tapestry were hung, 
Where was inwoven many a gentle tale, 
Such as of old the rural poets sung 
Or of Arcadian or Sicilian vale: 85 
Reclining lovers, in the lonely dale, 
Poured forth at large the sweetly tortured 
heart; 
Or, looking tender passion, swelled the 


gale, 
And taught charmed echo to resound their 


smart; 
While flocks, woods, streams around, re- 
pose and peace impart. 90 


Those pleased the most, where, by a cun- 
ning hand, 

Depeinten was the patriarchal age; 

What time Dan Abraham left the Chaldee 
land, 


545 
And pastured on from verdant stage to 


stage, 
Where fields and fountains fresh could best 
engage. 95 
Toil was not then. Of nothing took they 


eed, 
But with wild beasts the sylvan war to 
wage, 
And o’er vast plains their herds and flocks 
to feed: 


Blest sons of nature they! true golden age 


indeed! 


Sometimes the pencil, in cool airy halls, 100 
Bade the gay bloom of vernal landskips 


rise, 

Or Autumn’s varied shades imbrown the 
walls: 

Now the black tempest strikes the 


astonished eyes; 
Now down the steep the flashing torrent 


es; 
The trembling sun now plays o’er ocean 


blue, ; 105 
And now rude mountains frown amid the 
skies; 


Whate’er Lorraine light-touched with 
softening hue, 


Or savage Rosa dashed, or learnéd Poussin 


drew. 


Each sound too here to languishment 


inclined, 
Lulled the ‘weak bosom, and inducéd 
ease. 110 


Aéreal music in the warbling wind, 

At distance rising oft, by small degrees, 

Nearer and nearer came, till o’er the trees 

It hung, and breathed such soul-dissolving 
airs 

As did, alas! with soft perdition please: 115 

Intangled deep in its enchanting snares, 


The listening heart forgot all duties and all 


cares. 


A certain music, never known before, 

Here soothed the pensive melancholy 
mind; 

Full easily obtained. Behoves no 

more, 120 

But sidelong to the gently-waving wind 

To lay the well-tuned instrument reclined; 

From which, with airy flying fingers light, 

Beyond each mortal touch the most re- 
fined, 

The god of winds drew sounds of deep 
delight: 125 


Whence, with just cause, The Harp of Aolus 


it hight. 


Z 
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Ah me! what hand can touch the string 
so fine? 

Who up the lofty diapason roll 

Such sweet, such sad, such solemn airs 


divine, 
Then let them down again into the 
soul? 130 
Now rising love they fanned; now pleas- 
ing dole 


They breathed, in tender musings, through 
the heart; 

And now a graver sacred strain they stole, 

As when seraphic hands an hymn impart: 


Wild warbling Nature all, above the reach of 


Art! 135 


Such the gay splendour, the luxurious 
state 

Of Caliphs old, who on the Tigris’ shore, 

In mighty Bagdat, populous and great, 

Held their bright court, where was of 
ladies store; 

And verse, love, music still the garland 
wore: 140 

When sleep was coy, the bard in waiting 
there 

Cheered the lone midnight with the muse’s 
lore; 

Composing music bade his dreams be fair, 


And music lent new gladness to the morning 


air. 


Near the pavilions where we slept, still 
ran 145 

Soft-tinkling streams, and dashing waters 
fell, 

And sobbing breezes sighed, and oft began 

(So worked the wizard) wintry storms to 


swell, 

As heaven and earth they would together 
mell: 

At doors and windows, threatening, 


seemed to call 150 
The demons of the tempest, growling fell; 
Yet the least entrance found they none 
at all; 


Whence sweeter grew our sleep, secure in 


massy hall. 
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William Shenstone (1714-1763) 
THE SCHOOLMISTRESS 


Au me! full sorely is my heart forlorn, 

To think how modest worth neglected lies; 

While partial fame doth with her blasts 
adorn 
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Such deeds alone, as pride and pomp dis- 
guise; 

Deeds of ill sort, and mischievous ve 
prize! 

Lend me thy clarion, goddess! let me tr 7 

To sound the praise of merit, ere it dies; 

Such as I oft have chaunced to espy, 


Lost in the dreary shades of dull obscurity. 


In every village marked with little spire, 10 
Embowered in trees, and hardly known to 


fame 

There dwells, in ae shed, and mean 
attire, 

A matron old, whom we schoolmistress 
name 

Who pence unruly brats with birch to 
tame; 

They erieven sore, in piteous durance 
pent, 15 

red by the power of this relentless 
dame; 


And oft-times, on vagaries idly bent, 


For unkempt hair, or talk unconned, are 


sorely shent. 


And all in sight doth rise a birchen tree, 

Which learning near her little dome did 
stowe; 20 

Whilom a twig of small regard to see, 

Though now so wide its waving branches 
flow; 

And work the simple vassals mickle woe; 

For not a wind might curl the leaves that 
blew, 

But their limbs shuddered, and their pulse 
beat low; 25 

And, as they looked, they found their 
horror grew, 


And shaped it into rods, and tingled at the 


view. 


So have I seen (who has not, may con- 
ceive) 

A lifeless phantom near a garden placed; 

So doth it wanton birds of peace be- 
reave, 30 

Of sport, of song, of pleasure, of repast; 

They start, they stare, they wheel, they 
look aghast: 

Sad servitude! such comfortless annoy 

May no bold Briton’s riper age e’er taste! 

Ne superstition clog his dance of joy, 35 


Ne vision empty, vain, his native bliss de- 


stroy. 


Near to this dome is found a patch so 
green, 
On which the tribe their gambols do dis- 


play; 


- 
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And at the door imprisoning board is 
seen, 

Lest weakly wights of smaller size should 
stray; 40 

Eager, perdie, to bask in sunny day! 

The noises intermixed, which thence re- 
sound, 

Do learning’s little tenement betray: 

Where sits the dame, disguised in look 
profound, 


And eyes her fairy throng, and turns her 


wheel around. 45 


Her cap, far whiter than the driven snow, 

Emblem right meet of decency does yield: 

Her apron dyed in grain, as blue, I 
trow, 

As is the hare-bell that adorns the field: 

And in her hand, for scepter, she does 
wield ; 50 

Tway birchen sprays; with anxious fear 
entwined, 

With dark distrust, and sad repentance 
filled; 

And steadfast hate, and sharp affliction 
joined 


And fury uncontrolled, and chastisement un- 


Few have but kenned, in semblance meet 
portrayed, 55 

The childish: faces, of old Eol’s train; 

Libs, Notus, Auster: these in frowns ar- 
rayed, 

ae oe would fare on earth, or sky, 


Were ee stern god to give his slaves the 


rein? 

And were not she rebellious breasts to 
quell, 60 

And were not she her statutes to main- 
tain, 

The cot no more, I ween, were deemed the 
cell, 


Where comely peace of mind, and decent 


order dwell. ; 


A russet stole was o’er her shoulders 
thrown; 

A russet kirtle fenced the nipping air; 65 

’T was simple russet, but it was her own; 

’T was her own country bred the flock so 


fair; 

’T was her own labour did the fleece pre- 
pare; 

And, sooth to say, her pupils ranged 
around, 

Through pious awe, did term it passing 
rare; 70 


For they in gaping wonderment abound, 


And think, no doubt, she been the greatest 


wight on ground. 


Albeit ne flattery did corrupt her truth, 

Ne pompous title did debauch her ear; 

Goody, good-woman, gossip, n’aunt, for- 
sooth, 75 

Or dame, the sole additions she did hear; 

Yet these she challenged, these she held 
right dear: 

Ne would esteem him act as mought be- 


hove, 

Who should not honored eld with these 
revere: 

For never title yet so mean could prove, 80 


But there was eke a mind which did that 


title love. 


One ancient hen she took delight to feed, 
The plodding pattern of the busy dame; 

Which, ever and anon, impelled by need, 
ae) ea school, begirt with chickens, 


85 
auth: eivaut did her past deportment 
claim; 
And, if neglect had lavished on the 
‘ground 
Fragment of bread, she would collect the 
same; 
For well she knew, and quaintly could ex- 
pound, 


What sin it were to waste the smallest crumb 


she found. 90 


Herbs too she knew, and well of each could 
speak 

That in her garden sipped the silvery dew; 

Where no vain flower disclosed a gaudy 
streak, 

But herbs for use and physic, not-a few, 

Of gray renown, within those borders 
grew: 95 

The tufted basil, pun-provoking thyme, 

Fresh balm, and marigold of cheerful hue; 

The lowly gill, that never dares to climb; 


And more I fain would sing, disdaining here 


to rhyme. 


Yet euphrasy may not be left unsung, 100 
That gives him dim eyes to wander leagues 
around; 


And pungent radish, biting infant’s 
tongue; 

And plantain ribbed, that heals the reap- 
er’s wound; 


And marjoram sweet, in shepherd’s 
posie found; 

And lavender, whose spikes of azure 
bloom 105 


Shall be, ere-while, in arid bundles bound, 
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To lurk amidst the labours of her loom, 
And crown her kerchiefs clean, with mickle 
rare perfume. 


And here trim rosmarine, that whilom 


crowned 
The daintiest garden of the proudest 
peer; 110 


Ere, driven from its envied site, it found 

A sacred shelter for its branches here; 

Where edged with goid its glittering skirts 
appear. 

Oh wassel days! O customs meet and well! 

Ere this was banished from its lofty 
sphere: 115 

Simplicity then sought this humble cell, 


Nor ever would she more with thane and 


lordling dwell. 


Here oft the dame, on Sabbath’s decent 
eve, 
Hymneéd such psalms as Sternhold forth 
did mete, 
If winter ’t were, she to her hearth did 
cleave; 120 
But in her garden found a summer seat: 
Sweet melody! to hear her then repeat 
How Israel’s sons, beneath a foreign king, 
While taunting foemen did a song entreat, 
All, for the nonce, untuning every 
string, 125 
Uphung their useless lyres — small heart had 
they to sing. 


For she was just, and friend to virtuous 
lore, ; ; 
And passed much time in truly virtuous 


eed; 

And, in those elfins’ ears, would oft de- 
plore 

The times, when truth by popish rage did 
bleed; 130 

And tort’rous death was true devotion’s 
meed; 

And simple faith in iron chains did mourn, 

That nould on wooden image place her 
creed; 

And lawny saints in smouldering flames 
did burn: 

Ah! dearest Lord, forefend thilk days should 

e’er return. 135 


In elbow chair, like that of Scottish stem 

By the sharp tooth of cankering eld de- 
faced, 

In which, when he receives his diadem, 

Our sovereign prince and liefest liege is 


placed, 
The matron sate; and some with rank she 
graced, 140 
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(The source of children’s and of courtier’s 


pride!) 
Redressed affronts, for vile affronts there 
passed; 
And warned them not the fretful to de- 
ride, 
But love each other dear, whatever them 
betide. 
Right well she knew each temper to de- 
Sscry; 146 
To thwart the proud, and the submiss to 
raise; 


Some with vile copper prize exalt on high, 
And some entice with pittance small of 


praise; 
And other some with baleful sprig she 
fra ree 
ays: 
Ev’n absent, she the reins of power doth 
hold, 150 


While with quaint arts the giddy crowd 
she sways; 

Forewarned, if little bird their pranks be- 
hold, 


?T will whisper in her ear, and all the scene 


unfold. 
Lo now with state she utters the com- 
mand! 
Eftsoons the urchins to their tasks re- 
pair; 155 
Their books of stature small they take in 
hand 


. 4 * D 
Which with pellucid horn securéd are; 
So save from finger wet the letters fair: 
The work so gay, that on their back is 


seen, 

St. George’s high achievements does 
declare; 160 

On which thilk wight that has y-gazing 
been, 


Kens the forth-coming rod, unpleasing sight, 


I ween! 


Ah luckless he, and born beneath the beam 
Of evil star! it irks me whilst I write! 
As erst the bard by Miulla’s silver 
stream, 165 
Oft, as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 
Sighed as he sung, and did in tears indite. 
For brandishing the rod, she doth begin 
To loose the brogues, the stripling’s late 


delight! ; 
And down they drop; appears his dainty 
skin, 170 


Fair as the furry coat of whitest ermilin. 


O ruthful scene! when from a nook obscure, 
His little sister doth his peril see; 
All playful as she sate, she grows demure; 
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She _ full soon her wonted spirits 
175 
Say uamslthhce- a ir atpenitivebte tiins'trow: 
Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny, 
(If gentle peren could with dames agree) 
To her sad grief that swells in either eye, 
And Pita her so that all for pity she ‘io 


No longer can she now her shrieks com- 
mand; 
And hardly she forbears, through awful 


ear, 
To rushen forth, and, with presumptuous 


To stay harsh justice in its mid career. 

On thee she calls, on thee her os 
dear! 

(Ah! too remote to ward the a 
blow!) 

She sees no kind domestic visage near, 

And soon a flood of tears begins to flow; 

And gives a loose at last to unavailing woe. 


But ah! what pen his piteous plight ne 
trace? 

Or what device his loud laments Seninin? 

The form uncouth of his diguiséd face? 

The pallid hue that dyes his looks amain? 

The plenteous shower that does his cheek 


istain? 
When Ee in abject wise, implores the 
195 
Ne hopeth aught of sweet reprieve to 
gain; 


Or when from high she levels well her aim, 
And, through the thatch, his cries each fall: 
ing stroke proclaim. 


The other tribe, aghast, with sore dis- 


may, 

Attend, and conn their tasks with mickle 
care: 200 

By turns, astonied, every twig survey, 

And, from their fellow’s hateful wounds, 
beware; 

Knowing, I ‘wist, how each the same may 
share; 

Till oe has taught them a performance 


And to" Mis well-known chest the dame 


repair; 205 
Whence oft with sugared cates she doth 
"em greet, 


And ginger-bread y-rare; now, certes, 


doubly sweet! 
See to their seats they hye with merry 


glee, 
And in beseemly order sitten there; 


All but the wight of bum y-galléd, he 210 
Abhorreth bench and stool, and form, 


and chair; 
This hand in mouth y-fixed, that rends his 


alr; 
And eke with snubs profound, and heaving 
breast, 
Convulsions intermitting! does declare 
His grievous wrong; his dame’s unjust 
behest: 215 


And scorns her offered love, and shuns to be 


caressed 


His face besprent with liquid crystal] 
shines, 
His blooming face that seems a purple 


flower, 
Which low to earth its drooping head de- 


clines, 
All smeared and sullied by a _ vernal 
shower. 220 


O the hard bosoms of despotic power! 

All, all, but she the author of his shame, 

All, all, but she, regret this mournful hour: 

Yet hence the youth, and hence the 
flower, shall claim, 


If so I deem aright, transcending worth and 


fame. 225 


Behind some door, in melancholy thought, 
Mindless of food, he, dreary caitiff! pines; 
Ne for his fellow’s joyaunce careth aught, 
But to the wind all merriment resigns; 
And deems it shame, if he to peace in- 
clines; 230 
And many a sullen look askanee is sent, 
Which for his dame’s annoyance he de- 
signs; 
And oT ‘the more to pleasure him she’s 
ent 


The more doth he, perverse, her haviour 


past resent. 

Ah me! how much I fear lest pride it 
be! 235 

But if that pride it be, which thus in- 
spires, 

Beware, ye dames, with nice discernment 
see, 

Ye quench not too the sparks of nobler 
fires: 

Ah! better far than all the muses’ lyres, 


All coward arts, is valour’s et 
heat; 

The firm fixed breast which fit and right 
requires, 

Like Vernon’s patriot soul; more justly 
great 


Than craft that pimps for ill, or flowery false 


deceit. 
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Yet nursed with skill, what dazzling fruits 


appear! 
Even now sagacious foresight points to 
show 245 


A little bench of heedless bishops here, 

And there a chancellor in embryo, 

Or bard sublime, if bard may e’er be so, 

As Milton, Shakespeare, names that ne’er 
shall die! 

Though now he crawl along the ground so 
low, 250 

Nor weeting how the muse should soar on 
high, 

Wisheth, poor starveling elf! his paper-kite 

may fly. 


And this perhaps, who, censuring the de- 
sign, 

Low lays the house which that of cards 
doth build, 

Shall Dennis be! if rigid fates incline, 255 

And many an epic to his rage shall yield; 

And many a poet quit the Aonian field; 

And, soured by age, profound he shall ap- 


pear, 
As he who now with ’sdainful fury 
thrilled 
Surveys mine work; and levels many a 


sneer, 260 
And furls his wrinkly front, and cries, ‘What 
stuff is here?’ 


But now Dan Phoebus gains the middle 
sky, 

And liberty unbars her prison-door; 

And like a rushing torrent out they fly, 

And now the grassy cirque han covered 


o’er 265 
With boistrous revel-rout and wild up- 
roar; 


A thousand ways in wanton rings they run, 

Heaven shield their short-lived pastimes, 
I implore! 

For well may freedom, erst so dearly 


won, 
Appear to British elf more gladsome than 
the sun. 270 
Enjoy, poor imps! enjoy your sportive 
trade; 
And chase gay flies, and cull the fairest 
flowers; 
For when my bones in grass-green sods are 
laid; 
For never may ye taste more careless 
hours 


In knightly castles, or in ladies’ bowers. 275 

O vain to seek delight in earthly thing! 

But most in courts where proud ambition 
towers; 


own, 
Rendering through Britain’s isle Salopia’s 


Deluded wight! who weens fair peace can 
spring 


Beneath the pompous dome of kesar or of 


king. 


. See in each sprite some various bent ap- 


pear! 280 
These rudely carol most incondite lay; 
Those sauntering on the green, with 

_ jocund leer 
Salute the stranger passing on his way; 
Some builden fragile tenements of clay; 
Some to the standing lake their courses 


bend, 285 
With pebbles smooth at duck and drake 
to play; 
Thilk to the huxter’s savory cottage tend, 


In pastry kings and queens the allotted mite 


to spend. 
Here, as each season yields a different 

store, 
Each season’s stores in order rangéd 
been; 290 


Apples with cabbage-net y-covered o’er, 

Galling full sore the unmoneyed wight, are 
seen; 

And goose-b’rie clad in livery red or green; 

And here of lovely dye, the catharine 


_ pear, . 
Fine pear! as lovely for thy Juice, I 
ween: 295 


O may no wight e’er pennyless come there, 


Lest smit with ardent love he pine with hope- 


less care! 


See! cherries here, ere cherries yet abound, 
With thread so white in tempting posies 
tied, 
Scattering like blooming maid _ their 
glances round, 300 
With pampered look draw little eyes aside; 
And must be bought, though penury be- 
tide. 
The plumb all azure and the nut all 
brown, 
And here each season do those cakes 
abide. 
Whose honoured names the inventive city 
305 


praises known. 


Admired Salopia! that with venial pride 
Eyes her bright form in Severn’s ambient 


wave, 

Famed for her loyal cares in perils 
tried, 

Her daughters lovely, and her striplings 
brave: 310 
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Ah! midst the rest, may flowers adorn his 


grave, 

Whose art did first these dulcet cates dis- 
play! 

A motive fair to learning’s imps he gave, 

Who cheerless o’er her darkling region 


stray; 
Till reason’s morn arise, and light them on 
their way. 315 
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HOPE 
My banks they are furnished with bees, 


Whose murmur invites one to sleep; 
My grottos are shaded with trees, 
And my hills are white-over with sheep. 
I seldom have met with a loss, 5 
Such health do my fountains bestow; 
My fountains all bordered with moss, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


Not a pine in my grove is there seen, 
But with tendrils of woodbine is bound: 10 
Not a beech’s more beautiful green, 
But a sweet-briar entwines it around. - 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 
More charms than my cattle unfold: 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 15 
But it glitters with fishes of gold. 


One would think she might like to retire 
To the bower I have laboured to rear; 
Not a shrub that I heard her admire, 
But I hasted and planted it there. 20 
O how sudden the jessamine strove 
With the lilac to render it gay! 
Already it calls for my love, 
To prune the wild branches away. 


From im” plains, from the woodlands and 
ves, 25 

What Sion of wild melody flow! 

How the nightingales warble their loves 
From thickets of roses that blow! 

And when her bright form shall appear, 
Each bird shall harmoniously join 30 

In a concert so soft and so clear, 
As — she may not be fond to resign. 


I have found out a gift for my fair; 
I have found where the wood-pigeons 
breed: 
But let me that plunder forbear, 35 
She will say ’t was a barbarous deed. 
For he ne’er could be true, she averred, 
Who would rob a poor bird of its young: 
And I loved her the more, when I heard 
Such tenderness fall from her tongue. 40 
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I have heard her with sweetness unfold 
How that pity was due to — a dove: 

That it ever attended the bold, 
And she called it the sister of love. 

But her words such a pleasure convey, 45 
So much I her accents adore, 

Let her speak, and whatever she say, 
Methinks I should love her the more. 


Can a bosom so gentle remain 
Unmoved, when her Corydon sighs? 50 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 
These plains and this valley despise? 
Dear regions of silence and shade! 
Soft scenes of contentment and ease! 
Where I could have pleasingly strayed, 55 
If aught, in her absence, could please. 


But where does my Phyllida stray? 

And where are her grots and her bowers? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the shepherds as gentle as ours? 60 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the face of the valleys as fine; 
The swains may in manners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine. 
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Edward Poung (1683-1765) 


THE COMPLAINT, OR NIGHT 
THOUGHTS ON LIFE, DEATH, 
AND IMMORTALITY 


leamrrte ef 4 


“NIGHT I 
TrrEp Nature’s sweet restorer, balmy sleep! 
He, like the world, his ready visit pays 
Where fortune smiles; the wretched he for- 
sakes; 
Swift on his dow ny pinion flies from woe, 
And lights on lids unsullied with a tear. 5 
From short (as usual) and disturbed re- 
pose, 
I wake: how happy they, who wake no more! 
Yet that were vain, if dreams infest the 
grave. 
I wake, emerging from a sea of dreams 
Tumultuous; where my wrecked desponding 


thought, 10 


From wave to wave of fancied misery, 
At random drove, her helm of reason lost. 
Though now restored, ’t is only change of 


pain, 

(A bitter change!) severer for severe. 

The day too short for my distress; and 
night, 15 

Even in the zenith of her dark domain, 


; ff 
ett? if PE 
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Is sunshine to the colour of my fate. 
Night, sable goddess! from her ebon 
throne, 
In rayless majesty, now stretches forth 
Her leaden scepter o’er a_ slumbering 


world. 20 
Silence, how dead! and darkness, how pro- 
found! 


Nor eye, nor list’ning ear, an object finds; 
Creation sleeps. ”T is as the general pulse 
Of life stood still, and nature made a pause; 
An awful pause! prophetic of her end. —.25 
And let her prophecy be soon fulfilled; 
Fate! drop the curtain; I can lose no more. 
Silence and darkness! solemn sisters! twins 
From ancient night, who nurse the tender 
thought 
To reason, and on reason build resolve, 
(That column of true majesty in man) 
Assist me: I will thank you in the grave; 
The grave, your kingdom: there this frame 
shall fall 
A victim sacred to your dreary shrine, 
But what are ye? — 

Thou who didst put to flight 
Primeval silence, when the morning stars, 
Exuiting, shouted o’er the rising ball; 
O Thou, whose word from solid darkness 


30 


35 


struck 

That spark, the sun; strike wisdom from 
my soul; 

My soul, which flies to Thee, her trust, her 
treasure, 40 


As misers to their gold, while others rest. 
Through this opaque of nature, and of 
soul, 
This double night, transmit one pitying ray, 
To lighten, and to cheer. O lead my mind, 
(A mind that fain would wander from its 
woe) 45 
Lead it through various scenes of life and 
death; 
And from each scene, the noblest truths in- 
spire 
Nor less inspire my conduct, than my song; 
Teach my best reason, reason; my best will 
Teach rectitude; and fix my firm resolve 50 
Wisdom to wed, and pay her long arrear: 
Nor let the vial of thy vengeance, poured 
On this devoted head, be poured in vain. 
The bell strikes one. We take no note of 
time 
But from its loss. To give it then a tongue 55 
Is wise in man. As if an angel spoke, 
I feel the solemn sound. If heard aright, 
It is the knell of my departed hours: 
Where are they? With the years beyond 
the flood. 


It is the signal that demands dispatch: 60 
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How much is to be done? My hopes and 
fears 

Start up alarmed, and o’er life’s narrow verge 

Look down. — On what? a fathomless abyss; 

A dread eternity! how surely mine! 

And can eternity belong to me, 65 

Poor pensioner on the bounties of an hour? 
How poor, how rich, how abject, how 

august, 
How complicate, how wonderful, is man! 
How passing wonder He, who made him 


such! 
Who centered in our make such strange ex- 
tremes! 70 


From diffrent natures marvellously mixt, 

Connexion exquisite of distant worlds! 

Distinguished link in being’s endless chain! 

Midway from nothing to the deity! 

A beam ethereal, sullied, and absorpt! 75 

Though sullied and dishonoured, still di- 
vine! 

Dim miniature of greatness absolute! 

An heir of glory! a frail child of dust! 

Helpless immortal! insect infinite! 

A worm! a god! — I tremble at myself, 80 

And in myself am lost! at home a stranger, 

Thought wanders up and down, surprised, 
aghast, 

And wond’ring at her own: 
reels! 

O what a miracle to man is man, 

Triumphantly distressed! what joy, what 
dread! 85 

Alternately transported, and alarmed ! 

What can preserve my life? or what destroy? 

An angel’s arm can’t snatch me from the 
erave; 

Legions of angels can’t confine me there. 

*Tis past conjecture; all things rise in 


how reason 


proof: 90 
While o’er my limbs sleep’s soft dominion 
spread: 
What though my soul fantastic measures 
trod 


O’er fairy fields; or mourned along the gloom 

Of pathless woods; or down the craggy steep 

Hurled headlong, swam with pain the 
mantled pool; 95 

Or scaled the cliff; or danced on hollow 
winds, 

With antic shapes, wild natives of the brain? 

Her ceaseless flight, though devious, speaks 

her nature 

Of subtler essence than the trodden clod; 

Active, aérial, towering, unconfined, 100 

Unfettered with her gross companion’s fall. 

Even silent night proclaims my soul im- 
mortal: 

Even silent night proclaims eternal day. 
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For human weal, heaven husbands all 
events; 

Dull sleep instructs, nor sport vain dreams 
in vain. 105 

ome then their loss deplore, that are not 

ost 


Why wanders wretched thought their tombs 
around, 
In infidel distress? Are angels there? 
Slumbers, raked up in dust, ethereal fire? 
They live! they greatly live a life on 
earth 110 
Unkindled, unconceived; and from an eye 
Of tenderness let heavenly pity fall 
On me, more justly numbered with the dead. 
This is the desert, this the solitude: 
How populous, how vital, is the grave! 115 
This is creation’s melancholy vault, 
The vale funereal, the sad cypress gloom; 
The land of apparitions, empty shades! 
All, all on earth is shadow, all beyond 
Is substance; the reverse is folly’s creed: 120 
How solid all, where change shall be no 
more! 

This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 
The twilight of our day, the vestibule; 
Life’s theater as yet is shut, and death, 
Strong death, alone can heave the massy 

bar, 125 
This gross impediment of clay remove, 
And make us embryos of existence free. 
From real life, but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 

The future embryo, slumbering in his 

sire. 130 
Embryos we must be, till we burst the shell, 
Yon ambient azure shell, and spring to life, 
The life of gods, O transport! and of man. 

Yet man, fool man! here buries all his 

thoughts; 
Inters celestial hopes without one sigh, 135 
Prisoner of earth, and pent beneath the 
moon, 
Here pinions all his wishes; winged by 
heaven 
To fly at infinite; and reach it there, 
Where seraphs gather immortality, 
On life’s fair tree, fast by the throne of 

God. 140 
What golden joys ambrosial clustering glow, 
In his full beam, and ripen for the just, 
Where momentary ages are no more! 
Where time, and pain, and chance, and death 

expire! 
And is it in the flight of threescore years, 145 
To push eternity from human thought, 
And smother souls immortal in the dust? 
A soul immortal, spending all her fires, 
Wasting her strength in strenuous idleness, 


553 
Thrown into tumult, raptured, or 
alarmed, 150 


At aught this scene can threaten or indulge, 

Resembles ocean into tempest wrought, 

To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 
Where falls this censure? it o’erwhelms 


myself ; 
How was my heart incrusted by the 
world! 155 


O how self-fettered was my groveling soul! 

How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and 
round 

In silken thought, which reptile Faney 


spun 
Till cianiectiol Reason lay quite clouded o’er 
With soft conceit of endless comfort here, 160 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the 
skies! 


Night-visions may befriend, (as sung 
above): 
Our waking dreams are fatal. How I 
dreamt 
Of things impossible! (Could sleep do 
more?) 


Of joys perpetual in perpetual change! 165 

Of stable pleasures on the tossing wave! 

Eternal sunshine in the storms of life! 

How richly were my noon-tide trances hung 

With gorgeous tapestries of pictured joys! 

Joy behind joy, in endless perspective! 170 

Till at Death’s toll, whose restless iron 
tongue 

Calls daily for his millions at a meal, 

Startling I woke, and found myself undone. 

Where now my frenzy’s pompous furniture? 

The cobwebbed cottage, with its ragged 
wall 175 

Of mouldering mud, is royalty to me! 

The spider’s most attenuated thread 

Is cord, is cable, to man’s tender tie 

On earthly bliss; it breaks at every breeze. 

O ye blest scenes of permanent delight! 180 

Full above measure! lasting, beyond bound! 

A perpetuity of bliss is bliss. 

Could you, so rich in rapture, fear an end, 

That ghastly thought would drink up all 
your joy, 

And quite unparadise the realms of light. 185 

Safe are you lodged above these rolling 
spheres; 

The baleful influence of whose giddy dance 

Sheds sad vicissitude on all beneath. 

Here teems with revolutions every hour; 

And rarely for the better; or the best, 190 

More mortal than the common births of 
Fate. 

Each Moment has its sickle, emulous 

Of Time’s enormous scythe, whose ample 
sweep 
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Strikes empires from the root; each Moment 
plays 

His little weapon in the narrower sphere 195 

Of sweet domestic comfort, and cuts down 

The fairest bloom of sublunary bliss. 

Bliss! sublunary bliss! — proud words, 
and vain! 

Implicit treason to divine decree! 

A bold invasion of the rights of Heaven! 200 

I clasped the phantoms, and I found them 
alr. 

O had I weighed it ere my fond embrace! 

What darts of agony had missed my heart! 

Death! great proprietor of all! ’tis thine 

To tread out empire, and to quench the 
stars. 205 

The sun himself by thy permission shines; 

And, one day, thou shalt pluck him from his 
sphere. 

Amid such mighty plunder, why exhaust 

Thy partial quiver on a mark so mean? 

Why thy peculiar rancour wreaked on 
me? 210 

Insatiate archer! could not one suffice? 

Thy shaft flew thrice; and thrice my peace 
was slain; 

And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had filled 
her horn. 

O Cynthia! why so pale? dost thou lament 

Thy wretched neighbour? Grieve to see thy 


wheel 215 
Of ceaseless change outwhirled in human 
life? 


How wanes my borrowed bliss! from For- 
tune’s smile 
Precarious courtesy! not virtue’s sure, 
Self-given, solar ray of sound delight. 
In every varied posture, place, and 
hour, 220 
How widowed every thought of every joy! 
Thought, busy thought! too busy for my 
eace! 
Through the dark postern of time long 
elapsed, 
Led softly, by the stillness of the night, 


Led, like a murderer, (and such it 
proves!) 225 

Strays (wretched rover!) o’er the pleasing 
past; 


In quest of wretchedness perversely strays; 
And finds all desert now; and meets the 
ghosts 
Of my departed joys; a numerous train! 
I rue the riches of my former fate; 230 
Sweet comfort’s blasted clusters I lament; 
I tremble at the blessings once so dear; 
And every pleasure pains me to the heart. 
Yet why complain? or why complain for 
one? 
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Hangs out the sun his lustre but for me, 235 
The single man? Are angels all beside? 
I mourn for millions: ’tis the common lot: 
Tn this shape, or in that, has fate entailed 
The mother’s throes on all of woman bern, 
Not more the ebildren, than sure heirs, of 


pain 240 
War, famine, pest, volcano, storm, and 
fire, 


Intestine broils, oppression, with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brass, besiege mankind. 
God’s image disinherited of day, 

Here, plunged in mines, forgets a sun was 


made. 245 
There, beings deathless as their haughty 
lord, 


Are hammered to the galling oar for life; 

And plough the winter’s wave, and reap 
despair. 

Some, for hard masters, broken under arms, 

In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 250 

Beg bitter bread through realms their valour 
saved, 

If so the tyrant, or his minion, doom. 

Want, and incurable disease, (fell pair!) 

On hopeless multitudes remorseless seize 

At once; and make a refuge of the grave. 255 

How groaning hospitals eject their dead! 

What numbers groan for sad admission there! 

What numbers, once in fortune’s lap high- 
fed, 

Solicit the cold hand of charity! 

To shoek us more, solicit it in vain! 260 

Ye silken sons of pleasure! since in pains 

You rue more modish visits, visit here, 

And breathe from your debauch: give, and 
reduce 

Surfeit’s dominion o’er you: but, so great 

Your impudence, you blush at what is 
right. 265 

Happy! did sorrow seize on such alone. 

Not prudence can defend, or virtue save; 

Disease invades the chastest temperance; 

And punishment the guiltless; and alarm, 

Through thickest shades, pursues the fond 
of peace. 270 

Man’s caution often into danger turns, 

And, his guard falling, crushes him to death. 

Not happiness itself makes good her name! 

Our very wishes give us not our wish. 

How distant oft the thing we dote on 
most, 275 

From that for which we dote, felicity! 

The smoothest course of nature has its pains; 

And truest friends, through error, wound our 
rest. 

Without misfortune, what calamities! 

And what hostilities, without a foe! 280 

Nor are foes wanting to the best on earth. 
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But endless is the list of human ills, 
And ne might sooner fail, than cause to 
sig 
A sara how small of the terraqueous globe 


Is tenanted by man! the rest a waste, 285. 


Rocks, deserts, frozen seas, and ‘burning 
sands: 

Wild haunts of monsters, poisons, stings, and 
death. 

Such is earth’s melancholy map! But, far 

More sad! this earth is a true map of man. 

So bounded are its haughty lord’s de- 


lights 290 
To woe’s wide empire; where deep troubles 
toss, 
Loud sorrows howl, envenomed passions 


bite, 
Ravenous calamities our vitals seize, 
And threatening Fate wide opens to devour. 
What then am I, who sorrow for my- 
self? 295 
In age, in infancy, from others’ aid 
Is all our hope; to teach us to be kind. 
That, Nature’s first, last lesson to mankind; 
The selfish heart deserves the pain it feels, 
More generous sorrow, while it sinks, 
exalts: 300 
And conscious virtue mitigates the pang. 
Nor virtue, more than prudence, bids me 
give 
Swoln thought a second channel; who divide, 
They weaken too, the torrent of their grief. 
Take then, O World! thy much-indebted 
tear: 305 
How sad a sight is human happiness, 
To those whose thought can pierce beyond 


an hour. 

O thou! whate’er thou art, whose heart 
exults! 

Wouldst thou I should congratulate thy 
fate? 


I know thou wouldst; thy pride demands it 
from me. 310 
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs, 
The salutary censure of a friend. 
Thou happy wretch! by blindness thou art 
blessed; 
By dotage dandled to perpetual smiles. 
Know, smiler! at thy peril art thou 
pleased; 315 
Thy aeiees is the promise of thy pain. 
Misfortune, like a creditor severe, 
But rises in demand for her delay: 
She makes a scourge of past prosperity, 
To sting thee more, and double thy 
distress. - 320 
Lorenzo, Fortune makes her court to thee, 
- Thy fond heart dances, while the syren sings. 
Dear is thy welfare; think me not unkind: 
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I would not damp, but to secure thy joys. 
bea i that fear is sacred to the 
325 
Stand oe ie guard against the smiles of 
‘ate. 
Is Heaven tremendous in its frowns? Most 
sure; 
And in its favours formidable too: 
Its favours here are trials, not rewards; 
A eall to duty, not discharge from care; 330 
And should alarm us, full as much as woes; 
Awake us to their cause and consequence; 
And make us tremble, weighed with our 
desert; 
Awe Nature’s tumult, and chastise her joys, 
Lest while we clasp, we kill them; nay, in- 
vert 335 
To worse than simple misery, their charms. 
Revolted joys, like foes in civil war, 
Like bosom friendships to resentments 
soured, 
With rage envenomed rise against our peace. 
Beware what earth calls happiness; be- 
ware 340 
All joys, but joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on less than an immortal base, 
Fond as he seems, condemns his joys to 
death. 
Mine died with thee, Philander! thy last 
sigh 
ate ed the charm; 


the disenchanted 


rth 345 
Lael all her lustre. Where her glittering 
towers? 
Her golden mountains, where? all darkened 
down 
To naked waste; a dreary vale of tears: 
The great magician’s dead! Thou poor, pale 


piece ; 
Of outcast earth, in darkness! what a 
change 350 


From yesterday! Thy darling hope so near, 

(Long-laboured prize!) O how ambition 
flushed 

Thy glowing cheek! Ambition truly great, 

Of virtuous praise. Death’s subtle seed 


within, 
(Sly, treacherous miner!) working in the 
dark, 355 
Smiled at thy well-concerted scheme, and 
beckoned 


The worm to riot on that rose so red, 

Unfaded ere it fell; one moment’s prey! 
Man’s foresight is conditionally wise; 

Lorenzo; wisdom into folly turns 360 

Oft, the first instant, its idea fair 

To laboring thought is born. How dim our 

eye! 
The present moment terminates our sight; 
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Clouds, thick as those on doomsday, drown 
the next; 
We penetrate, we prophesy in vain. 365 
Time is dealt out by particles; and each, 
Ere mingled with the streaming sands of 
ife, 
By fate’s inviolable oath is sworn 
Deep silence, ‘Where eternity begins.’ 
By nature’s law, what may be, may be 
now; 370 
There’s no prerogative in human hours. 
In human hearts what bolder thought can 
rise, 
Than man’s presumption on to-morrow’s 
dawn? 
Where is to-morrow? In another world. 
For numbers this is certain; the reverse 375 
Is sure to none; and yet on this perhaps, 
This peradventure, infamous for lies, 
_ As on a rock of adamant, we build 
Our mountain hopes; spin our eternal 
schemes, 
As we the fatal sisters could out-spin, 380 
And, big with life’s futurities, expire. 
Not even Philander had bespoke his 
shroud, 
Nor had he cause; a warning was denied: 
How many fall as sudden, not as safe! 
As sudden, though for years admonished 
home. 385 
Of human ills the last extreme beware, 
Beware, Lorenzo! a slow sudden death. 
How dreadful that deliberate surprise! 
Be wise to-day; ’tis madness to defer; 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead; 390 
Thus on, till wisdom is pushed out of life. 
> Procrastination is the thief of time; 
Year after year it steals, till all are fled, 
And to the mercies of a moment leaves 
The vast concerns of an eternal scene. 395 
If not so frequent, would not this be strange? 
That ’tis so frequent, this is stranger still. 
Of man’s miraculous mistakes, this bears 
The palm, ‘That all men are about to live,’ 
For ever on the brink of being born. 400 
All pay themselves the compliment to think 
They one day shall not drivel: and their 
pride 
On this reversion takes up ready praise; 
At least, their own; their future selves ap- 


plauds; 

How excellent that life they ne’er will 
lead! 405 

Time lodged in their own hands is folly’s 
vails; 

That lodged in Fate’s, to wisdom they con- 
sign; 


The thing they can’t but purpose, they post- 
pone; 
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’T is not in Folly, not to scorn a fool; 

And scarce in human wisdom to do more. 410 

All promise is poor dilatory man, 

And that through every stage: when young, 
indeed 

In full content we, sometimes, nobly rest, 

Unanxious for ourselves; and only wish, 

As duteous sons, our fathers were more 
wise. 415 

At thirty man suspects himself a fool; 

Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan; 

At fifty chides his infamous delay, 

Pushes his prudent purpose to resolve; 


In all the magnanimity of thought 420 


Resolves; and re-resolves; then dies the 
same. 
And why? Because he thinks himself im- 
mortal. 
All men think all men mortal, but them- 
selves; 


Themselves, when some alarming shock of 
Fate 

Strikes through their wounded hearts the 
sudden dread; 425 

But their hearts wounded, like the wounded 
air, 

Soon close; where past the shaft, no trace is 
found. 

As from the wing no sear the sky retains; 

The parted wave no furrow from the keel; 

So dies in human hearts the thought of 
death. 430 

Even with the tender tear which nature 
sheds 

O’er those we love, we drop it in their grave. 

Can I forget Philander? That were strange! 

O my full heart — But should I give it vent, 

The longest night, though longer far, would 
fail, 435 

And the lark listen to my midnight song. 

The sprightly lark’s shrill matin wakes 
the morn; 

Grief’s sharpest thorn hard pressing on my 
breast 

I strive, with wakeful melody, to cheer 

The sullen gloom, sweet Philomel! like 
thee, 440 

And call the stars to listen: every star 

Is deaf to mine, enamoured of thy lay. 

Yet be not vain; there are, who thine 
excel, 

And charm through distant ages: wrapt in 
shade, 

Prisoner of darkness! to the silent hours, 445 

How often I repeat their rage divine, 

To lull my griefs, and steal my heart from 
woe! 

In roll their raptures, but not catch their 
fire. 
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gi Ps though not blind, like thee, Mmoni- 


Or, Milton! thee; ah, could I reach your 
strain! 450 

Or his, who made Meonides our own. 

Man too he sung: immortal man I sing; 

Oft te my song beyond the bounds of 

e; 

What, now, but immortality can please? 

O had he pressed his theme, pursued the 
track, 455 

Which opens out of darkness into day! 

O had he, mounted on his wing of fire, 

Soared where I sink, and sung immortal 


man! 
How had it blessed mankind, and rescued 
me! 
1742 


Robert Blair (1699-1746) 
THE GRAVE 


WHILE some affect the sun, and some the 
shade, 

Some flee the city, some the hermitage, 

Their aims as various as the roads they take 

In journeying through life, the task be*mine 

To paint the gloomy horrors of the tomb; 5 

The appointed place of rendezvous, where 
all 

These travellers meet. 
plore, 

Eternal King! whose potent arm sustains 

The keys of hell and death. — The Grave, 


Thy succors I im- 


dread thing! 
Men shiver when thou’rt named: nature, 
appalled, 10 


Shakes off her wonted firmness. — Ah, how 
dark 

Thy long-extended realms, and rueful wastes! 

Where nought but silence reigns, and night, 
dark night, 

Dark as was chaos, ere the infant sun 

Was rolled together, or had tried his beams 15 

Athwart the gloom profound. — The sickly 
taper 

By glimmering through thy low-browed 
misty vaults, 

Furred round with mouldy damps and ropy 
slime, 

Lets fall a supernumerary horror, 

And only serves to make thy ‘night more 
irksome. 20 

Well do I know thee by thy trusty yew, 

Cheerless, unsocial plant! that loves to 
dwell 
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Midst skulls and coffins, epitaphs and worms: 
Where light-heeled ghosts, and visionary 


shades, 
Beneath the wan cold moon (as fame re- 
ports) 25 
Embodied, thick, perform their mystic 


rounds. 
No other merriment, dull tree! is thine. 
See yonder hallowed fane;— the pious 
work 
Of names once famed, now dubious or for- 


got, 

And buried midst the wreck of things which 
were; 30 

There lie interred the more illustrious dead. 

The wind is up: hark! how it howls! Me- 

_ thinks 

Till now I never heard a sound so dreary: 

Doors creak, and windows clap, and night’s 
foul bird, 

Rooked in the spire, screams loud: i 
gloomy aisles, 

Black-plastered, and hung round with chseel 
of ’scutcheons 

And tattered coats of arms, send back the 
sound 

Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults, 

The mansions of the dead. — Roused from 
their slumbers, 

In grim array the orisly spectres rise, 40 

Grin horrible, and, obstinately sullen, 

Pass and repass, hushed as the foot of night. 


Again the screech-owl shrieks: ungracious 
sound! 
I’ll hear no more; it makes one’s blood run 
chill. 
Quite round the pile, a row of reverend 
elms, 45 


(Coeval near with that) all ragged show, 
Long lashed by the rude winds. Some rift 
half down 
Their branchless trunks; 
a-top, 
That scarce two crows could lodge in the 
same tree. 
Strange things, the neighbors say, have 
ha ypened here: 50 
Wild tiritkes have issued from the hollow 
tombs; 
Dead men have come again, and walked 
about; 
And the great bell has tolled, unrung; un- 
touched. 
(Such tales their cheer, at wake or gossip- 
ing, 
When it draws near the witching time of 
night.) 55 
Oft in the lone church-yard at night I’ve 
seen, 


others so thin 
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By glimpse of moonshine chequering through 
the trees, 

The school-boy, with his satchel in his hand, 

Whistling aloud to bear his courage up, 

And lightly tripping o’er the long flat 


stones, 60 
(With nettles skirted, and with moss o’er- 
erown,) 


That tell in homely phrase who lie below. 
Sudden he starts, and hears, or thinks he 


hears, 

The sound of something purring at his 
heels; 

Full fast he flies, and dares not look behind 
him, 65 


Till out of breath he overtakes his fellows; 
Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 
Of horrid apparition, tall and ghastly, 

That walks at dead of night, or takes his 


stand 
O’er some new-opened grave; and (strange 
to tell!) 70 


Evanishes at crowing of the cock. 
The new-made widow, too, I’ve some- 
times ’spied, 

Sad sight! slow moving o’er the prostrate 
dead: 

Listless, she crawls along in doleful black, 

Whilst bursts of sorrow gush from either 
eye; 75 

Fast falling down her now untasted cheek: 

Prone on the lowly grave of the dear man 

She drops; whilst busy, meddling memory, 

In barbarous succession musters up 

The past endearments of their softer hours, 80 


Tenacious of its theme. Still, still she 
thinks 

She sees him, and, indulging the fond 
thought, 


Clings yet more closely to the senseless turf, 
Nor heeds the passenger who looks that way. 


Death’s shafts fly thick: here falls the 
village swain, 85 
And there his pampered lord. The cup goes 
round: 
And who so artful as to put it by! 
’T is long since Death had the majority; 
Yet strange! the living lay it not to heart. 
See yonder maker of the dead man’s bed, 90 
The sexton, hoary-headed chronicle, 
Of hard, unmeaning face, down which ne’er 
stole 
A gentle tear, with mattock in his hand, 
Digs through whole rows of kindred and 
acquaintance, 
By far his juniors. — Scarce a skull’s cast 
95 


up, 
But well he knew its owner, and can tell 
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Some passage of his life. — Thus hand in 
h 


an 

The sot has walked with Death twice 
twenty years, 

And yet ne’er yonker on the green laughs 


louder 
Or clubs a smuttier tale: when drunkards 
meet, 100 


None sings a merrier catch, or lends a hand 
More willing to his cup.— Poor wretch! 
he minds not, 
That soon some trusty brother of the trade 
Shall do for him, what he has done for 
thousands. 
On this side and on that, men see their 
friends 105 
Drop off, like leaves in autumn, yet launch 
out 
Into fantastic schemes, which the long livers 
In the world’s hale and undegenerate days 
Could scarce have leisure for; fools that we 


area ey 

Never to think of death and of ourselves 110 

At the same time! as if to learn to die 

Were no concern of ours. O more than sot- 
tish! 

For creatures of a day in gamesome mood 

To frolic on eternity’s dread brink, 

Unapprehensive, when, for aught we 
know, 115 

The very first swoln surge shall sweep us in! 

Think we, or think we not, time hurries on 

With a resistless unremitting stream, 

Yet treads more soft than e’er did midnight 


thief, 
That slides his hand under the miser’s pil- 
low 120 


And carries off his prize. What is this world? 
What but a spacious burial-field unwalled, 
Strewed with Death's spoils, the spoils. of 


animals 

Savage and tame, and full of dead men’s 
bones! 

The very turf on which we tread once 
lived; 125 


And we that live must lend our carcases 

To cover our own offspring; in their turns 

They too must cover theirs. ’T is here all 
meet: 

The shiv’ring Icelander and sun-burnt Moor; 

Men of all climes, that never met before, 130 

And of all creeds, the Jew, the Turk, the 
Christian. 

Here the proud prince, and favourite yet 
prouder, 

His sov’reign’s keeper and the people’s 
scourge, 

Are huddled out of sight! Here lie abashed 

The great negotiators of the earth, 135 
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And celebrated masters of the balance, 
Deep read in stratagems and wiles of courts: 
Now vain their treaty-skill; Death scorns to 


treat. 

Here the o’erloaded slave flings down his 
burden 

From his galled shoulders; and when the 
stern tyrant, 140 

eae all his guards and tools of power about 
1im, 


Is meditating new unheard-of hardships, 

Mocks his short arm, and, quick as thought, 
escapes 

Where tyrants vex not and the weary rest. 


But know that thou must render up thy 
dead, 145 
And with high interest too. — They are not 
thine; 
But only in thy keeping for a season, 
Till the great promised day of restitution; 
When loud diffusive sound from brazen 


trump 
Of cee tomerdt cherub, shall alarm thy 
captives, 150 


And rouse the long, long sleepers into life, 
Day-light and liberty. — 

Then must thy gates fly open, and reveal 
The mines that lay long forming under 


ground, 

In their dark cells immured; but now full 
ripe, 155 

And pure as silver from the crucible, 

That twice has stood the torture of the fire 

And inquisition of the forge. — We know 

The illustrious deliverer of mankind, 

The Son et God, thee foiled, — Him in thy 
pow 160 

Thou elit not hold: — self-vigorous he 
rose, 

And shaking off thy fetters, soon retook 

Those spoils his voluntary yielding lent: 

(Sure pledge of our releasement from thy 
thrall!) 

Twice twenty days he sojourned here on 
Earth, 165 

And showed himself alive to chosen witnes- 
ses, 

By proofs so strong, that the most slow as- 
senting 

Had not a scruple left. — This having done, 

He mounted up to Heaven. — Methinks I 
see him 

Climb the aérial heights, and glide along 170 

Athwart the severing clouds: but the faint 


eye, ; 
Flung backward in the chase, soon drops its 
hold, 
Disabled quite, and jaded with pursuing. 
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Heaven’s portals wide expand to let him in; 

Nor are his friends shut out: as some great 
prince 175 

Not for himself alone procures admission, 

But for his train. — It was his royal will 

That where he is, there should his follow- 
ers be. 

Death only lies between. — A gloomy path! * 

Made yet more gloomy by our coward 
fears: 180 

But not untrod nor tedious; the fatigue 

Will soon go off: besides, there’s no by-road 

To bliss. — Then why, like ill-conditioned 
children, 

Start we at transient hardships in the way 

That leads to purer air, and softer skies, 185 

And a ne’er setting sun? — Fools that we 
are! - 

We wish to be where sweets unwithering 
bloom; 

But straight our wish revoke, and will not 
go. 

So have I seen, upon a summer’s even, 

Fast by a rivulet’s brink a youngster 
play 190 

How ohaalle he looks to stem the tide! 

This moment resolute, next unresolved: 

At last he dips his foot ; but as he dips, 

His fears redouble, and he runs away 

oie fh inoffensive stream, unmindful 

195 

Of all gt flowers that paint the further 
bank, 

And smiled so sweet of late. — Thrice wel- 
come Death! 

That after many a painful bleeding step 

Conducts us to our home, and lands us safe 

On the long-wished-for shore. — Prodigious 


change! 200 

Our bane turned to a_ blessing! — Death, 
disarmed, 

Loses his fellness quite. — All thanks to 
Him 

Who scourged the venom out. — Sure the 
last end 

Of the good man is peace. How calm his 
exit! 

Night-dews fall not more gently to the 
ground, 205 


Nor weary worn-out winds expire so soft. 

Behold him! in the evening tide of life, 

A life well spent, whose early care it was 

His riper years should not upbraid his 
green; 

By unperceived degrees he wears away; 210 

Yet like the sun seems larger at his setting! 

High in his faith and hopes, look! how he 
reaches 

After the prize in view! and, like a bird 
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That’s hampered, struggles hard to get 


away! 
Whilst the glad gates of sight are wide ex- 
panded 215 


To let new glories in, the first fair fruits 
Of the fast-coming harvest! Then! O then! 
Each earth-born joy grows vile, or disap- 


pears, 

Shrunk to a thing of nought. O how he 
longs 

To have his passport signed, and be dis- 
missed! 220 

’T is done, and now he’s happy! The glad 
soul 


Has not a wish uncrowned. Even the lag 
flesh 

Rests too in hope of meeting once again 

Its better half, never to sunder more. 
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Has done much more: Nor is his arm im- 


paired 

Through length of days; and what he can 
he will: 

His faithfulness stands bound to see it 
done. 240 


When the dread trumpet sounds, the slum- 
bering dust, 

Not unattentive to the call, shall wake; 

And every joint possess its proper place, 

With a new elegance of form, unknown 

To its first state. Nor shall the conscious 
soul 245 

Mistake its partner; but amidst the crowd, 

Singling its other half, into its arms 

Shall rush, with al! the impatience of a man 

That’s new come home, who having long 
been absent, 


Nor shall it hope in vain: the time draws With haste runs over every different 

on < 225 room, 250 
When not a single spot of burial-earth, In pain to see the whole. Thrice happy 
Whether on land, or in the spacious sea, meeting! 
But must give back its long-committed dust Nor time, nor death, shall ever part them 
Inviolate: and faithfully shall these more. 
Make up the full account; not the least ‘Tis but a night, a long and moonless 

atom 230 night; 
Embeazled, or mislaid, of the whole tale. We make the grave our bed, and then are 
Each soul shall have a body ready-furnished; gone. 
And each shall have his own. Hence, ye Thus, at the shut of even, the weary 

profane: bird 255 
Ask not how this can be. Sure the same Leaves the wide air, and in some lonely 

power brake 
That reared the piece at first, and took it Cowers down, and dozes till the dawn of 

down, 285 day; 
Can reassemble the loose scattered parts, Then claps his well-fledged wings and bears 
And put them as they were: Almighty away. - dastec7, 

God 1748 

ft oF ; J vA ; i crittve ra ing 
a ; / , y yy, ~~ 
ee Ft t ‘( der the ore rot o4 - F os t 
Se EE & f wre 
Dt mows? a Af Dae athe Le » nore Fos d weetet- er 
/ } Fivh—€ / = 
\ f (aie ; ( Fife / pti y han | ape F 
2, Netinernn anpretes 
4 " r rT 
we = 
Lrrverd of | EY Ore . of 41 Gites 


AGE 


OF JOHNSON 


POETRY 


Samuel Johnson (1709-1784) 


THE VANITY OF HUMAN 
WISHES ‘ 


Let observation with extensive view, 

Survey mankind from China to Peru; 

Remark each anxious toil, each eager strife, 

And watch the busy scenes of crowded life; 

Then say how hope and fear, desire and 
hate, 5 

O’erspread with snares the clouded maze of 
fate, 

Where wav'ring man betrayed by vent’rous 
pride, 

To tread the dreary paths without a guide; 

As treach’rous phantoms in the mist delude, 

Shuns fancied ills, or chases airy good; 10 

How rarely reason guides the stubborn 
choice, 

Rules the bold hand or prompts the suppliant 
voice; 

How nations sink, by darling schemes op- 
pressed, 

When Vengeance listens to the fool’s request. 

Fate wings with ev’ry wish th’ afflictive 
dart, 15 

Each gift of nature and each grace of art; 

With fatal heat impetuous courage glows, 

With fatal sweetness elocution flows; 

Impeachment stops the speaker’s pow’rful 


breath, 
And restless fire precipitates on death. 20 
But, scarce observed, the knowing and the 
bold 


Fall in the gen’ral massacre of gold; 
Wide wasting pest! that rages unconfined, 
And crowds with crimes the records of man- 


For gold his sword the hireling ruffian 
draws, 25 

For gold the hireling judge distorts the laws; 

Wealth heaped on wealth, nor truth nor 
safety buys, 

The dangers gather as the treasures rise. 


Let hist’ry tell, where rival kings com- 


mand, 
And dubious title shakes madded 
land, 30 
When statutes glean the refuse of the sword, 
How much more safe the vassal than the lord; 
Low sculks the hind beneath the rage of 
wer, 
And leaves the wealthy traitor in the tower, 
Untouched his cottage, and his slumbers 
sound, 35 
Though confiscation’s vultures hover round. 
The needy traveller, serene and gay, 
Walks the wild heath, and sings his toil away. 
Does envy seize thee? crush th’ upbraiding 
joy; 
Increase his riches, and his peace destroy; 40 
Now fears in dire vicissitude invade, 
The rustling brake alarms, and quiv’ring 
shade; 
Nor light nor darkness bring his pain relief, 
One shows the plunder, and one hides the 
thief. 
Yet still one gen’ral ery the skies assails, 45 
And gain and grandeur load the tainted 
gales; 
Few know the toiling statesman’s fear or 
care, 
Th’ insidious rival, and the gaping heir. 
Once more, Democritus, arise on earth, 
With cheerful wisdom and _ instructive 
mirth, 50 
See motley life in modern trappings dressed, 
And feed with varied fools th’ eternal jest; 
Thou who couldst laugh where want  en- 
chained caprice, 
Toil crushed conceit, and man was of a piece; 
Where wealth, unloved, without a mourner 
died; 
And searce a sycophant was fed by pride; 
Where ne’er was known the form of mock 
debate; 
Or seen a new made mayor’s unwieldy state; 
Where change of fav’rites made no change 
of laws, 


the 
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And senates heard before they judged a 
cause 60 

How woul thou shake at Britain’s modish 
tribe 

Dart the quick taunt, and edge the piercing 
gibe! 

Attentive truth and nature to descry, 

And pierce each scene with philosophic eye. 

To thee were solemn toys, or empty show, 65 

The robes of pleasure and the veils of woe; 

All aid the farce, and ail thy mirth maintain, 

Whose joys are causeless, or whose gricfs 
are vain. 

Such was the scorn that filled the sage’s 

mind, 

Renewed at ev’ry glance on human kind; 70 
How just that scorn ere yet thy voice declare, 
Search every state, and canvass ev'ry prayer. 

Unnumbered suppliants crowd Prefer- 

ment’s gate, 
Athirst for wealth, and burning to be great, 
Delusive Fortune hears th’ incessant call, 75 
They mount, they shine, evaporate, and fall. 
On ev’ry stage the foes of peace attend, 
Hate dogs their flight, and insult marks 
their end, 
Lave caus with hope, the sinking statesman’s 
oor 
Pours in the morning worshipper no more; 80 
For growing names the weekly scribbler lies, 
To growing wealth the dedicator flies, 
From ey’ry room descends the painted face, 
That hung the bright palladium of the place; 
And smoked in kitchens, or in auctions 
sold, 85 
To better features yields the frame of gold; 
For now no more we trace in ev’ry line 
Heroic worth, benevolence divine; 
The form distorted, justifies the fall, 
And detestation rids th’ indignant wall. 90 
But will not Britain hear the last appeal, 
Sign her foes’ doom, or guard her fay’rites’ 
zeal? 

Through Freedom’s sons no more remon- 
strance rings, 

Degrading nobles and controlling kings; 

Our supple tribes repress their patriot 
throats, 95 

And ask no questions but the price of votes; 

With weekly libels and septennial ale, 

Their wish is full to riot and to rail. 

In full-blown dignity see Wolsey stand, 
Law in his voice, and fortune in his hand; 100 
To him the church, the realm, their pow’rs 

consign, 
Through him the rays of regal bounty shine, 
Turned by his, nod the stream of honour 
flows, 
His smile alone security bestows; 
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Still to new heights his restless wishes 
tow’r, 105 

Claim leads to claim, and pow’r advances 
pow’; 

Till conquest unresisted ceased to please, 

And sights submitted left him none to seize. 

At length his sov’reign frowns; — the train 


of state 
Mark the keen glance, and watch the sign to 
hate. 110 


Where’er he turns, he meets a stranger’s eye, 

His suppliants scorn him, and his followers 
fly; 

Now drops at once the pride of awful state, 

The golden canopy, the glitt’ring plate, 

The regal palace, the luxurious board, 115 

The liv’ried army, and the menial lord. 

With age, with cares, with maladies op- 
pressed, 

He seeks the refuge of monastic rest. 

Grief aids disease, remembered foily stings, 

And his last sighs reproach the faith of 
kings. 120 

Speak thou, whose thoughts at humble 
peace repine, 

Shall Wolsey’s wealth, with Wolsey’s end, 
be thine? 

Or liv’st thou now, with safer pride content, 

The wisest justice on the banks of Trent? 

For, why did Wolsey, near the steeps of 


fate, 125 
On weak foundations raise th’ enormous 
weight? 


Why but to sink beneath misfortune’s blow, 
With louder ruin to the gulfs below? 
What gave great Villiers to th’ assassin’s 
knife, 
And fixed disease on Harley’s closing life? 130 
What murdered Wentworth, and what 
exiled Hyde, 
By kings protected, and to kings allied? 
What but their wish indulged in courts to 
shine, 
And pow’r too great to keep, or to resign? 
When first the college rolls receive his 
name, 135 
The young enthusiast quits his ease for fame; 
Resistless burns the fever of renown, 
Caught from the strong contagion of the 
gown; 
O’er Bodley’s dome his future labours spread, 
And Bacon’s mansion trembles o’er his 
head. 140 
Are these thy views? Proceed, illustrious 
youth, 
And Virtue guard thee to the throne of 
Truth! 
Yet, should thy soul indulge the gen’rous heat 
Till captive Science yields her last retreat; 
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Should Reason guide thee with her brightest 
ray, 145 
And pour on misty Doubt resistless day; 
Should no false kindness lure to loose delight, 
Nor praise relax, nor difficulty fright; 
Should tempting Novelty thy cell refrain, 
And Sloth effuse her opiate fumes in vain; 150 
Should Beauty blunt on fops her fatal dart, 
Nor claim the triumph of a lettered heart; 
Should no Disease thy torpid veins invade, 
Nor Melancholy’s phantoms haunt thy 
shade; 
Yet hope. not lfe from grief or danger 
free, 155 
Nor think the doom of man reversed for thee; 
Deign on the passing world to turn thine eyes, 
And pause awhile from letters, to be wise; 
There mark what ills the scholar’s life assail, 
Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the 
gaol. 160 
See nations, slowly wise and meanly just, 
To buried merit raise the tardy bust. 
If dreams yet flatter, once again attend, 
Hear Lydiat’s life and Galileo’s end. 
Nor deem, when learning her last prize 
bestows, 165 
The glitt’ring eminence exempt from foes; 
See, — the v ulgar ’ Bape, Sy Dee i 
Rebellion’s vengeful talons sig on Laud. 
From meaner minds, though smaller fines 


content 
The plundered palace, or sequestered 
rent; 170 


Marked out by dang’rous parts, he meets 
the shock, 
And fatal Learning leads him to the block; 
Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep, 
But hear his death, ye blockheads, hear and 
sleep. 
The festal blazes, the triumphal show, 175 


The ravished standard, and the captive foe, , 


The Senate’s thanks, the gazette’s pompous 
tale, 

With force resistless o’er the brave prevail. 

Such bribes therapid Greek o’er Asia whirled, 

For such the steady Romans shook the 
world; 180 

For such in distant lands the Britons shine, 

And stain with blood the Danube or the 
Rhine; 

This pow’r has praise, that virtue scarce can 
warm, 

Till fame supplies the universal charm. 

Yet Reason frowns on War’s unequal 
gam 185 

Where wasted nations raise a single name; 

And mortgaged states their grandsires’ 
wreaths regret, 
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From age to age in everlasting debt; 

Wreaths which at last the dear- bought right 
convey 

To rust on medals, or on stones decay. 190 

On seal foundations stands the warrior’s 
pride 

How ue his hopes, let Swedish Charles de- 
cide; 

A frame of adamant, a soul of fire, 

No dangers fright him, and no labours tire; 

O’er love, o’er fear, extends his wide do- 
main, 195 

Unconquered lord of pleasure and of pain; 

No joys to him pacific scepters yield, 

War sounds the trump, he rushes to the field; 

Behold surrounding kings their pow’rs com- 


ine, 
And one capitulate, and one resign; 200 
Peace courts his hand, but spreads her 
charms in vain; 
‘Think nothing gained,’ he cries, ‘till naught 
remain, 
On Moscow’s walls till Gothic standards fly, 
And all be mine beneath the polar sky.’ 
The march begins in military state, 205 
And nations on his eye suspended wait; 
Stern Famine guards the solitary coast, 
And Winter barricades the realms of Frost; 


,@41e comes, nor want nor cold his course de- 


ay; == 


lay; 
Hide, blushing Glory, hide Pultowa’s 
ay; 210 
The vanquished hero leaves his broken 
bands, 


And shows his miseries in distant lands; 
Condemned a needy supplicant to wait, 
While ladies interpose, and slaves debate. 
But did not Chance at length her error 
mend? 215 
Did no subverted empire mark his end? 
Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound? 
Or hostile millions press him to the ground? 
His fall was destined to a barren strand, 
A petty fortress, and a dubious hand; 220 
He left the name, at which the world grew 
pale, 

To point a moral, or adorn a tale. 

All times their scenes of pompous woes 

afford, 

From Persia’s tyrant to Bavaria’s lord. 
In gay hostility and barbarous pride, 225 
With half mankind embattled at his side, 
Great Xerxes comes to seize the certain prey, 
And starves exhausted regions in his way; 
Attendant Flatt’ry counts his myriads o’er, 
Till counted myriads sooth his pride no 


more; 230 
Fresh praise is tried till madness fires his 
mind, 
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The waves he lashes, and enchains the wind. 

New pow’rs are chimed, new pow'rs are still 
bestowed, 

Till rade resistance lops the spreading god; 

The daring Greeks deride the martial 
show, 235 

And heap their vallies with the gaudy foe; 

Th’ sulted sea with humbler thought he 
gains, 

A single skiff to speed his flight remains; 

Th excumbered var searce leaves the dreaded 


CORSE, 
Through purple billows and a_ floating 
host. 40 


The bold Bavarian, in a luckless hour, 
Tries the dread summits of Casarean pow’, 
With unexpected legions bursts away, 

And sees defenceless realms receive his sway. 
Short sway! fair Austria spreads her mourn- 


ful charms, M5 
The queen, the beauty, sets the world in 
arms; 


From hill to hill the beacon’s rousing blase 

Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of 
Dralse; 

The flerce Croatian, and the wild Hussar, 


With all the sons of ravage crowd the 
war; 250 

The baffled prince, in honour’s flatt'ring 
bloom 


Of hasty greatness, finds the fatal doom; 

His foes’ derision, and his subjects’ blame, 

And steals to death from anguish and from 
shame, 

Enlarge my life with multitude of days! 255 

In health, in sickness, thus the suppliant 
prays; 

Hides from himself his state, and shuns to 
know, 

That life protracted is protracted woe, 

Time hovers o’er, impatient to destroy, 


And shuts up all the passages of joy; 260 
In vain their gifts the bounteous seasons 
pour, 


The fruit autumnal, and the vernal flow'r; 
With listless eves the dotard views the store, 
He views, and wonders that they please no 
more; 

pall the tasteless meats, and jovless 
Wines, 2068 
And laaxury with sighs her slave resigns. 
Approach, ve minstrels, try the soothing 

strain, 

Diffuse the tuneful lenitives of pain; 
No sounds, alas! would touch th’ impervious 


Now 


ear, 
Though dancing mountains witnessed Or- 
pheus near; 270 


Nor lute nor lyre his feeble pow'rs attend, 


Nor sweeter music of a virtuous friend; 

But everlasting dictates crowd his tongue, 

Perversely grave, or positively wrong. 

The still returning tale, and ling’ring jest, 275 

Perplex the fawning niece and pampered 
guest, 

While growing hopes scarce awe the gath’ring 
sheer, 

And searce a legacy ean bribe to hear; 

The watchful guests still hint the last of- 


fence; 

The daughter’s petulance, the son’s ex- 
pense, 280 

Improve his heady rage with treach’rous 
skill, 

And mould his passions till they make his 
will. 


Unnumbered maladies his joints invade, 
Lay siege to life, and press the dire blockade; 
But unextinguished Av’rice still remains, 285 
And dreaded losses aggravate his pains; 
He turns, with anxious heart and crippled 

hands, 
His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands; 
Or views his coffers with suspicious eyes, 
Unlocks his gold, and counts it till he 
dies. 290 

But grant, the virtues of a temp’rate prime 

Bless with an age exempt from scorn or 
erime; 

An age that melts with unperceived decay, 

And glides in modest innocence away; 

Whose peaceful day Benevolence — en- 
dears, 295 

Whose night congratulating Conscience 
cheers; 

The gen’ral faw’rite as the gen’ral friend; 

Such age there is, and who shall wish its end? 

Yet e’en on this her load Misfortune flings, 

To press the weary minutes’ flagging 
wings; 300 

New sorrow rises as the day returns, 

A sister sickens, or a daughter mourns. 

Now kindred Merit fills the sable bier, 

Now lacerated Friendship claims a tear; 

Year chases year, decay pursues decay, 305 

Still drops some joy from with’ring life away; 

New forms arise, and diffrent views engage, 

Superfluous lags the vet’ran on the stage, 

Till pitying Nature signs the last release, 

And bids afflicted worth retire to peace. 310 

But few there are whom hours like these 
await, 

Who set unclouded in the gulfs of Fate. 

Krom Lydia’s monarch should the search 
descend, 

By Solon cautioned to regard his end, 

In life’s last scene what prodigies sur- 
prise, 315 
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Fears of the brave, and follies of the wise! 
From Marlborough’s eyes the streams of 
dotage flow, 
And Swift expires a driv’ler and a show. 
The teeming mother, anxious for her race, 
Begs for each birth the fortune of a face; 320 
Yet Vane could tell what ills from beauty 


spring; 

And ra cursed the form that pleased a 
<ing. 

Ye nymphs of rosy lips and radiant eyes, 

Whom Pleasure keeps too busy to be wise; 

Whom joys with soft varieties invite, 325 

By day the frolic, and the dance by night; 

Who frown with vanity, who smile with art, 

And ask the latest fashion of the heart; 

What care, what rules, your heedless charms 
shall save, 

Each nymph your rival, and each youth your 
slave? 330 

Against your fame with fondness hate com- 
bines, 

The rival batters, and the lover mines. 

With distant voice neglected Virtue calls, 

Less heard and less, the faint remonstrance 
falls; 

sgt a contempt, she quits the slipp’ry 

335 

And "Pride and Prudence take her seat in 
vain. 

In crowd at once, where none the pass de- 
fend, 

The harmless freedom, and the private 
friend. 

The guardians yield, by force superior plied; 

To Int’rest, Prudence; and to Flatt’ry, 


Pride. 340 
Here Beauty falls betrayed, despised, dis- 
tressed, 


And hissing Infamy proclaims the rest. 
Where then shall Hope and Fear their 
objects find? 

Must dull Suspense corrupt the stagnant 
mind? 

Must helpless man, in ignorance sedate, 345 

Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate? 

Must no dislike alarm, no wishes rise, 

No cries invoke the mercies of the skies? 

Enquirer, cease; petitions yet remain 

Which Heav’n may hear, nor deem Religion 
vain. 350 

Still raise for good the supplicating voice, 

But leave to Heav’n the measure and the 
choice. 

Safe in his pow’r, whose eyes discern afar 

The secret ambush of a specious pray’r 

Implore his aid, in his decisions rest, 355 

Secure, whate’er he gives, he gives the best. 

Yet, when the sense of sacred presence fires, 


565 


And strong devotion to the skies aspires, 
Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind, 
Obedient passions, and a will resigned; 360 
For love, which scarce collective man can fill; 
For patience, sov’reign o’er transmuted ill; 
For faith, that, panting for a happier seat, 
Counts death kind Nature’s signal of retreat; 
These goods for man the laws of Heayv’n or- 


dain, 365 
These goods he grants, who grants the pow’r 
to gain; 


With these celestial Wisdom calms the mind, 
And makes the happiness she does not find. 
1749 * 
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Remote, unfriended, melancholy, slow, 
Or by the lazy Scheldt, or wandering Po; 
Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor, 
Against the houseless stranger shuts the door; 
Or where Campania’s plain forsaken lies, 5 
A weary waste expanding to the skies: 
Where’er I roam, whatever realms to see, 
My heart untravelled fondly turns to thee: 
Still to my brother turns, with ceaseless pain, 
And drags at each remove a lengthening 
chain. 10 
Eternal blessings crown my earliest friend, 
And round his dwelling guardian saints at. 
tend: 
Blest be that spot, where cheerful guests 
retire 
To pause from toil, and trim their ev’ning fire; 
Blest that abode, where want and pain re- 
pair, 15 
And every stranger finds a ready chair; 
Blest be those feasts with simple plenty 
crowned, 
Where all the ruddy family around 
Laugh at the jests or pranks that never fail, 
Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale, 20 
Or press the bashful stranger to his food, 
And learn the luxury of doing good. 
But me, not destined such delights to 
share, 
My prime of life in wand’ring spent and care, 
Impelled, with steps unceasing, to pur- 
sue 25 
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the 


view; 
That, like the circle bounding earth and skies, 
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies; 
My fortune leads to traverse realms alone, 
And find no spot of all the world my own. 30 
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Even now, where Alpine solitudes ascend, 
L sit me down a pensive hour to spend; 
And, placed on high above the storm’s 
career, 
Look downward where 
appear; 
Lakes, forests, extending 
wide, 35 
The pomp of kings, the shepherd’s humbler 
pride, 
When thus 
combine, 
Amidst the store, should thankless pride 
* — repine? 
Say, should the philosophic mind disdain 
That good, which makes each humbler bosom 
vain? 40 
Let school-taught pride dissemble all it can, 
These little things are great to little man; 
And wiser he, whose sympathetic mind 
xults in all the good of all mankind. 
Ye glitt’ring towns, with wealth and splen- 
dour crowned, 45 
Ye fields, where summer spreads profusion 
round, 
Ye lakes, whose vessels catch the busy gale, 
Ye bending swains, that dress the flow’ry 
vale, 
For me your tributary stores combine; 
Creation’s heir, the world, the world is 
mine! 50 
As some lone miser, visiting his store, 
Bends at his treasure, counts, recounts it 
o'er; 
Hoards after hoards his rising raptures fill, 
Yet still he sighs, for hoards are wanting still: 
Thus to my breast alternate passions rise, 55 
Pleased with each good that Heaven to man 
supplies: 
Yet oft a sigh prevails, and sorrows fall, 
‘To see the hoard of human bliss so small; 
And oft I wish, amidst the scene, to find 
Some spot to real happiness consigned, 60 
Where my worn soul, each wand’ring hope at 
rest, 
May gather bliss to see my fellows blest. 
But where to find that happiest spot be- 
low, 
Who ean direet, when all pretend to know? 
The shudd’ring tenant of the frigid zone 65 
Boldly proetaims that happiest spot his own, 
Eixtols the treasures of his stormy seas, 
And his long nights of revelry and ease; 
The naked negro, panting at the line, 
Boasts of his golden sands and palmy 
wine, 70 
Basks in the glare, or stems the tepid wave, 
And thanks his gods for all the good they 


Pave, 


an hundred realms 


cities, plains, 


Creation’s charms around 
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Such is the patriot’s boast, where’er we roam, 
His first, best country ever is, at home. 
And yet, perhaps, if countries we com- 
are, 75 
And estimate the blessings which they share, 
Though patriots flatter, still shall wisdom find 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind, 
As different good, by Art or Nature given, 
To different nations makes their blessings 
even. 80 
Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 
Still grants her bliss at Labour’s earnest call; 
With food as well the peasant is supplied 
On Idra’s cliffs as Arno’s shelvy side; 
And though the rocky-crested summits 
frown, 85 
These rocks, by custom, turn to beds of down. 
From Art more various are the blessings sent; 
Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content. 
Yet these each other’s power so strong con- 
test, 
That either seems destructive of the rest. 90 
Where wealth and freedom reign content- 
ment fails, 
And honour sinks where commerce long pre- 
vails. 
Hence every state to one loved blessing prone, 
Conforms and models life to that alone. 
Each to the favourite happiness attends, 95 
And spurns the plan that aims at other ends; 
Till, carried to excess in each domain, » 
This favourite good begets peculiar pain. 
But let us try these truths with closer eyes, 
And trace them through the prospect as it 
lies; 100 
Here for a while my proper cares resigned, 
Here let me sit in sorrow for mankind, 
Like yon neglected shrub at random cast, 
That shades the steep, and sighs at every 
blast. 
Far to the right, where Apennine as- 
cends, 105 
Bright as the summer, Italy extends; 
Its uplands sloping deck the mountain’s side, 
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride; 
While oft some temple’s mould’ring tops 
between 
With venerable grandeur mark the scene. 110 
Could Nature’s bounty satisfy the breast, 
The sons of Italy were surely blest. ‘ 
Whatever fruits in different climes were 
found, 
That proudly rise, or humbly court the 
eround; 
Whatever blooms in torrid tracts appear, 115 
Whose bright succession decks the varied 
year; 
Whatever sweets salute the northern sky 
With vernal lives that blossom but to die; 
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These here disporting own the kindred soil, 

Nor ask luxuriance from the planter’s 
toil; 120 

While sea-born gales their gelid wings expand 

To winnow fragrance round the smiling land. 

But small the bliss that sense alone be- 
stows, 

And sensual bliss is all the nation knows. 

In florid beauty groves and fields appear, 125 

Man seems the only growth that dwindles 
her 

Di ctractad faults through all his manners 
reign, 

Though poor, luxurious, though submissive, 
vain, 

Though grave, yet trifling, zealous, yet un- 
true; 

And e’en in penance planning sins anew. 130 

All evils here contaminate the mind, 

That opulence departed leaves behind; 

For wealth was theirs, not far removed the 


date, 

When Commerce proudly flourished through 
the state; 

At her command the palace learned to 
rise 135 

Again the long-fall’n column sought the 
skies; 

The canvas glowed beyond e’en Nature 
warm, 

The pregnant quarry teemed with human 
form; 


Till, more unsteady than the southern gale, 
Commerce on other shores displayed her 
sail; 140 
While nought remained of all that riches 
gave, 
But towns unmanned, and lords without a 
slave; 
And late the nation found with fruitless skill 
Its former strength was but plethoric ill. 
Yet still the loss of wealth is here sup- 
plied 145 
By nia the splendid wrecks of former pride; 
From these the feeble heart and long-fall’n 
mind 
An easy compensation seem to find. 
Here may be seen, in bloodless pomp ar- 


rayed, 
The paste-board triumph and the caval- 
cade; 150 


Processions formed for piety and love, 

A mistress or a saint in every grove. 

By sports like these are all their cares be- 
guiled, 

The sports of children satisfy the child; 

Each nobler aim, represt by long control, 155 

Now sinks at last, or feebly mans the ‘soul; 

While low delights, succeeding fast behind, 
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In happier meanness occupy the mind: 
As in those domes, where Cxesars once bore 
sway, 
Defaced by time and tottering in decay, 160 
There in the ruin, heedless of the dead, 
The shelter -seeking peasant builds his shed, 
And, ee ring man could want the larger 
pile 
Exults, and owns his cottage with a smile. 
My soul, turn from them, turn we to 
survey 165 
Where rougher climes a nobler race display, 
Where the bleak Swiss their stormy mansions 
tread, 
And force a churlish soil for scanty bread; 
No product here the barren hills afford, 
But man and steel, the soldier and_ his 
sword. 170 
No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 
But winter ling’ring chills the lap of May; 
No Zephyr fondly sues the mountain s 
breast, 
But meteors glare, and stormy siete invest. 
Yet still, even here, content can spread a 
charm, 175 
Redress the clime, and all its rage disarm. 
Though poor the peasant’s hut, his feasts 
though small, 
He sees his little lot the lot of all; 
Sees no contiguous palace rear its head 
To shame the meanness of his humble 
shed; 180 
No costly lord the sumptuous banquet deal, 
To make him loath his vegetable meal; 
But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil, 
Each wish contracting, fits him to the soil, 
Cheerful at morn he wakes from short re- 
pose, 185 
Breasts the keen air, and carols as he goes; 
With patient angle trolls the finny deep, — 
Or drives his venturous plow-share to the 
steep; 
Or seeks the den where snow-tracks mark the 
way, 
And drags the struggling savage into day. 190 
At night returning, every labour sped, 
He sits him down the monarch of a shed; 
Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round surveys 
His children’s looks, that brighten at the 
blaze; 
While his loved partner, boastful of her 
hoard, 195 
Displays her cleanly platter on the board: 
And haply too some pilgrim, thither led, 
With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 
Thus every good his native wilds impart, 
Imprints the patriot passion on his heart, 200 
And even those ills, that round his mansion 
rise, 
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Enhance the bliss his scanty fund supplies. 
Dear is that shed to which his soul con- 


forms, 

And dear that hill which lifts him to the 
storms; 

And as a child, when scaring sounds mo- 
lest, 205 

Clings close and closer to the mother’s 
breast, 


So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind’s roar, 
But bind him to his native mountains more. 
Such are the charms to barren states as- 


signed; 
Their wants but few, their wishes all con- 
fined. 210 


Yet let them only share the praises due, 

If few their wants, their pleasures are but 
few; 

For every want that stimulates the breast 

Becomes a source of pleasure when re- 


drest. 
Whence from such lands each pleasing 
science files, 215 


That first excites desire, and then supplies; 

Unknown to them, when sensual pleasures 
cloy, 

To fill the languid pause with finer joy; 

Unknown those powers that raise the soul to 
flame, 

Catch every nerve, and vibrate through the 
frame. 220 

Their level life is but a smould’ring fire, 

Unquenched by want, unfanned by strong 
desire; 

Unfit for raptures, or, if raptures cheer 

On some high festival of once a year, 

In wild excess the vulgar breast takes 
fire 225 

Til, buried in deb auch, the bliss expire. 

But not their joys alone thus coarsely 


flow: 
Their morals, like their pleasures, are but 


low, 
For, as refinement stops, from sire to son 
Unaltered, unimproved, the manners 
run; 230 


And love’s 
dart 

Fall blunted from each indurated heart. 

Some sterner virtues o’er the mountain’s 
breast 

May sit, like faleons cow’ring on the nest; 

But all the gentler morals, such as play 235 

Through life’s more cultured walks and 
charm the way, 

These far dispersed, on timorous pinions fly, 

To sport and flutter in a kinder sky. 

To kinder skies, where gentler manners 
reign, 


and friendship’s finely-pointed 
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I turn; and France displays her bright do- 
main. 240 

Gay sprightly land of mirth and social ease, 

Pleased with thyself, whom all the world can 
please, 

How often have I led thy sportive choir, 

With tuneless pipe, beside the murmuring 


Loire, 

Where shading elms along the margin 
grew, 245 

And freshened from the wave the Zephyr 
flew! 

And haply, though my harsh touch faltering 
still, 


But mocked all tune, and marred the dancer’s 
skill; 

Yet would the village praise my wondrous 
power, 

And dance, forgetful of the noon-tide 
hour. 250 

Alike all ages. Dames of ancient days 

Have led their children through the mirthful 
maze, 

And the gay gransire, skilled in gestic lore, 

Has frisked beneath the burthen of three- 


score. 
So blest a life these thoughtless realms 
display, 255 


Thus idly busy rolls their world away: 

Theirs are those arts that mind to mind en- 
dear, 

For honour forms the social temper here: 

Honour, that praise which real merit gains, 

Or even Imaginary worth obtains, 260 

Here passes current; paid from hand to 
hand, 

It shifts in splendid traffic round the land: 

From courts, to camps, to cottages it strays, 

And all are taught an avarice of praise; 

They please, are pleased, they give to get 
esteem, 265 

Till, seeming blest, they grow to what they 
seem. 

But while this softer art their bliss sup- 
plies, 

It gives their follies also room to rise; 

For praise too dearly loved, or warmly 
sought, 

Enfeebles all internal strength of thought; 270 

And the weak soul, within itself unblest, 

Leans for all pleasure on another’s breast. 

Hence Ostentation here, with tawdry art, 

Pants for the vulgar praise which fools im- 
part; 

Here Vanity assumes her pert grimace, 275 

as her robes of frieze with copper- 
ace; 

Here beggar Pride defrauds her daily cheer, 

To boast one splendid banquet once a year; 
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The mind still turns where shifting fashion 


draws, 
Nor weighs the solid worth of self-ap- 
plause. 280 
To men of other minds my fancy flies, 
Embosomed in the deep where Holland lies. 
Methinks her patient sons before me stand, 
— ses broad ocean leans against the 
na, 
And, sedulous to stop the coming tide, 285 
Lift the tall rampire’s artificial pride. 
Onward, methinks, and diligently slow, 
The firm-connected bulwark seems to grow; 
Spreads its long arms amidst the wat’ry 


roar, 
Scoops out an empire, and usurps the 
shore. 290 


While the pent ocean rising o’er the pile, 
Sees an amphibious world beneath him 
smile; 
The slow canal, the yellow-blossomed vale, 
The willow-tufted bank, the gliding sail, 
The crowded mart, the cultivated plain, 295 
A new creation rescued from his reign. 
Thus, while around the wave-subjected 
soil 
Impels the native to repeated toil, 
Industrious habits in each bosom reign, 


And industry begets a love of gain. 300 
Hence all the good from opulence that 
springs 


With all those ills superfluous treasure 


brings, 
Are here displayed. Their much-loved 
wealth imparts 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts; 
But view them closer, craft and fraud ap- 
pear, 305 
Even liberty itself is bartered here. 
At gold’s superior charms all freedom flies, 
The needy sell it, and the rich man buys; 
A land of tyrants, and a den of slaves, 
Here wretches seek dishonourable graves, 310 
And calmly bent, to servitude conform, 
Dull as their lakes that slumber in the storm. 
Heavens! how unlike their Belgie sires of 
old! 
Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold; 
War in each breast, and freedom on each 
brow; 315 
How much unlike the sons of Britain now! 
Fired at the sound, my genius spreads her 


wing, 

And flies where Britain courts the western 
spring; 

Where lawns extend that scorn Arcadian 
pride, j 

And brighter streams than famed Hydaspis 
glide. 320 
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There all around the gentlest breezes stray, 

There gentle music melts on every spray; 

Creation’s mildest charms are there com- 
bined, 

Extremes are only in the master’s mind! 

Stern o’er each bosom Reason holds her 
state. 325 

With daring aims irregularly great, 

Pride in their port, defiance in their eye, 

I see the lords of human kind pass by, 

Intent on high designs, a thoughtful band, 

By forms unfashioned, fresh from Nature’s 
hand; 330 

Fierce in their native hardiness of soul, 

True to imagined right, above control, 

While even the peasant boasts these rights 
to scan, 

And learns to venerate himself as man. 

Thine, Freedom, thine the blessings pic- 


tured here, 335 
Thine are those charms that dazzle and en- 
dear; 


Too blest, indeed, were such without alloy, 
But fostered even by Freedom ills annoy: 
That independence Britons prize too high, 
Keeps man from man, and breaks the social 
tie; 340 
The self-dependent lordlings stand alone, 
All claims that bind and sweeten life un- 
known; 
Here, by the bonds of nature feebly held, 
Minds combat minds, repelling and repelled. 
Ferments arise, imprisoned factions roar, 345 
Repressed ambition struggles round her 
shore, 
Till over-wrought, the general system feels 
Its motions stop, or phrenzy fire the wheels. 
Nor this the worst. As nature’s ties decay, 
As duty, love, and honour fail to sway, 350 
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and 


aw, 
Still gather strength, and force unwilling awe. 
Hence all obedience bows to these alone, 
And talent sinks, and merit weeps unknown; 
Till time may come, when, stripped of all 
her charms, 355 
The land of scholars, and the nurse of arms, 
Where noble stems transmit the patriot 
flame, 
Where kings have toiled, and poets wrote for 
fame, 
One sink of level avarice shall lie, 
And scholars, soldiers, kings, unhonoured 


die. 360 
Yet think not, thus when Freedom’s ills 
I state, 


I mean to flatter kings, or court the great; 
Ye Powers of truth, that bid my soul aspire, 
Far from my bosom drive the low desire; 
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And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to 
feel 365 

The rabble’s rage, and tyrant’s angry steel; 

Thou transitory flower, alike undone 

By proud contempt, or favour’s fostering 
sun, 

Still may thy blooms the changeful clime en- 
dure, 

I only would repress them to secure: 

For just experience tells, in every soil, 

That those who think must govern those 
that toil; 

And all that Freedom’s highest aims can 
reach, 

Is but to lay proportioned loads on each. 

Hence, should one order disproportioned 
grow, 375 

Its double weight must ruin all below. 

O then how blind to all that truth requires, 
Who think it freedom when a part aspires! 
Calm is my soul, nor apt to rise in arms, 


370 


Except when  fast-approaching danger 
warms: 380 

But when contending chiefs blockade the 
throne, 

Contracting regal power to stretch their 
own, 


When I behold a factious band agree 

To call it freedom when themselves are free; 

Each wanton judge new penal statutes 
draw, 385 

Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the 


law; 

The wealth of climes, where savage nations 
roam, 

Pillaged from slaves to purchase slaves at 
home; 

Fear, pity, justice, indignation start, 

Tear off reserve, and bare my swelling 
heart; 390 

Till half a patriot, half a coward grown, 

I fly from petty tyrants to the throne. 

Yes, brother, curse with me that baleful 
hour, 

When first ambition struck at regal power; 

And thus polluting honour in its source, 395 

Gave wealth to sway the mind with double 
force. 

Have we not seen, round Britain’s 
shore, 

Her useful sons exchanged for useless ore? 

Seen all her triumphs but destruction haste, 

Like flarmg tapers brightening as they 
waste; 400 

Seen Opulence, her grandeur to maintain, 

Lead stern Depopulation in her train, 

And over fields where scattered hamlets 
rose, 

In barren solitary pomp repose? 


peopled 
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Have we not seen at Pleasure’s lordly 
call, 405 
The smiling long-frequented village fall? 
Beheld the duteous son, the sire decayed, 
The modest matron, and the blushing maid, 
Forced from their’ homes, a melancholy 


train, 
To traverse climes beyond the western 
main; 410 
Where wild Oswego spreads her swamps 
around, 


And Niagara stuns with thund’ring sound? 
Even now, perhaps, as there some pil- 
grim strays 
Through tangled forests, and through dan- 
gerous ways; 
Where beasts with man divided empire 


claim, 415 
And the brown Indian marks with murderous 
aim; 


There, while above the giddy tempest flies, 
And all around distressful yells arise, 
The pensive exile, bending with his woe, 
To stop too fearful, and too faint to go, 420 
Casts a long look where England’s glories 
shine, 
And bids his bosom sympathize with mine. 
Vain, very vain, my weary search to find 
That bliss which only centres in the mind: 
Why have I strayed from pleasure and re- 
pose, 425 
To seek a good each government bestows? 
In every government, though terrors reign, 
Though tyrant kings, or tyrant laws restrain, 
How small, of all that human hearts endure, 
That part which laws or kings can cause or 
cure. 430 
Still to ourselves in every place consigned, 
Our own felicity we make or find: 
With secret course, which no loud storms 
annoy, 
Glides the smooth current of domestic joy. 
The lifted ax, the agonizing wheel, 435 
Luke’s iron crown, and Damiens’ bed of steel, 
To men remote from power but rarely 


known, 
Leave reason, faith, and conscience, all our 
own. 
Santis ivy f 1764 
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THE DESERTED VILLAGE 


Swerer Auburn, loveliest village of the plain, 

Where health and plenty cheer red the labour- 
ing swain, 

Where “smiling spring its earliest visit paid, 

And parting summer’s lingering blooms de- 
layed: 
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Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease, 5 

Seats of my youth, when every sport could 
please, 

How often have I loitered o’er thy green, 

Where humble happiness endeared each 
scene; 

How often have I paused on every charm, 

The sheltered cot, the cultivated farm, 10 

The never-failing brook, the busy mill, 

The decent church that topped the neigh- 
bouring hill, 

The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the 
shade, 

For talking age and whispering lovers made; 

How often have I blessed the coming day, 15 

When toil remitting lent its turn to play, 

And all the village train, from labour free, 

Led up their sports beneath the spreading 
tree; . 

While many a pastime-circled in the shade, 

The young contending as the old surveyed; 20 

And many a gambol frolicked o’er the 


ground, 
And sleights of art and feats of strength went 
round; 
And still as each repeated pleasure tired, 
Succeeding sports the mirthful band in- 


spired; 
The dancing pair that simply sought re- 
nown, 25 


By holding out to tire each other down; 
The swain mistrustless of his smutted face, 
While secret laughter tittered round the 
place; 
The bashful virgin’s side-long looks of love, 
The matron’s glance that would those looks 
reprove: 30 
These were thy charms, sweet village; sports 
like these, 
With sweet succession, taught even toil to 
please; 
These round thy bowers their cheerful in- 
fluence shed, 
These were thy charms— But all these 
charms are fled. 
Sweet smiling village, loveliest of the 
wn, 35 
Thy sports are fled, and all thy charms with- 
drawn; 
Amidst thy bowers the tyrant’s hand is seen, 
And desolation saddens all thy green: 
One only master grasps the whole domain, 
And half a tillage stints thy smiling plain: 40 
No more thy glassy brook reflects the day, 
But choked with sedges, works its weedy 


way. 
Along thy glades, a solitary guest, 
The hollow-sounding bittern guards its nest; 
Amidst thy desert walks the lapwing flies, 45 
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And tires their echoes with unvaried cries. 
Sunk are.thy bowers, in shapeless ruin all, 
And the long grass o’ertops the mouldering 


wall; 
And, trembling, shrinking from the spoiler’s 
hand, 
Far, far away, thy children leave the land. 50 
Ill fares the land, to hastening ills a prey, 
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay: 
ee and lords may flourish, or may 
ade; 
A breath can make them, as a breath has 


made; 
But a bold peasantry, their country’s 
pride, 55 


When once destroyed, can never be supplied. 
A time there was, ere England’s griefs be- 


gan, - 
When every rood of ground maintained its 


man; 
For him light Labour spread her wholesome 


store, 
Just gave what life required, but gave no 
more: 60 


His best companions, innocence and health; 
And his best riches, ignorance of wealth. 
But times are altered; trade’s unfeeling 
train 
Usurp the land and dispossess the swain; 
Along the lawn, where scattered hamlets 


rose, 65 
Unwieldy wealth, and cumbrous pomp re- 
pose; 


And every want to opulence allied, 
And every pang that folly pays to pride. 
Those gentle hours that plenty bade to 
bloom, 
Those calm desires that asked but little 
room, 70 
Those healthful sports that graced the peace- 
ful scene, 
Lived in each look, and brightened all the 
green; 
These, far departing, seek a kinder shore, 
And rural mirth and manners are no more. 
Sweet Auburn! parent of the blissful 
hour, 75 
Thy glades forlorn confess the tyrant’s 
power. 
Here as I take my solitary rounds, 
Amidst thy tangling walks, and ruined 
grounds, 
And, many a year elapsed, return to view 
Where once the cottage stood, the hawthorn 


grew, 80 
Remembrance wakes, with all her busy 
train, 
Swells at my breast, and turns the past to 
pain. 
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In all my wanderings round this world of 
care, 
In all my griefs — and God has given my 
share — 
I still had hopes my latest hours to crown, 85 
Amidst these humble bowers to lay me down; 
To husband out life’s taper at the close, 
And keep the flame from wasting by repose. 
I still had hopes, for pride attends us still, 
Amidst the swains to show my book-learned 
skill, 90 
Around my fire an evening group to draw, 
And tell of all I felt, and all I saw; 
And, as a hare, whom hounds and horns pur- 
sue, 
Pants to the place from whence at first he 


ew, 

I still had hopes, my long vexations 
passed, 95 

Here to return — and die at home at last. 

O blest retirement, friend to life’s decline, 

Retreats from care, that never must be 
mine, 

How happy he who crowns in shades like 
these, 

A youth of labour with an age of ease; 100 

Who quits a world where strong temptations 
try, 

And, since ’t is hard to combat, learns to 
fly! 

For him no wretches, born to work and weep, 

Explore the mine, or tempt the dangerous 
deep; 

No surly porter stands in guilty state 105 

To spurn imploring famine from the gate; 

But on he moves to meet his latter end, 

Angels around befriending Virtue’s friend; 

Bends to the grave with unperceived decay, 

While Resignation gently slopes the way; 110 

And, all his prospects brightening to the last, 

His Heaven commences ere the world be 


past! 
Sweet was the sound, when oft at evening’s 
close 


Up yonder hill the village murmur rose; 
There, as I passed with careless steps and 


slow, 115 
The mingling notes came softened from be- 
low; 


The swain responsive as the milkmaid sung, 

The sober herd that lowed to meet their 
young, 

The noisy geese that gabbled o’er the pool, 

The playful children just let loose from 
school, 120 

The watch-dog’s voice that bayed the whis- 
pering wind, 

And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant 
mind; 
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These all in sweet confusion sought the 
shade, 

And filled each pause the nightingale had 
made. 

But now the sounds of population fail, 125 

No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale, 

No busy steps the grass-grown footway 
tread, 

For all the bloomy flush of life is fled. 

All but yon widowed, solitary thing, 

That feebly bends beside the plashy 
spring; 130 

She, wretched matron, forced, in age, for 
bread, 

To strip the brook with mantling cresses 
spread, 

To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn, 

To seek her nightly shed, and weep till 
morn; 

She only left of all the harmless train, 135 

The sad historian of the pensive plain. 

Near yonder copse, where once the garden 


smiled, 
And a where many a garden-flower grows 
wild; 
There, where a few torn shrubs the place 
disclose, 
The village preacher’s modest mansion 
rose. 140 


A man he was to all the country dear, 

And passing rich with forty pounds a year; 
Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 
Nor e’er had changed, nor wished to change 

his place; 

Unpractised he to fawn, or seek for power, 145 
By doctrines fashioned to the varying hour; 
Far other aims his heart had learned to 


prize, 

More skilled to raise the wretched than to 
rise. 

His house was known to all the vagrant train, 

He chid their wanderings, but relieved their 
pain; 150 

The long remembered beggar was his guest, 

Whose beard descending swept his agéd 
breast; 

The ruined spendthrift, now no longer proud, 

Claimed kindred there, and had his claims 
allowed; 

The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay, 155 

Sat by his fire, and talked the night away; 

Wept o’er his wounds, or tales of sorrow 
done, 

Shouldered his crutch, and showed how fields 
were won. 

Pleased with his guests, the good man 
learned to glow, 

And quite forgot their vices in their woe; 160 

Careless their merits, or their faults to scan, 
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His pity gave ere charity began. 
Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 

And even his failings leaned to Virtue’s 
side; 

But in his duty prompt at every call, 165 

He watched and wept, he prayed and felt, 
for all. 

And, as a bird each fond endearment tries 

To tempt its new-fledged offspring to the 
skies, 

He tried each art, reproved each dull de- 
lay, 

Allured to brighter worlds, and led ae 
way. 

Beside the bed where parting life was laid, 

And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns dis- 
mayed, 

The reverend champion stood. At his con- 
trol 

Despair and anguish fled the struggling 
soul; 

Comfort came down the trembling wretch 


to raise, 175 
And his last faltering accents whispered 
praise. 
At church, with meek and unaffected 
grace, 


His looks adorned the venerable place; 
Truth from his lips prevailed with double 


sway, 
And fools, who came to scoff, remained to 
pray. 180 


The service passed, around the pious man, 

With steady zeal, each honest rustic ran; 

Even children followed with endearing wile, 

And plucked his gown, to share the good 
man’s smile. 


His ready smile a parent’s warmth ex- 
pressed, 185 

Their welfare pleased him, and their cares 
distressed ; 

To them his heart, his love, his griefs were 
given, 

But all his serious thoughts had rest in 
Heaven. 


As some tall cliff, that lifts its awful form, 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the 
storm, 190 
Though round its breast the rolling clouds 
are spread, 
Eternal sunshine settles on its head. 
Beside yon straggling fence that skirts 
the way, 
With blossomed furze unprofitably gay, 
There, in his noisy mansion, skilled to 
rule, 195 
The village master taught his little school; 
A man severe he was, and stern to view; 
I knew him well, and every truant knew; 
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Well had the boding tremblers learned to 
trace 
The day’s disasters in his morning face; 200 
Full rps they laughed, with counterfeited 
glee, 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he; 
Full well the busy whisper, circling round, 
Conveyed the dismal tidings when ‘he 
frowned; 
Yet he was kind, or if severe in aught, 205 
The love he bore to learning was in fault; 
The village all declared how much he knew; 
*T was certain he could write, and cipher too; 
Lands he could measure, terms and tides 
presage, 
And even the story ran that he could 
gauge. 210 
In arguing too, the parson owned his skill, 
For even though vanquished, he could argue 
still; 
While words of learndd length and thunder- 
ing sound, 
Amazed the gazing rustics ranged around; 
And still they gazed, and still the wonder 
grew, 215 
That one small head could carry all he knew. 
But past is all his fame. The very 
Where many a time he triumphed, is Mtge 
Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on 
high, 
Where once the sign-post caught the passing 
eye, 220 
See that house where nut-brown 
draughts inspired, 
Where gray-beard Mirth and smiling Toil 


Low 


retired, 

Where village statesmen talked with looks 
profound, 

And news much older than their ale went 
round. 

Imagination fondly stoops to trace 225 


The parlour splendours of that festive place; 

The white-washed wall, the nicely sanded 
floor, 

The Fcayicy clock that clicked behind the 
door; 

The chest contrived a double debt to pay, 

A bed by night, a chest of drawers by 
day; 230 

The pictures placed for ornament and use, 

The twelve good rules, the royal game of 
Zoose; 

The hearth, except when winter chilled the 


day 

With aspen boughs, and flowers, and fennel 
gay; 

While broken tea-cups, wisely kept for 


show, 235 
Ranged o’er the chimney, glistened in a row. 
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Vain transitory splendours! could not all 
Reprieve the tottering mansion from its 
fall! 
Obscure it sinks, nor shall it more impart 
An hour’s importance to the poor man’s 


heart: 240 « 


Thither no more the peasant shall repair 
To sweet oblivion of his daily care; 

No more the farmer’s news, the barber’s tale, 
No more the woodman’s ballad shall prevail; 
No more the smith his dusky brow shall 


clear, 245 
Relax his ponderous strength, and lean to 
hear; 


The host himself no longer shall be found 
Careful to see the mantling bliss go round; 
Nor the coy maid, half willing to be pressed, 
Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest. 250 
Yes! let the rich deride, the proud disdain, 
These simple blessings of the lowly train; 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
One native charm, than all the gloss of 
art; 


Spontaneous joys, where Nature has its 


play, 255 
The soul adopts, and owns their first-born 
sway 


Lightly hey frolic o’er the vacant mind, 
Unenvied, unmolested, unconfined: 
But the long pomp, the midnight masquer- 


ade, 
With all the freaks of wanton wealth 
arrayed, 260 
In these, ere ’triflers half their wish obtain, 
The toiling pleasure sickens into pain; 
And, even while Fashion’s brightest arts de- 
coy 
The Meare distrusting asks, if this be joy. 
Ye friends to truth, ye statesmen, who 
survey 265 
The rich man’s joys increase, the poor’s de- 
cay, 
’T is yours to judge, how wide the limits 
stand 
Between a splendid and a happy land. 
Hou: swells the tide with loads of freighted 


And Ch ane Folly hails them from her 
shore; 27 

Hoards, even beyond the miser’s wish 
abound, 

And rich men flock from all the world around. 

Yet count our gains. This wealth is but a 
name 

That leaves our useful products still the 
same. 

Not so the loss. The man of wealth and 
pride 275 

Takes up a space that many poor supplied; 
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Space for his lake, 
bounds, 

Space for his horses, equipage, and hounds; 

The robe that wraps his limbs in silken sloth 

Has robbed the neighbouring fields of half 
their growth; 280 

His seat, where solitary sports are seen, 

Indignant spurns the cottage from the green; 

Around the world each needful product flies, 

For all the luxuries the world supplies: 

While thus the land adorned for pleasure 
all 

In barren splendour feebly waits the fall. 

As some fair female unadorned and plain, 
Secure to please while youth confirms her 


his park’s extended 


reign, 

Slights every borrowed charm that dress 
supplies, 

Nor shares with art the triumph of her 


eyes: 290 
But when those charms are passed, for 
_ charms are frail, 
When time advances and when lovers fail, 
She then shines forth, solicitous to bless, 
In all the glaring impotence of dress. 
Thus fares the land, by luxury betrayed, 295 
In Nature’s simplest charms at first arrayed; 
But verging to decline, its splendours rise, 
Its vistas strike, its palaces surprise; 
W ie; scourged by famine, from the smiling 
an 
The mournful peasant leads his humble 
band; 300 
And while he sinks, without one arm to save, 
The country blooms — a garden, and a 
grave 
W ee ee ah! where, shall poverty re- 
side 
To ’scape the pressure of contiguous pride? 
If to some common’s fenceless limits 
strayed, 305 
He drives his flock to pick the scanty blade, 
Those fenceless fields the sons of wealth 
divide, 
And even the bare-worn common is denied. 
If to the city sped — What waits him 
there? 
To see profusion that he must not share; 310 
To see ten thousand baneful arts combined 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind; 
To see those joys the sons of pleasure know 
Extorted from his fellow creatures’ woe. 
Here, while the courtier glitters in bro- 
cade, 315 
There the pale artist plies the sickly trade; 
Here, while the proud their long-drawn 
pomps display, 
There the black gibbet glooms beside the 
way. 
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The — where Pleasure holds her midnight 


reig 
Here, aS decked, admits the gorgeous 
train; 320 
Tumultuous grandeur crowds the blazing 
square, 
The rattling chariots clash, the torches glare. 
Sure scenes like these no troubles e’er annoy! 
Sure these denote one universal joy! 
Are these thy serious thoughts? — Ah, turn 
thine eyes 325 
‘ea the poor houseless shivering female 
es. 
She once, perhaps, in village plenty blessed, 
Has wept at tales of innocence distressed; 
Her modest looks the cottage might adorn, 
Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the 
thorn; 330 
Now lost to all; her friends, her virtue fled, 


Near her betrayer’s door she lays her head, * 


And, pinched with cold, and shrinking from 
‘the shower, 

With heavy heart deplores that luckless hour, 

When idly first, ambitious of the town, 335 

She left her wheel and robes of country 
brown. 

Do thine, sweet Auburn, thine, the loveli- 
est train, 

Do thy fair tribes participate her pain? 

Even now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 

At proud men’s doors they ask a little 
bread! 340 

Ah, no! To distant climes, a dreary scene, 

Where half the convex world intrudes be- 
tween, 

Through torrid tracts with fainting steps 
they go, 

Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe. 

Far different there from all that charmed 
before, 345 

The various terrors of that horrid shore; 

shag hci suns that dart a downward 


And stil shed intolerable day; 
Those matted woods where birds forget to 


But ine bats in drowsy clusters cling; 350 

Those poisonous fields with rank luxuriance 
crowned, 

Where the dark scorpion gathers death 
around; 

Where at each step the stranger fears to 
wake 

The rattling terrors of the vengeful snake; 

Where crouching tigers wait their hapless 
prey, 355 

And savage men more murderous still than 
they; 

While oft 3 in whirls the mad tornado flies, 
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Mingling the ravaged landscape with the 
skies. 
Far different these from every former scene, 
The cooling brook, the grassy-vested 
green, 360 
The breezy covert of the warbling grove, 
That only sheltered thefts of harmless love. 
Good Heaven! what sorrows gloomed that 
parting day, 
That called them from their native walks 
away, 
When the poor exiles, every pleasure 
passed, 365 
Hung round the bowers, and fondly looked 
their last, 
And took a long farewell, and wished in vain 
For seats like these beyond the western main; 
And shuddering still to face the distant deep, 
Returned and wept, and still returned to 
weep. ~ 8870 
The good old sire the first prepared to go 
To new-found worlds, and wept for others’ 
woe; 
But for himself, in conscious virtue brave, 
He only wished for worlds beyond the grave. 
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 375 
The fond companion of his helpless years, 
Silent went next, neglectful of her charms, 
And left a lover’s for a father’s arms. 
With louder plaints the mother spoke her 
woes, 
And blessed the cot where every pleasure 
380 
And Daca her thoughtless babes with many 
a tear, 
And clasped them close, in sorrow doubly 


dea 
Whilst fond husband strove to lend relief 
In all the silent manliness of grief. 
O Luxury! thou cursed by Heaven’s de- 
cree, 385 
How ee exchanged are things like these for 
thee! 
How do thy potions, with insidious joy 
Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy! 
Kingdoms, by thee, to sickly greatness 
grown, . 
Boast of a florid vigour not their own; — 390 
At every draught more large and large they 
grow, 
A bloated mass of rank unwieldy woe; 
Till sapped their strength, and every part 
unsound, 
Down, down they sink, and spread a ruin 
round. 

Even now the devastation is begun, 395 
And half the business of destruction done; 
Even now, methinks, as pondering here I 

stand, 
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I see the rural Virtues leave the land: 

Down where yon anchoring vessel spreads 
the sail, 

That idly waiting flaps with every gale, 400 

Downward they move, a melancholy band, 

Pass from the shore, and darken all the 
strand. 

Contented Toil, and hospitable Care, 

And kind connubial Tenderness are there; 

And Piety with wishes placed above, 405 

And steady Loyalty, and faithful Love. 

And thou, sweet Poetry, thou loveliest maid, 

Still first to fly where sensual Joys invade; 

Unfit in these degenerate times of shame, 

To catch the heart, or strike for honest 


fame; 410 
Dear charming nymph, neglected and de- 
cried, 


My shame in crowds, my solitary pride; 
Thou source of all my bliss, and all my woe, 
That found’st me poor at first, and keep’st 


me so 
Thou eae by which the nobler arts ex- 
cel, 415 


Thou nurse of every virtue, fare thee well! 
Farewell! and O! where’er thy voice be tried, 
On Torno’s cliffs, or Pambamarca’s side, 
Whether where equinoctial fervours glow, 
Or winter wraps the polar world in snow, 420 
Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, 
Redress the rigours of the inclement clime; 
Aid slighted truth; with thy persuasive 
strain 
Teach erring man to spurn the rage of gain; 
Teach him, that states of native strength 
possessed, 425 
Though very poor, may still be very blessed; 
That trade’s proud empire hastes to swift 
decay, 
As ocean sweeps the laboured mole away; 
While self-dependent power can time defy, 
As rocks resist the billows and the sky. 430 
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RETALIATION 


Or old, when Scarron his companions invited, 

Each guest brought his dish, and the feast 
was united; 

If our landlord supplies us with beef, and 
with fish, 

Let each guest bring himself, and he brings 
the best dish: 

Our Dean shall be venison, just fresh from 
the plains; 5 

Our Burke shall be tongue, with a garnish 
of brains; 

Our Will shall be wild-fowl, 
flavour, 


of excellent 
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And Dick with his pepper shall heighten their 
savour: 

Our Cumberland’s sweet-bread its place 
shall obtain, 

And Douglas is pudding, substantial and 
plain: 10 

Our Garrick’s a salad, for in him we see 

Oil, vinegar, sugar, and saltness agree: 

To make out the dinner, full certain I am, 

That Ridge is anchovy, and Reynolds is 


lamb; 
That Hickey’s a capon, and, by the same 
rule, 15 


Magnanimous Goldsmith, a gooseberry fool. 

At a dinner so various, at such a repast, 

Who’d not be a glutton, and stick to the 
last: 

Here, waiter! more wine, let me sit while 
I’m able, 

Till all my companions sink under the ta- 
ble; 20 

Then, with chaos and blunders encircling my 
head, 

Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the 
dead, 

Here lies the good Dean, re-united to 
earth, 

Who mixed reason with pleasure, and wisdom 
with mirth: 

If he had any faults, he has left us in 
doubt, 25 

At least, in six weeks, I could not find ’em 
out; 

Yet some have declared, and it can’t be 
denied ’em, 

That Sly-boots was cursedly cunning to hide 


em. 
Here lies our good Edmund, whose genius 
was such, 
We scarcely can praise it, or blame it too 
much; 30 
Who, born for the Universe, narrowed his 
mind, 
And to party gave up what was meant for 
mankind. 


Though fraught with all learning, yet strain- 
ing his throat 

To persuade Tommy Townshend to lend him 
a vote; 

Who, too deep for his hearers, still went 4 
refining, 

And thought of convincing, while te 
thought of dining; 

Though equal to all things, for all things un- 
fit, 

Too nice for a statesman, too proud for a 
wit: 

For a patriot, too cool; 
dient; 


for a drudge, disobe- 
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And too fond of the right to pursue the ex- 


pedient. 40 
Tn short, ’t was his fate, unemployed, or in 
place, sir, 
To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a 
razor. 
Here lies honest William, whose heart was 
a mint, 


While the owner ne’er knew half the good 
that was in’t; 

The pupil of impulse, it forced him along, 45 

His conduct still right, with his argument 

’ wrong; 

Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam, 

The coachman was tipsy, the chariot drove 
home 

Would you ask for his merits? alas! he had 
none; 

What was good was spontaneous, his a: 
were his own. 

Here lies honest Richard, whose fate a 
must sigh at, 

Alas, that such frolic should now be 80 
quiet! 

What spirits were his, what wit and what 
whim, 

Now breaking a jest, and now breaking a 
limb; 

Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up 
the ball, 55 

Now teasing and vexing, yet laughing at all! 

In short, so provoking a devil was Dick, 

That we wished him full ten times a day at 
Old Nick; 

But missing his mirth and agreeable vein, 

As often we wished to have Dick back 
again. 60 

Here Cumberland lies, having acted his 


parts, 
The Terence of England, the mender of 
hearts; 
A flattering painter, who made it his care 


To draw men as they ought to be, not as 
they are. 

His gallants are all faultless, his women 
divine, 65 


And Comedy wonders at being so fine; 

Like a tragedy queen he has dizened her out, 

Or rather like Tragedy giving a rout. 

His fools have their follies so lost in a crowd 

Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows 
-proud; 70 

And coxcombs, alike in their failings alone, 

Adopting his portraits, are pleased with their 
own. 

Say, where has our poet this malady caught? 

Or wherefore his characters thus without 
fault? siaciad ait 

Say, was it that vainly directing his view 75 
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To oo out men’s virtues, and finding them 
ew, . 
Quite sick of pursuing each troublesome elf, 
He grew lazy at last, and drew from himself? 
Here Douglas retires from his toils to relax, 
The scourge of imposters, the terror of 
quacks: 80 
Come all ye quack bards, and ye quacking 
divines, 
Come dance on the spot where your tyrant 
reclines; 
When Satire and Censure encircled his 
throne, 
I feared for your safety, I feared for my own; 
But now he is gone, and we want a detec- 


. tor, 85 
Our Dodds shall be pious, our Kenricks shall 
lecture; 
ot write bombast, and call it a 
style, 
Our Townshend make speeches, and I shall 
compile; 
New Lauders and Bowers the Tweed shall 
cross over, 
No countryman living their tricks to dis- 
cover; 90 
Detection her taper shall quench to a spark, 
And Scotchman meet Scotchman, and cheat 
in the dark. 
Here lies David Garrick, describe me, who 
can, 
An abridgment of all that was pleasant in 
man; 
As an actor, confessed without rival to 
shine: 95 
As a wit, if not first, in the very first line: 
Yet, with talents like these, and an excellent 
heart, 
The man had his failings, a dupe to his art. 
Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he 


spread, 

And beplastered with rouge his own natural 
red. ; 100 

On the stage he was natural, simple, affect- 
ing; 

"T was only that when he was off he was act- 
ing. 


With no reason on earth to go out of his way, 

He turned and he varied full ten times a day. 

Though secure of our hearts, yet confound- 
edly sick, 105 

If they were not his own by finessing and 
trick, 

He cast off his friends, as a huntsman his 
pack, 

For he knew when he pleased he could whistle 
them back. 

Of praise a mere glutton, he swallowed what 
came, 


Die be, 
Ow 
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And the puff of a dunce, he mistook it for 
fame; 110 
Till his relish grown callous, almost to dis- 
ease, 
Who peppered the highest was surest to 
please. 
But let ae be candid, and oor out our 
min 
Tf dunces ‘applauded, he paid them in kind. 
Ye Kenricks, ye Kellys, and Woodfalls so 
grave, 115 
What a commerce was yours, while you got 
and you gave! 
How did Grub-street re-echo the shouts that 
you raised, 
While he was be-Rosciused, and you were be- 
praised! 
But peace to his spirit, wherever it flies, 
To act as an angel, and mix with the skies: 120 
Those poets, who owe their best fame to his 
skill, 
Shall still be his flatterers, go where he will. 
Old Shakespeare, receive him, with praise 
and with love, 
And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys 
above. 
Here Hickey reclines, a most blunt, pleas- 
ant creature, 125 
And slander itself must allow him good na- 
ture: 
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He cherished his friend, and he relished a 
bumper; 

Yet one fault he had, and that one was a 
thumper. 

Perhaps you may ask if the man was a ieee 


~ Janswer, no, no, for he always was wiser: 130 


Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat? 
His very worst foe can’t accuse him of that: 
Perhaps he confided in men as they go, 
And so was too foolishly honest? Ah no! 
Then what was his failing? come tell it, and 


burn ye! 135 
He was, could he help it? —a special attor- 
ney. 
Here Reynolds is laid, and to tell you my 
mind 


) 
He has not left a better or wiser behind: 
His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand; 
His manners were gentle, complying, and 
bland; 140 - 
Still born to improve us in every part, 
His pencil our faces, his manners our heart: 
To coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steer- 
ing, 
When they judged without skill he was still 
hard of hearing: 
When they talked of their Raphaels, Correg- 
gios, and stuff, 145 
He shifted his trumpet, and only took snuff. 
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ROMANTIC PROGRESS 


( 
William Collins (1721-1759) 


DIRGE IN CYMBELINE 


-To fair Fidele’s grassy tomb 


Soft maids and village hinds shall bring 
Each opening sweet of earliest bloom, 
And rifle all the breathing spring. 


No wailing ghost shall dare appear 5 
To vex with shrieks this quiet grove; 
But shepherd lads assemble here, 
And melting virgins own their ‘love. 


No withered witch shall here be seen; 

No goblins lead their nightly crew: 10 
The female fays shall haunt the green, 

And dress thy grave with pearly dew! 


The redbreast oft, at evening hours, 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 


With hoary moss, and gathered flowers, 15 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 


When howling winds and beating rain 
In tempests shake the sylvan cell, 
Or ’midst the chase, on every plain, 
The tender thought on thee shall dwell; 20 


y Each lonely scene shall thee restore; 


For thee the tear be duly shed, 
Beloved till life could charm no more, 


And mourned till pity’s self be dead. 
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ODE TO SIMPLICITY 


O THov, by Nature taught 
To breathe her genuine thought, 
In numbers warmly pure, and _ sweetly 
strong; 


WILLIAM 


Who first, on mountains wild, 
In Fancy, loveliest child, ~ 
Thy Behe, or Pleasure’s, nursed the powers ot 
song! 


- Thou, who, with hermit heart, 
Disdain’ st the wealth of art, 
And gauds, and pageant weeds, and trailing 


But com’st a decent maid, 10 
In Attic robe arrayed, 
_O chaste, unboastful nymph, to thee I call; 


By all the honeyed store 
On Hybla’s thymy shore; 
By all her blooms, and mingled murmurs 
dear; 15 
By her whose lovelorn woe, 
In evening musings slow, 
Soothed sweetly sad Electra’s poet’s ear: 


By old Cephisus deep, 


Who spread his wavy sweep, 20 
In warbled wanderings, round thy green re- 
treat; 


On whose enamelled side, 
When holy Freedom died, 
No equal haunt allured thy future feet. 


O sister meek of Truth, 
To my admiring youth, 

Thy sober aid and native charms infuse! 
The flowers that sweetest breathe, 
Though Beauty culled the wreath, 

Still ask thy hand to range their ordered 

hues. 30 


i] 
or 


While Rome could none esteem 
But virtue’s patriot theme, 
You loved her hills, and led her laureat band: 
But stayed to sing alone 
To one distinguished throne; 
And oe thy face, and fled her Bilt 
lan 


No more, in hall or bower, 
The passions own thy power; 

Love, only love, her forceless numbers mean: 
For thou hast left her shrine; 40 
Nor olive more, nor vine, 

Shall gain thy feet to bless the servile 

scene. 


Though taste, though genius, bless 
To some divine excess, 
Faints the cold work till thou inspire the 
whole; 45 
What each, what all supply, 
May court, may charm, our eye; 
Thou, only thou, canst raise the meeting 
soul! 
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Of these let others ask, 
To aid some mighty task, 
IT only seek to find thy temperate vale; 
Where oft my reed might sound 
To maids and shepherds round, 
And all thy sons, O Nature, learn my tale. 
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ODE 


How sleep the brave who sink to rest, 

By all their country’s wishes blessed! 

When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallowed mould, 

She there shall dress a swecter sod 5 
Than Fancy’s feet have ever trod. 


By fairy hands their knell is rung; 

By forms unseen their dirge is sung; 

There Honour comes, a pilgrim grey, 

To bless the turf that wraps their clay; 10 

And Freedom shall awhile repair, 

To dwell, a weeping hermit, there! : 
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ODE TO EVENING 


Ir aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song, 
May hope, chaste Eve, to soothe thy modest 
ear, 
Like thy own solemn springs, 
Thy springs, and dying gales, 


O nymph reserved, while now the bright- 
haired sun 5 
Sits in yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts, 
With brede ethereal wove, 
O’erhang his wavy bed: 


Now air is hushed, save where the weak- 


eyed bat 
With short, shrill shriek, flits by on leathern 
wing; 10 


Or where the beetle winds 
His small but sullen horn, 


As oft he rises ’midst the twilight path, 

Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum: 
Now teach me, maid composed, 15 
To breathe some softened strain, 


Whose numbers, stealing through thy dark- 
ening vale, 
May, not unseemly, with its stillness suit, 
As, musing slow, I hail. 
Thy genial loved return! 20 


For when thy folding star arising shows 
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp 
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The fragrant Hours, and elves. 
Who slept in flowers the day, 


And many a nymph who wreathes her brows 
with sedge, 25 
And sheds the freshening dew, Pate lovelier 
still, 
The pensive Pleasures sweet 
Prepare thy shadowy car. 


Then lead, calm votaress, where some sheety 
lake 
Cheers the lone heath, or some time-hallowed 
pile, 30 
Or upland fallows grey 
Reflect its last cool gleam. 


But when chill blustering winds, or driving 
rain, 
Forbid my willing feet, be mine the hut, 
That from the mountain’s side, 35 
Views wilds, and swelling floods, 


And hamlets brown, and dim-discovered 
spires; 
And hears their simple bell, and marks o’er 
all 
Thy dewy fingers draw 
The gradual dusky veil. 40 


While Spring shall pour his showers, as oft he 
wont 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest 
Eve! 
While Summer loves to sport 
Beneath thy lingering light; 


While sallow Autumn fills thy lap with 
leaves; 45 
Or Winter, yelling through the troublous 
alr 
Affrights thy shrinking train, 
And rudely rends thy robes; 


So long, sure-found beneath the sylvan shed, 
Shall F'ancy, Friendship, Science, rose-lipped 
Health, 50 
Thy gentlest influence own, 
And hymn thy favourite name! : 
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THE PASSIONS 
AN ODE FOR MUSIC 


WuEN Music, heavenly maid, was young, 
While yet in early Greece she sung, 

The Passions oft, to hear her shell, 
Thronged around her magic cell, 

Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 5 
Possest beyond the Muse’s painting: 
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By turns they felt the glowing mind 
Disturbed, delighted, raised, refined; 

Till once, ’t is said, when all were fired, 
Filled with fury, rapt, inspired, 10 
From the supporting myrtles round 

They snatched her instruments of sound; 
And, as they oft had heard apart 

Sweet lessons of her forceful art, 

Each (for madness ruled the hour) 15 
Would prove his own expressive power. 


First Fear, his hand, its skill to try, 
Amid the chords bewildered laid, 
And back recoiled, he knew not why, 
Even at the sound himself had made. 20 


Next Anger rushed; his eyes on fire, 
In lightnings owned his secret stings: 
In one rude clash he struck the lyre, 
And swept, with hurried hand, the strings. 


With woful measures wan Despair 25 
Low, sullen sounds his grief beguiled; 

A solemn, strange, and mingled air; 
’T was sad by fits, by starts ’t was wild. 


But thou, O Hope, with eyes so fair, 
What was thy delightful measure? 30 
Still it whispered promised pleasure, 

And bade the lovely scenes at distance hail! 

Still would her touch the strain prolong; 
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 

She called on Echo still, through all the 

song; 35 
And, where her sweetest theme she 
chose, 
A soft responsive voice was heard at every 
close, 
And Hope enchanted smiled, and waved her 
golden hair. 


And longer had she sung;— but, with a 
frown, 
Revenge impatient rose: 40 
He threw his blood-stained sword, in thun- 
der, down; 
And with a witheri ing look, 

The war-denouncing trumpet took, 
And blew a blast so loud and dread, 
Were ne’er prophetic sounds so full of woe! 45 

And, ever and anon, he beat 
The doubling drum, with furious heat; 
And though sometimes, each dreary pause 
between, 
Dejected Pity, at his side, 


Her soul-subduing voice applied, 50 

Yet still he kept his wild unaltered mien, 

While each strained ball of sight seemed 
bursting from his head. 
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Thy eae Jealousy, to naught were 


Sad 1 ee of thy distressful state; 
Of differing themes the veering song was 


mixed; E 55 
And now it courted love, now raving called 
on hate. 


With eyes upraised, as one inspired, 

Pale Melancholy sat retired; 

And, from her wild sequestered seat, 

In notes by distance made more 
sweet, 60 

Poured through the mellow horn her pen- 
sive soul: 

And, dashing soft from rocks around, 
Bubbling runnels joined the sound; 

Through glades and glooms the mingled 
measure stole, 

Or, o’er some haunted stream, with fond 
delay, 65 
Round an holy calm diffusing, 

Love of peace, and lonely musing, 
In hollow murmurs died away. 


But O! how altered was its sprighther 


tone, 
When Cheerfulness, a nymph of healthiest 
hue, 70 
Her bow across her shoulder flung, 
Her buskins gemmed with morning dew, 
Blew an inspiring air, that dale and thicket 


rung 
The eee s call, to faun and dryad 
known! 
The oak-crowned sisters, and their chaste- 
eyed queen, 75 


Satyrs and sylvan boys, were seen, 
Peeping from forth their alleys green: 
Brown Exercise rejoiced to hear; 
And Sport leapt up, and seized his beechen 
spear. 


Last came Joy’s ecstatic trial: 80 
He, with viny crown advancing, 
First to the lively pipe his hand addrest; 
But soon he saw the brisk awakening viol, 
Whose sweet entrancing voice he loved 
the best; 
They would have thought who heard the 
strain 85 
They saw, in Tempe’s vale, her native 
maids, 
Amidst the festal sounding shades, 
To some unwearied minstrel dancing, 
While, as his flying fingers kissed the 
strings, 
Love framed with Mirth a gay fantastic 
round; 90 
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Loose were her tresses seen, her zone un- 
bound; 
And he, amidst his frolic play, 
As if he would the charming air repay, 
Shook thousand odours from his dewy 
wings. 


O Music! sphere-descended maid! 95 
Friend of Pleasure, Wisdom’s aid! 
Why, goddess! why, to us denied, 
Lay’st thou thy ancient lyre aside? 
As, in that loved Athenian bower, 
You learned an all-commanding power, 100 
Thy mimic soul, O nymph endeared, 
Can well recall what then it heard; 
Where is thy native simple heart, 
Devote to Virtue, Fancy, Art? 
Arise, as in that elder time, 105 
Warm, energetic, chaste, sublime! 
Thy wonders, in that godlke age, 
Fill thy recording sister’s page — 
*T is said, and I believe the tale, 
Thy humblest reed could more prevail, 110 
Had more of strength, diviner rage, . 
Than all which charms this laggard age; 
E’en all at once together found, 
Cecilia’s mingled world of sound — 
O bid our vain endeavours cease; 115 
Revive the just designs of Greece: 
Return in all thy simple state! 
Confirm the tales her sons relate! 
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ODE ON THE DEATH OF 
MR. THOMSON 


In yonder grave a druid lies, 
Where slowly winds the stealing wave; 
The year’s best sweets shall duteous rise 
To deck its poet’s sylvan grave. 


In yon deep bed of whispering reeds 5 
His airy harp shall now be laid, 

That he, whose heart in sorrow bleeds, 
May love through life the soothing shade, 


Then maids and youths shall linger here, 
And while its sounds at distance swell, 10 
Shall sadly seem in pity’s ear 
To hear the woodland pilgrim’s knell. 
Remembrance oft shall haunt the shore 
When Thames in summer wreaths is drest, 


And oft suspend the dashing oar, 15 
To bid his gentle spirit rest! 


And oft, as ease and health retire 
To breezy lawn, or forest deep, 

The friend shall view yon whitening spire, 
And ’mid the varied landscape weep. 20 
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i But thou, who own’st that earthy bed, 
Ah! what will every dirge avail; 
Or tears, which love and pity shed, 
,. That mourn beneath the gliding sail? 


Yet lives there one whose heedless eye 25 
Shall scorn thy pale shrine glimmering 
near? 
With him, sweet bard, may fancy die, 
And joy desert the blooming year. 


But thou, lorn stream, whose sullen tide 
No sedge-crowned sisters now attend, 

Now waft me from the green hill’s side, 
Whose cold turf hides the buried friend! 


30 


And see — the fairy valleys fade; 
Dun night has veiled the solemn view! 
Yet once again, dear parted shade, 
Meek nature’s child, again adieu! 


35 


The genial meads, assigned to bless 
Thy life, shali mourn thy early doom: 
Their hinds and shepherd-girls shall dress, 
With simple hands, thy rural tomb. 40 
Long, long, thy stone and pointed clay 
Shall melt the musing Briton’s eyes: 
O vales and wild woods! shall he say, 
. In yonder grave your druid lies! 
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Thomas Gray (1716-1771) 


ODE ON A DISTANT PROSPECT \ 
OF ETON COLLEGE PA 


a Cé 


* 1-\yfa- en eal 


Ye distant spires, ye antique towers, 
| That crown the watery glade, 
| Where grateful Science still adores 
Her Henry’s holy shade; 
~And ye, that from the stately brow 
Of Windsor’s heights the expanse below 
Of grove, of lawn, of mead survey, 
Whose turf, whose shade, whose flowers 
among 
Wanders the hoary Thames along 
His silver-winding way. 


5 


10 


Ah happy hills, ah pleasing shade, 
Ah fields beloved in vain, 

Where once my careless childhood strayed. 
\— A stranger yet to pain! 

I feel the gales, that from ye blow, 

A momentary bliss bestow, 

As waving fresh their gladsome wing 
My weary soul they seem to soothe, 
And, redolent of joy and youth, 

To breathe a second spring. 
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- Say, Father Thames, for thou hast seen 
\ Full many a sprightly race 
| Disporting on thy margent green 
'~ The paths of pleasure trace, 
Who foremost now delight to cleave 
* With pliant arm thy glassy wave? 7”) 
The captive linnet which enthral? 
What idle progeny succeed 
To chase the rolling circle’s speed, 
Or urge the flying ball? 


25 


30 


While some on earnest business bent 

Their murmuring labours ply 
’Gainst graver hours, that bring constraint 

To sweeten liberty; 

Some bold adventurers disdain 
The limits of their little reign, 

And unknown regions dare descry; 
Still as they run they look behind, 
They hear a voice in every wind, 

And snatch a fearful joy. 


35 


40 


Gay hope is theirs by fancy fed, 
Less pleasing when possest; 
The tear forgot as soon as shed, 
The sunshine of the breast; 
Theirs buxom health of rosy hue, 
Wild wit, invention ever-new, 
And lively cheer of vigour born; 
_ The thoughtless day, the easy night, 
~The spirits pure, the slumbers light, 
That fly the approach of morn. 


45 


50 


< Alas, regardless of their doom, 


The little victims play! 

-No sense have they of ills to come, 

Nor care beyond to-day; 

et see how all around ’em wait 
The ministers of human Fate, 

And black Misfortune’s baleful train! 
Ah, show them where in ambush stand, 
To seize their prey, the murtherous band! 

Ah, tell them they are men! 
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~ These shall the fury Passions tear, 

The vultures of the mind, 
Disdainful Anger, pallid Fear, 

And Shame that skulks behind; 

Or pining Love shall waste their youth, 
Or Jealousy with rankling tooth, 

That inly gnaws the secret heart, 
And Envy wan, and faded Care, 
Grim-visaged comfortless Despair, 

LL And Sorrow’s piercing dart. 


65 


70 


Ambition this shall tempt to rise, 
Then whirl the wretch from high, 
To bitter Scorn a sacrifice, 
And grinning Infamy. 


The stings of Falsehood those shall try, 75 
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And hard Unkindness’ altered eye, 

That mocks the tear it forced to flow; 
And keen Remorse with blood defiled, 
And moody Madness laughing wild 

Amid severest woe. 80 


Lo! in the vale of years beneath 
A grisly troop are seen, 
The painful family of Death, 
More hideous than their queen. 
This racks the joints, this fires the veins, 85 
That every labouring sinew strains, 
Those in the deeper vitals rage; 
Lo, Poverty, to fill the band, 
That numbs the soul with icy hand, 
And slow-consuming Age. 90 


[To each his sufferings; all are men, 
Condemned alike to groan, 
The tender for another’s pain, 
The unfeeling for his own. 
Yet ah! why should they know their fate? 95 
Since sorrow never comes too late, 
And happiness too swiftly flies, 
Thought would destroy their paradise. 
No more; where ignorance is bliss, 
|. "Tis folly to be wise. 100 


Yornt Popo vad apne = 
SONNET 


ON THE DEATH OF RICHARD WEST 


TN vain to me the smiling mornings shine, 
And reddening Phoebus lifts his golden fire; 
The birds in vain their amorous descant join; 
Or cheerful fields resume their green attire; 
These ears, alas! for other notes repine, 5 
A different object do these eyes require; 

My lonely anguish melts no heart but mine; 
And in my breast the imperfect joys expire. 
Yet morning smiles the busy race to cheer, 
And new-born pleasure brings to happier 
men; 10 
The fields to all their wonted tribute bear; 
To warm their little loves the birds com- 
plain; 
fruitless mourn to him that cannot hear, 


And weep the more because I weep in vain. 
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ELEGY WRITTEN IN A 
COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD 


THE curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd wind slowly o’er the lea, 
The plowman homeward plods his weary 


way, 
And leaves the world to darkness and to 
me. 


1747 


Now fades the glimmering landscape on the 
sight, 5 
And all the air a solemn stillness holds, 
ies takes the beetle wheels his droning 
ight, 
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds; 


Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower 
The moping owl does to the moon com- 
plain 10 
Of such as, wandering near her secret bower, 
Molest her ancient solitary reign. 


Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree’s 7 


shade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a moulder- 
ing heap, 
Each in his narrow cell forever laid, 15 


The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep. | 


The breezy call of incense-breathing Morn, 
The swallow twittering from the straw- 
built shed, 
The cock’s shrill clarion, or the echoing horn, - 
No more shall rouse them from their lowly 


bed. 207 


For them no more the blazing hearth shall 
burn 
Or busy housewife ply her evening care; 
No children run to lisp their sire’s return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share. 


Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield, 25 
Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has 
broke; 
How jocund did they drive their team 
afield! 
How bowed the woods beneath their 
sturdy stroke! 


Let not Ambition mock their useful toil, 
Their homely joys, and destiny ob- 
scure; 30 
Nor Grandeur hear, with a disdainful smile 


The short and simple annals of the poor. \ 


The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er 
gave, 
Awaits alike the inevitable hour: 35 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 


Nor you, ye proud, impute to these the 
fault, 
If Memory o’er their tomb no trophies 
raise, 
Where through the long-drawn aisle and 
fretted vault 
The pealing anthem swells the note of 
praise. 40 


— 
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Can storied urn or animated bust 
Back to its mansion call the fleeting 
breath? 
Can Honour’s voice provoke the silent dust, 
Or Flattery soothe the dull cold ear of 
Death? 


Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid 45 
Some heart once pregnant with celestial 


i 


fire; 
Hands that the rod of empire might have 
swayed, 
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre. 


But Knowledge to their eyes her ample 

( page 

| Rich with the spoils of time did ne’er un- 
roll; 50 

| Chill Penury repressed their noble rage, 

. And froze the genial current of the soul. 


Full many a gem of purest ray serene 
The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear; 
Full many a flower is born to blush un- 
seen, 55 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 


Some village Hampden that with dauntless 
breast 
The little tyrant of his fields withstood; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest, 
Some Cromwell guiltless of his country’s 
blood. 60 


The applause of listening senates to com- 
mand, 
The threats of pain and ruin to despise, 
To scatter plenty o’er.a smiling land, 
And read their history in a nation’s eyes, 


Their lot forbad; nor circumscribed alone 65 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes 
confined; 
Forbad to wade through slaughter to a 
throne, 
And shut the gates of merey on mankind, 


The struggling pangs of conscious truth to 


hide, 
To quench the blushes of imgenuous 
shame, 70 


Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride 
With incense kindled at the Muse’s flame. 


Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife, 
Their sober wishes never learned to stray; 
Along the cool sequestered vale of life 75 
They kept the noiseless tenor of their way. 


Yet ev’n these bones from insult to protect 
Some frail memorial still erected nigh, 


With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculp- 
ture decked, 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. 80 


Their name, their years, spelt by the un- 
lettered Muse, 
The place of fame and elegy supply; 
And many a holy text around she strews, 
That teach the rustic moralist to die. 


For who, to dumb Forgetfulness a prey, 85 

This pleasing anxious being e’er resigned, 

Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day, 

Nor cast one longing, lingering look be- 
hind? 


-~On some fond breast the parting soul relies, 


Some pious drops the closing eye re- 
quires; 90 

Iiv’n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries, 
Evy’n in our ashes live their wonted fires. 


For thee, who mindful of the unhonoured 


dead 
Dost in these lines their artless tale relate; 
If chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 95 
Some kindred spirit shall inquire thy fate, 


Haply some hoary-headed swain may say, 
‘Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn 

Brushing with hasty steps the dews away 
To meet the sun upon the upland 
lawn. 100 


‘There at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 

That wreathes its old fantastic roots so 
high, 

His listless length at noontide would he 
stretch, 

And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 


‘Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in 

scorn, 105 

Muttering his wayward fancies he would 
rove, 

Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 

Or crazed with care, or crossed in hopeless 
love. 


‘One morn I missed him on the customed 
hill, 
Along the heath, and near his favourite 
tree; 
Another came; nor yet beside the rill, 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he; 


‘The next with dirges due in sad array 
Slow through the church-way path we saw 
him borne. 
Approach and read (for thou canst read) the 
lay, 115% 
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Graved on the stone beneath yon aged 
thorn.’ 


THE EPITAPH 


Here rests his head upon the lap of Earth 
A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown. 

Fair Science frowned not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy marked him for her 
4 Own. 120 


Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere, 
Heaven did a recompense as largely send; 
He gave to Misery all he had, a tear, 
He gained from Heaven (’t was all he 
wished) a friend. 


No farther seek his merits to disclose, 125 
Or draw his frailties from their dread 
abode, ‘ 
(There they alike in trembling hope repose), 
The bosom of his Father and his God. 
1751 - 


THE PROGRESS OF POESY 


jy! 


— Awake, Zolian lyre, awake, 
And give to rapture all thy trembling 
strings. 
From Helicon’s harmonious springs 
|_A thousand rills their mazy progress take; 
The laughing flowers, that round them 
blow, 5 
Drink life and fragrance as they flow. 
Now the rich stream of music winds along, 
Deep, majestic, smooth, and strong, 
Through verdant vales, and Ceres’ golden 
reign; 
Now rolling down the steep amain, 10 
Headlong, impetuous, see it pour; 
The rocks and nodding groves rebellow to 
the roar. 


1. 2 


O! Sovereign of the willing soul, 
Parent, of syieei-and solemn breathing airs, 
Enchanting shell! the sullen Cares 15 
And frantic Passions hear thy soft control. 
On Thracia’s hills the Lord of War 
Has curbed the fury of his car, 
And dropped his thirsty lance at thy com- 
mand. 
Perching on the sceptred hand 20 
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feathered king 
With ruffled plumes and flagging wing; 
Quenched in dark clouds of slumber lie 
The terror of his beak, and lightnings of his 
eye. 
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i738 
Thee the voice, the dance, obey, 25 


Tempered to thy warbled lay. 
O’er Idalia’s velvet-green 
The rosy-crownéd Loves are seen, 
On Cytherea’s day 
With antic Sports and blue-eyed Pleas- 
ures, 30 
Frisking light in frolic measures; 
Now pursuing, now retreating, 
Now in circling troops they meet; 
To brisk notes in cadence beating 
Glance their many-twinkling feet. 35 
Slow melting strains their Queen’s ap- 
proach declare; 
Where’er she turns the Graces homage 


pay. 
With arms sublime, that float upon the air, 
In gliding state she wins her easy way; 
O’er her warm cheek, and rising bosom, 


move 40 
The bloom of young Desire, and purple light 
of Love. . 
tert 


Man’s feeble race what ills await! 
Labour, and Penury, the racks of Pain, 
Disease, and Sorrow’s weeping train, 
And Death, sad refuge from the storms of 
Fate! 45 
The fond complaint, my song, disprove, 
be Ad justify the laws of Jove. 
Say, has he given in vain the heav’nly 
Muse? 
Night, and all her sickly dews, 
Her spectres wan, and birds of boding 
cry, 50 
He gives to range the dreary sky; 
Till down the eastern cliffs afar 
Hyperion’s march they spy, and glittering 
shafts of war. 


Te 
In climes beyond the solar road, 
Where shaggy forms o’er ice-built moun- 
tains roam, 55 


~ The Muse has broke the twilight gloom 
To cheer the shivering native’s dull abode. 
And oft, beneath the odorous shade 
Of Chili’s boundless forests laid, 
She deigns to hear the savage youth re- 
peat, 60 
In loose numbers wildly sweet, 
Their feather-cinctured chiefs and dusky 
loves. 
Her track, where’er the goddess roves, 
Glory pursue, and generous Shame, 
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Th’ unconquerable Mind, and Freedom’s 
Q holy flame. 65 


u. 3 


Woods, that wave o’er Delphi’s steep, 
Isles, that crown the Algean deep, 
Fields, that cool Ilissus laves, 
Or where Meander’s amber waves 
In lingering labyrinths creep, 70 
How do your tuneful echoes languish, 
Mute, but to the voice of Anguish! 
Where each old poetic mountain 
Inspiration breathed around; 
Every shade and hallowed fountain 75 
Murmured deep a solemn sound; 
Till the sad Nine in Greece’s evil hour 
Left their Parnassus for the Latian 
plains. 
Alike they scorn the pomp of tyrant 
Power, 
And coward Vice, that revels in her 
chains. 80 
When Latium had her lofty spirit lost, 
| They sought, oh Albion! next thy sea-en- 
circled coast. 


oT a 


Far from the sun and summer-gale, 
In thy green lap was Nature’s darling laid, 
What time, where lucid Avon strayed, 85 
To him the mighty Mother did unveil 
Her awful face. The dauntless child 
Stretched forth his little arms, and 


smiled. 
This pencil take (she said) whose colours 
clear 
Richly paint the vernal year; 90 
Thine too these golden keys, immortal 
boy! 


This can unlock the gates of Joy, 
Of Horror that, and thrilling Fears, 
Or ope the sacred source of sympathetic 
tears. 
ie? aw: Pa 
Nor second he, that rode sublime 95 
Upon the seraph-wings of Eestasy, 
The secrets of the Abyss to spy. 
He passed the flaming bounds of Place and 
Time; 
The living throne, the sapphire blaze, 
Where angels tremble, while they 
gaze, 100 
He saw; but, blasted with excess of light, 
Closed his eyes in endless night. 
Behold, where Dryden’s less presumptuous 
car 
Wide o’er the fields of Glory bear 
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Two coursers of ethereal race, 105 
With necks in thunder clothed, ‘and long- 
resounding pace. 


Ill. 3 


Hark, his hands the lyre explore! 
Bright-eyed Fancy hovering o’er 
Scatters from her pictured urn 
Thoughts that breathe, and words that 
burn. 110 
But, ah! ’t is heard no more — 
Oh! Lyre divine, what daring spirit 
Wakes thee now? Though he inherit 
Nor the pride, nor ample pinion, 
That the Theban Eagle bear 115 
Sailing with supreme dominion 
Through the azure deep of air; 
Yet oft before his infant eyes would run 
Such forms as glitter in the Muse’s ray, 


With orient hues unborrowed of the 

sun; 120 

Yet shall he mount, and keep his distant 
way 


Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate, 


9 Beneath the good how far — but far above 


the great. 
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THE BARD 
ifs a 


‘RuIn seize thee, ruthless King! 
Confusion on thy banners wait, 
Though fanned by Conquest’s crim- 
son wing 
They mock the air with idle state. 
Helm, nor hauberk’s twisted mail, 5 
Nor even thy virtues, Tyrant, shall avail 
To save thy secret soul from nightly fears, 
From Cambria’s curse, from Cambria’s 


tears!’ 
Such were the sounds, that o’er the crested 
pride 
of the first Edward scattered wild dis- 
may, 10 
As down the steep of Snowdon’s shaggy 
side 
He wound with toilsome march his long 
array. 
Stout Glo’ster stood aghast in speechless 
trance; 


“To arms!’ cried Mortimer, and couched his 
quivering lance. 
1 


On a rock, whose haughty brow 15 
Frowns o’er old Conway’s foaming flood, 


THOMAS GRAY 


Robed in the sable garb of woe, 
With haggard eyes the Poet stood; 
(Loose his beard, and hoary hair 

ol ves like a meteor, to the troubled 

air 20 


And with a master’s hand and prophet’s ° 


e, 
Struck the deep sorrows of his lyre. 


‘Hark, how each giant oak, and desert 


cave, 
Sighs to the torrent’s awful voice be- 
neath! 
O’er thee, oh King! their hundred arms 
they wave, 25 
Revenge on thee in hoarser murmurs 
breathe; 


Vocal no more, since Cambria’s fatal day, 
To high-born Hoel’s harp, or soft Llewellyn’s 
lay. 


I. 3 


‘Cold is Cadwallo’s tongue, 

That hushed the stormy main; 30 

Brave Urien sleeps upon his craggy bed; 
Mountains, ye mourn in vain 
Modred, whose magic song 

Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud- 


topped head. 
On dreary Arvon’s shore they 
lie, 35 


Smeared with gore, and ghastly pale; 
Far, far aloof the affrighted ravens sail; 
The famished eagle screams, and 
passes by. 
Dear lost companions of my tuneful art, 
Dear, as the light that visits these sad 
eyes, 40 
Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my 
heart, 
Ye died amidst your dying country’s 
cries — 
No more I weep. They do not sleep. 
On yonder cliffs, a grisly band, 
I see them sit, they linger yet, 45 
Avengers of their native land; 
With me in dreadful harmony they join, 
And weave with bloody hands the tissue of 
thy line. 


va 
‘Weave the warp, and weave the 


woof, 
The winding-sheet of Edward’s race. 50 
Give ample room, and verge enough 
The characters of hell to trace. 
Mark the year, and mark the night, 
When Severn shall re-echo with affright 
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The shrieks of death, through Berkley’s 
roofs that ring, 55 


Shrieks of an agonizing King! 
She-wolf of France, with unrelenting 


fangs, 
That tear’st the bowels of thy mangled 
mate, 
From thee be born, who o’er thy country 
hangs 
The scourge of Heaven. What terrors 
round him wait! 60 


Amazement in his van, with Flight com- 


bined, 
And Sorrow’s faded form, and Solitude be- 
hind. 


ETS. 


‘Mighty victor, mighty lord! 
Low on his funeral couch he lies! 
No pitying heart, no eye, afford 65 
A tear to grace his obsequies. 
Is the Sable Warrior fled? 
Thy sonis gone. He rests among the dead. 
The swarm, that in thy noon-tide beam 


were born? 
Gone to salute the rising morn. 70 
Fair laughs the morn, and soft the zephyr 
blows, 
While proudly riding o’er the azure 
realm 


In gallant trim the gilded vessel goes; 
Youth on the prow, and Pleasure at the 
helm; 
Regardless of the sweeping Whirlwind’s 
sway, 75 
That, hushed in grim repose, expects his 
evening prey. 


II. 3 


‘Fill high the sparkling bowl, 
The rich repast prepare, 
Reft of a crown, he yet may share the 
feast; 
Close by the regal chair 80 
Fell Thirst and Famine scowl 
A baleful smile upon their baffled guest. 
Heard ye the din of battle bray, 
Lance to lance, and horse to horse? 
Long years of havoc urge their destined 
course, 85 
And through the kindred squadrons 
mow their way. 
Ye towers of Julius, London’s lasting 
shame, 
With many a foul and midnight murther 
fed, 
Revere his consort’s faith, his father’s 
fame, 


588 


And spare the meek usurper’s holy 
head. 90 
Above, below, the rose of snow, 
Twined with her blushing foe, we spread; 
The bristled Boar in infant gore 
Wallows beneath the thorny shade. 
Now, brothers, bending o’er the accursed 


loom 95 
Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his 
doom. 
ul. 1 


‘Edward, lo! to sudden fate 
(Weave we the woof. The thread is 


spun.) 
Half of thy heart we consecrate. 
(The web is wove. The work is 
done.) 100 


Stay, oh stay! nor thus forlorn 
Leave me unblessed, unpitied, here to 
mourn; 
In yon bright track, that fires the western 
skies, 
They melt, they vanish from my eyes. 
But oh! what solemn scenes on Snowdon’s 


height 105 
Descending slow their glittering skirts 
unroll? 


Visions of glory, spare my aching sight, 
Ye unborn ages, crowd not on my soul! 
No more our long-lost Arthur we bewail. 
All hail, ye genuine “kings, Britannia’s issue, 
hailf 110 


I. 2 


‘Girt with many a baron bold 

Sublime their starry fronts they rear; 

And gorgeous dames, and statesmen 
old 

In bearded majesty, appear. 

In the midst a form divine! 115 
Her eve proclaims her of the Briton line; 
Her lion-port, her awe commanding face, 

Attempered sweet to virgin-grace. 
What strings symphonious tremble in the 


air, 
What strains of vocal transport round 
her play! 120 


Hear from the grave, great Taliessin, hear; 
They breathe a soul to animate thy clay. 
Bright Rapture calls, and soaring, as she 
sings, 
Waves in the eye of Heaven her many- 
coloured wings. 


Ir. 3 


‘The verse adorn again 12 
Fierce War, and faithful Love, 


or 
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And Truth severe, by fairy Fiction drest. 
In buskined measures move 
Pale Grief and Pleasing Pain, 
With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing 
breast. 130 
A Voice, as of the Cherub-Choir, 
Gales from blooming Eden bear; 
And distant warblings lessen on my ear, 
That lost in long futurity expire. 
Fond impious man, think’st thou, yon 


sanguine cloud, 135 
Raised by thy breath, has quenched the 
orb of day? 


To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, 
And warms the nations with redoubled 
ray. 
Enough for me. With joy I see 
The different doom our Fates assign. 140 
Be thine Despair and sceptred Care, 
To triumph, and to die, are mine.’ 


He spoke, and headlong from the moun- 
tain’s height 
Deep in the roaring tide he plunged to endless 
night. 
1757 
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James HMacpherson (1736-1796) 


THE DEATH OF CUTHULLIN 


‘Is the wind on the shield of Fingal? Or 
is the voice of past times in my hall? Sing 
on, sweet voice! for thou art pleasant. Thou 
carriest away my night with joy. Sing on, O 
Bragela, daughter of car-borne Sorglan! 

‘Tt is the white wave of the rock, and not 
Cuthullin’s sails. Often do the mists de- 
ceive me for the ship of my love! when they 
rise round some ghost, and spread their gray 
skirts on the wind. Why dost thou delay 
thy coming, son of the generous Semo? 
Four times has autumn returned with its 
winds, and raised the seas of Togorma, 
since thou hast been in the roar of battles, 
and Bragela distant far! Hills of the isle 
of mist! when will ye answer to his hounds? 
But ye are dark in your clouds. Sad Bragela 
calls in vain! Night comes rolling down. 
The face of ocean falls. The heath-cock’s 
head is beneath his wing. The hind sleeps 
with the hart of the desert. They shall rise 
with morning’s light, and feed by the mossy 
stream. But my tears return with the sun. 
My sighs come on with the night. When 
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wilt thou come in thine arms, O chief of spear of Torlath! it is a meteor of night. 
frin’s wars?’ He lifts it, and the people fall! death sits in 

Pleasant is thy voice in QOssian’s ear, the lightning of his sword!’ — ‘Do IJ fear,’ 
daughter of car-borne Sorglan! But retire replied Cuthullin, ‘the spear of car-borne 
to the hall of shells, to the beam of the burn- 5 Torlath? He is brave as a thousand heroes: 
ing oak. Attend to the murmur of the sea: but my soul delights in war! The sword 
it rolls at Dunscai’s walls: let sleep descend rests not by the side of Cuthullin, bard of 
on thy blue eyes. Let the hero arise in thy the times of old! Morning shall meet me on 
dreams! the plain, and the gleam on the blue arms of 

Cuthullin sits at Lego’s lake, at the dark 10 Semo’s son, But sit thou on the heath, O 
rolling of waters. Night is around the hero. — bard, and let us hear thy voice. Partake of 
His thousands spread on the heath. A hun- the joyful shell: and hear the songs of 
dred oaks burn in the midst. The feast of Temora!’ 
shells is smoking wide. Carril strikes the ‘This is no time,’ replied the bard, ‘to 
harp beneath a tree. His gray locks glit-15 hear the song of joy: when the mighty are 
ter in the beam. The rustling blast of night to meet in battle, like the strength of the 
is near, and lifts his aged hair, Hissongisof waves of Lego. Why art thou so dark, 
the blue Togorma, and of its chief, Cuth- Slimora! with all thy silent woods? No star 
ullin’s friend! ‘Why art thou absent, trembles on thy top. No moonbeam on thy 
Connal, in the days of the gloomy storm? 20 side. But the meteors of death are there: 
The chiefs of the south have convened the gray watery forms of ghosts. Why art 
against the car-borne Cormac. The winds thou dark, Slimora! why thy silent woods?’ 
detain thy sails, Thy blue waters roll He retired, in the sound of his song. Carril 
around thee. But Cormac is not alone. joined his voice. The music was like the 
The son of Semo fights his wars! Semo’s25 memory of joys that are past, pleasant and 
son his battles fights! the terror of the stran- mournful to the soul. The ghosts of de- 
ger! He that is like the vapor of death, parted bards heard on Slimora’s side. Soft 
slowly borne by sultry winds. The sun red- sounds spread along the wood. The silent 
dens in its presence; the people fall around.’ valleys of night rejoice, So when he sits in 

Such was the song of Carril, when a son 30 the silence of the day, in the valley of his 

of the foe appeared. He threw down his breeze, the humming of the mountain bee 
pointless spear. He spoke the words of comes to Ossian’s ear: the gale drowns it in 
Torlath; Torlath, chief of heroes, from its course: but the pleasant sound returns 
Lego’s sable surge! He that led his thou- again! Slant looks the sun on the field! 
sands to battle, against car-borne Cormac. 35 gradual grows the shade of the hill! 
Cormac, who was distant far, in Temora’s ‘Raise,’ said Cuthullin to his hundred 
echoing halls: he learned to bend the bow of _ bards, ‘the song of the noble Iingal: that 
his fathers; and to lift the spear. Nor long song which he hears at night, when the 
didst thou lift the spear, mildly-shining beam dreams of his rest descend; when the bards 
of youth! death stands dim behind thee, 40 strike the distant harp, and the faint light 
like the darkened half of the moon behind gleams on Selma’s walls. Or let the grief 
its glowing light. Cuthullin rose before the of Lara rise: the sighs of the mother of 
bard, that came from generous Torlath. He Calmar, when he was sought, in vain, on 
offered him the shell of joy. He honored the _ his hills; when she beheld his bow in the 
son of songs. ‘Sweet voice of Lego!’ he45 hall. Carril, place the shield of Caithbat on 
said, ‘what are the words of Torlath? Comes that branch. Let the spear of Cuthullin be 
he to our feast or battle, the car-borne son near; that the sound of my battle may rise, 
of Cantela?’ with the gray beam of the east.’ 

‘He comes to thy battle,’ replied the bard, The hero leaned on his father’s shield: 
‘to the sounding strife of spears. When 50 the song of Lara rose! The hundred bards 
morning is gray on Lego, Torlath will fight were distant far: Carril alone is near the 
on the plain. Wilt thou meet him, in thine chief. The words of the song were his: the 
arms, king of the isle of mist? Terrible isthe sound of his harp was mournful. 
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‘Alcletha with the aged locks! mother of weak their hands; their dwelling is in the 
car-borne Calmar! why dost thou look wind. But my soul grows in danger, and 
towards the desert, to behold the return of rejoices in the noise of steel. Retire thou 
thy son? These are not his heroes, dark on to thy cave. Thou art not Calmar’s ghost. 
the heath: nor is that the voice of Calmar. 5 He delighted in battle. His arm was like 
It is but the distant grove, Alcletha! but the thunder of heaven! He retired in his 
the roar of the mountain wind! — “Who © blast with joy, for he had heard the voice of 
bounds over Lara’s stream, sister of the noble _ his praise.’ 


Calmar? Does not Alcletha behold his The faint beam of the morning rose. The 
spear? But her eyes are dim! Is it not the 10 sound of Caithbat’s buckler spread. Green 
son of Matha, daughter of my love?” Erin’s warriors convened, like the roar of 


‘“Tt is but an aged oak, Alcletha!” manystreams. The horn of war is heard over 
replied the lovely weeping Alona. “It is Lego. The mighty Torlath came! ‘Why dost 
but an oak, Alcletha, bent over Lara’s thou come with thy thousands, Cutbullin,’ 
stream. But who comes along the plain? 15 said the chief of Lego. ‘I know the strength 
sorrow is in his speed. He lifts high the of thy arm. Thy soul is an unextinguished 
spear of Calmar. Alcletha, it is covered fire. Why fight we not on the plain, and 
with blood!”? — let our hosts behold our deeds? Let them 

‘“But it is covered with the blood of behold us like roaring waves, that tumble 
foes, sister of car-borne Calmar! His20round a rock; the mariners hasten away, 
spear never returned unstained with blood: and look on their strife with fear.’ 
nor his bow from the strife of the mighty. ‘Thou risest like the sun, on my soul,’ 
The battle is consumed in his presence: he replied the son of Semo. ‘Thine arm is 
is a flame of death, Alona! — Youth of the mighty, O Torlath! and worthy of my wrath. 
mournful speed! where is the son of Alcletha! 25 Retire, ye men of Ulln, to Shmora’s shady 
Does he return with his fame, in the midst side. Behold the chief of Erin, in the day 
of his echoing shields? Thou art dark and of his fame. Carril, tell to mighty Connal, 
silent! Calmar is then no more! Tell me if Cuthullin must fall, tell him I accused 
not, warrior, how he fell. I must not hear of | the winds, which roar on Togorma’s waves. 
his wound!” Why dost thou look towards 30 Never was he absent in battle, when the 
the desert, mother of low-laid Calmar?’ strife of my fame arose. Let his sword be 

Such was the song of Carril, when Cuth- before Cormac, like the beam of heaven. 
ullin lay on his shield. The bards rested on Let his counsel sound in Temora, in the day 
their harps. Sleep fell softly around. The of danger!’ 
son of Semo was awake alone. His soul35 He rushed, in the sound of his arms, like 
fixed on war. The burning oaks began to the terrible spirit of Loda, when he comes, 
decay. Faint red light is spread around. in the roar of a thousand storms, and scatters 
A feeble voice is heard! The ghost of Calmar battles from his eyes. He sits on a cloud 
came! He stalked dimly along the beam. over Lochlin’s seas. His mighty hand is 
Dark is the wound in his side. His hair is40 0n his sword. Winds lift his flaming locks! 
disordered and loose. Joy sits pale on his The waning moon half lights his dreadful 
face. He seems to invite Cuthullin to his face. His features blended in darkness arise 
cave. to view. So terrible was Cuthullin in the day 

‘Son of the cloudy night!’ said the rising of his fame. Torlath fell by his hand. 
chief of Erin; ‘why dost thou bend thy dark 45 Lego’s heroes mourned. They gather around 
eyes on me, ghost of the noble Calmar? the chief, like the clouds of the desert. A 
Wouldst thou frighten me, O Matha’s son! thousand swords rose at once; a thousand 
from the battles of Cormac? Thy hand was — arrows flew; but he stood like a rock in the 
not feeble in war: neither was thy voice midst of a roaring sea. They fell around. 
for peace. How art thou changed, chief 50 He strode in blood. Dark Slimora echoed 
of Lara! if thou now dost advise to fly! But, wide. The sons of Ullin came. The battle 
Calmar, I never fled. I never feared the spread over Lego. The chief of Erin over- 
ghosts of night. Small is their knowledge, came. He returned over the field with his 
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fame. But pale he returned! The joy of — the bow, perceive it. Peace to thy soul, in 
his face was dark. He rolled his eyes in thy cave, chief of the isle of mist! 
silence. The sword hung, unsheathed, in ‘The mighty are dispersed at Temora; 
his hand. His spear bent at every step! there is none in Cormac’s hall. The king 

‘Carril,’ said the chief in secret, ‘the 5mourns in his youth. He does not behold 
strength of Cuthullin fails. My days are thy return. The sound of thy shield is 
with the years that are past. No morning ceased: his foes are gathering round. 
of mine shall arise. They shall seek me at Soft be thy rest in thy cave, chief of Erin’s 
Temora, but I shall not be found. Cormac wars! Bragela will not hope fer thy return, 
will weep in his hall, and say, Where is 10or see thy sails in ocean’s foam. Her steps 
Erin’s chief? But my name is renowned! are not on the shore: nor her ear open to 
my fame in the song of bards. The youth the voice of thy rowers. She sits in the 
will say, in secret, O let me die as Cuthullin — hall of shells. She sees the arms of him 
died! Renown clothed him like a robe. that is no more. Thine eyes are full of 
The light of his fame is great. — Draw the 15 tears, daughter of car-borne Sorglan! Blest 
arrow from my side. Lay Cuthullin beneath be thy soul in death, O chief of shady 
that oak. Place the shield of Caithbat near, Tura!’ 
that they may behold me amidst the arms 1761 
of my fathers!’ 2 el A | Phish ee" 

‘And is the son of Semo fallen?’ said2go “~~ Ty 


Carril with a sigh. ‘Mournful are Tura’s fe 
walls. Sorrow dwells at Dunscai. Thy Thomas Chatterton (1752-1770) 


spouse is left alone in her youth. The son BRISTOWE TRAGEDIE 
of thy love is alone! He shall come to OR THE DETHE OF SYR 
Bragela and ask her why she weeps! - He 25 CHARLES BAWDIN 


shall lift his eyes to the wall, and see his : 

father’s sword. Whose sword is that? he TH® featherd songster chaunticleer 

will say. The soul of his mother is sad. Han wounde hys bugle horne, 

Who is that, like the hart of the desert, inthe And tolde the earlie villager 

murmur of his course? His eyes look wildly 30 LE Cte ett Tae 

round in search of his friend. Connal,sonof Kynge Edwarde sawe the ruddie streakes 5 
Colgar, where hast thou been, when the Of lyghte eclypse the greie; 

mighty fell? Did the seas of Togorma roll And herde the raven’s crokynge throte 
around thee? Was the wind of the south in Proclayme the fated daie. 

thy sails? The mighty have fallen in battle, 35 «-Thoy ’rt ryghte,’ quod he, ‘for, by the Godde 


and thou wast not there. Let none tell it That syttes enthroned on hyghe! 10 
in Selma, nor in Morven'’s woody land. Charles Bawdin, and hys fellowes twaine, 
Fingal will be sad, and the sons of the desert To-daie shall surelie die.’ 
owt: Thenne wythe a jugge of nappy ale 

Dy iio’ Gare remy waves’ ef Lego they 40 Hys knyghtes dyad onne jase waite; 
raised the hero’s tomb. Luath, at adistance, ‘(oe tell the traytour, thatt to-daie 15 
lies. The song of bards rose over the dead. Hee leaves thys mortall state.’ 


‘Blest be thy soul, son of Semo! Thou 
wert mighty in battle. Thy strength was = ae re ee 
like the strength of a stream; thy speed like 45 Ns se is ae The 5 eee 
the eagle’s wing. Thy path in battle was And to Syr Charles dydd goe. ‘ 20 
terrible: the steps of death were behind thy : ; 
sword. Blest be thy soul, son of Semo, sea yet ue came, merc twaine, 
ear- hief of Dunseai! Thou hast not And eke hys lovynge wyle, 
aes a a be fag a aivtieys Ineith we 59 Wythe brinie tears ibe ipa the floore, 
was thy blood on the spear of the brave. For goode Syr Charleses lyfe. 
The arrow came, like the sting of death in ‘QO, goode Syr Charles!’ sayd Canterlone, 25 
a blast: nor did the feeble hand, which drew ‘Badde tydyngs I doe brynge. 


Sir Canterlone thenne bendedd lowe, 
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‘Speke boldlie, manne,’ 
Charles, 
‘Whatte says the traytor kynge?’ 


sayd brave Syr 


‘TI greeve to telle; before yonne Sonne 
Does fromme the welkinn flye, 30 
Hee hathe uppon hys honour sworne, 
Thatt thou shalt surelie die.’ 


‘Wee all must die,’ quod brave Syr Charles; 
‘Of thatte I’m not affearde; 

Whatte bootes to lyve a little space? 35 
Thanke Jesu, I’m prepared: 


‘Butt telle thye kynge, for myne hee’s not, 
I’de sooner die to-daie 

Thanne lyve hys slave, as manie are, 
Though I shoulde lyve for aie.’ 40 


Thenne Canterlone hee dydd goe out, 
To telle the maior straite 

To gett all thynges ynne redyness 
For goode Syr Charleses fate. 


Thenne Maister Canynge saughte the 
kynge, 45 
And felle down onne hys knee; 
‘T’m come,’ quod hee, ‘unto your grace 
To move your clemencye.’ 


Thenne quod the kynge, ‘Youre tale speke 
out, 
You have been much oure friende; 50 
Whatever youre request may bee, 
Wee wylle to ytte attende. 


‘My nobile liege! alle my request, 
Ys for a nobile knyghte, 
Who, though may hap hee has donne 
wronge, 55 
Hee thoughte ytte stylle was ryghte: 


‘He has a spouse and children twaine, 
Alle rewyned are for aie; 
Yff that you are resolved to lett 
Charles Bawdin die to-dai.’ 60 


‘Speke not of such a traytour vile,’ 
The kynge ynn furie sayde; 

‘Before the evening starre doth sheene, 
Bawdin shall loose hys hedde: 


‘Justice does loudlie for hym calle, 65 
And hee shalle have hys meede: 
Speke, maister Canynge! Whatte thynge 
else 
Att present doe you neede?’ 


‘My nobile liege!’ goode Canynge sayde, 
‘Leave justice to our Godde, 70 
And laye the yronne rule asyde; 
Be thyne the olyve rodde. 
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‘Was Godde to serche our hertes and reines, 
The best were synners grete; 

Christ’s vycarr only knowes ne synne, 75 
Ynne alle thys mortall state. 


‘Lett mercie rule thyne infante reigne, 

’T wylle faste thye crowne fulle sure; 
From race to race thye familie 

Alle sov’reigns shall endure: 80 


‘But yff wythe bloode and slaughter thou 
Beginne thy infante reigne, 

Thy crowne upponne thy childrennes brows 
Wylle never long remayne.’ 


‘Canynge, awaie! thys traytour vile 85 
Has scorned my power and mee; 

Howe canst thou then for such a manne 
Entreate my clemencye?’ 


' “My nobile liege! the trulie brave 


Wylle val’rous actions prize; 90 
Respect a brave and nobile mynde, 
Although ynne enemies.’ 


‘Canynge, awaie! By Godde ynne Heav’n 
That dydd mee beinge gyve, 

I wylle nott taste a bitt of breade 95 
Whilst thys Syr Charles dothe lyve. 


‘By Marie, and alle Seinctes ynne Heav’n, 
Thys sunne shall be hys laste,’ 

Thenne Canynge dropt a brinie teare, 
And from the presence paste. 100 


With herte brymm-full of gnawynge grief, 
Hee to Syr Charles dydd goe, 

And sat hymm downe uponne a stoole, 
And teares beganne to flowe. 


‘Wee all must die,’ quod brave Syr 
Charles; 105 
‘Whatte bootes ytte howe or wherine; 
Dethe ys the sure, the certaine fate 
Of all wee mortall menne. 


‘Saye why, my friende, thie honest soul 
Runns overr att thyne eye; 110 
Ts ytte for my most welcome doome 
Thatt thou dost child-lyke erye?’ 


Quod godlie Canynge, ‘I doe weepe, 
Thatt thou soe soone must dye 

And leave thy sonnes and helpless wyfe; 115 
’T ys thys thatt wettes myne eyé.’ 


‘Thenne drie the tears thatt out thyne eye 
From godlie fountaines sprynge; 

Dethe I despise, and alle the power 
Of Edwarde, traytour kynge. 120 


‘Whan through the tyrant’s weleom means 
I shall resigne my lyfe, 
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The Godde I serve wylle soone provyde 
For bothe mye soones and wyfe. 


‘Before I sawe the lyghtsome sunne, 125 
Thys was appointed mee; 

Shall mortall manne repyne or grudge 
What Godde ordeynes to bee? 


‘Howe oft ynne battaile have I stood 
Whan thousands dyed arounde; 130 
Whan smokynge streemes of crimson bloode 
Imbrewed the fattened grounde: 


‘Howe dydd I knowe thatt ev’ry darte, 
That cutte the airie waie, 

Myghte nott fynde passage toe my harte, 135 
And close myne eyes for aie? 


‘And shall I nowe, forr feere of dethe, 
Looke wanne and bee dysmayde? 

Ne! fromm my herte fiie childyshe feere, 
Bee alle the manne displayed. 140 


‘Ah! goddelyke Henrie! Godde forefende, 
And guarde thee and thye sonne, 

Yff ’t is hys wylle; but yff ’t is nott, 
Why thenne hys wylle bee donne. 


‘My honest friende, my faulte has beene 145 
_ To serve Godde and mye prynce; 

And thatt I no tyme-server am, 
My dethe wylle soone convynce. 


‘Ynne Londonne citye was I borne, 

Of parents of grete note; 150 
My fadre dydd a nobile armes 

Emblazon onne hys cote: 


‘I make ne doubte butt hee ys gone 
Where soone I hope to goe; 

Where wee for ever shall bee blest, 155 
From oute the reech of woe 


‘Hee taughte mee justice and the laws 
Wyth pitie to unite; 

And eke hee taughte mee howe to knowe 
The wronge cause fromm the ryghte: 160 


‘Hee taughte mee with a prudent hande 
To feede the hungrie poore, 

Ne lett mye sarvants dryve awaie 
The hungrie fromme my doore: 


‘And none can saye butt alle mye lyfe 165 
I have hys wordyes kept; 

And summed the actyonns of the daie 
Eche nyght before I slept. 


‘T have a spouse, goe aske of her 

Yff I defyled her bedde? 170 
I have a kynge, and none can laie 

Black treason onne my hedde. 
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‘Ynne Lent, and onne the holie eve, 
lromm fleshe I dydd refrayne; 

Whie should I thenne appeare dismayed 175 
To leave thys worlde of payne? 


‘Ne, hapless Henrie! I rejoyce, 
I shall ne see thye dethe; 
Moste willynglie ynne thye just cause 
Doe I resign my brethe. 180 


‘Oh, fickle people! rewyned londe! 
Thou wylt kenne peace ne moe; 

Whyle Richard’s sonnes exalt themselves, 
Thye brookes wythe bloude wylle flowe. 


‘Saie, were ye tyred of godlie peace, 185 
And godlie Henrie’s reigne, 

Thatt you dydd choppe your easie daies 
For those of bloude and peyne? 


‘Whatte though I onne a sledde be drawne, 
And mangled by a hynde, 190 
I doe defye the traytor’s pow’, 
Hee can ne harm my mynd; 


‘Whatte though, uphoisted onne a pole, 
Mye lymbes shall rotte ynne ayre, 

And ne ryche monument of brasse 195 
Charles Bawdin’s name shall bear; 


‘Yett ynne the holie booke above, 
Whyche tyme can’t eate awaie, 
There wythe the sarvants of the Lord 
Mye name shall lyve for aie. 200 


‘Thenne welcome dethe! for lyfe eterne 
I leave thys mortall lyfe: 

Farewell vayne world, and alle that’s deare, 
Mye sonnes and lovynge wyfe! 


‘Nowe dethe as welcome to mee comes, 205 
As e’er the moneth of Maie; 

Nor woulde I even wyshe to lyve, 
Wyth my dere wyfe to staie.’ 


Quod Canynge, ‘’T ys a goodlie thynge 

To bee prepared to die; 210 
And from thys world of peyne and grefe 

To Godde ynne heav’n to flie.’ 


And nowe the belle began to tolle, 
And claryonnes to sound; 

Syr Charles hee herde the horses feete 215 
A prauncyng onne the grounde: 


And just before the officers 
His lovynge wyfe came ynne, 
Weepynge unfeignéd teeres of woe, 
Wythe loude and dysmalle dynne. 220 


‘Sweet Florence! nowe I praie forbere, 
Ynn quiet lett mee die; 
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Praie Godde thatt ev’ry Christian soule 
Maye looke onne dethe as I. 


‘Sweet Florence! why these brinie teers? 225 
Theye washe my soule awaie, 

And almost make mee wyshe for lyfe, 
Wyth thee, sweete dame, to staie. 


@T ys butt a journie I shalle goe 
Untoe the lande of blysse; 230 
Nowe, as a proofe of husbande’s love, 
Receive thys holie kysse.’ 


Thenne Florence, fault’ring ynne her saie, 
Tremblynge these wordyes spoke, 

‘Ah, cruele Edwarde! bloudie kynge! 235 
Mye herte ys welle nyghe broke: 


‘Ah, sweete Syr Charles! why wylt thou goe, 
Wythoute thye lovynge wyfe? 

The cruelle axe thatt cuttes thy necke, 
Ytte eke shall ende mye lyfe.’ 240 


And nowe the officers came ynne 
To brynge Syr Charles awaie, 
Whoe turnedd toe hys lovynge wyfe, 
And thus to her dydd saie: 


“T goe to lyfe, and nott to dethe; 245 
Truste thou ynne Godde above, 

And teache thy sonnes to feare the Lorde, 
And ynne theyre hertes hym love: 


‘Teache them to runne the nobile race 
Thatt I theyre fader runne; 250 

Florence! shou’d dethe thee take — adieu! 
Yee officers leade onne.’ 


Thenne Florence raved as anie madde, 
And dydd her tresses tere; 
‘Oh, staie, mye husbande, lorde, 
lyfe!’ 255 
Syr Charles thenne dropt a teare. 


’Tyll tyredd oute wythe ravynge loude, 
Shee fellen onne the flore; 

Syr Charles exerted alle hys myghte, 
And marched fromm oute the dore. 260 


Uponne a sledde hee mounted thenne, 
Wythe lookes full brave and swete; 

Lookes thatt enshone ne more concern 
Thanne anie ynne the strete. 


Before hym went the council-menne, 265 
Ynne scarlett robes and golde, 

And tassils spanglynge ynne the sunne, 
Muche glorious to beholde: 


The Freers of Seincte Augustyne next 
Appearéd to the syghte, 270 
Alle cladd ynne homelie russett weedes, 
Of godlie monkysh plyghte: 
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Ynne diffraunt partes a godlie psaume 
Moste sweetlie theye dydd chaunt; 
Behynde theyre backes syx mynstrelles 
came, 275 
Who tuned the strunge bataunt. 


Thenne fyve-and-twentye archers came; 
Echone the bowe dydd bende, 

From rescue of Kynge Henries friends 
Syr Charles forr to defend. 280 


Bolde as a lyon came Syr Charles, 
Drawne onne a cloth-layde sledde, 
Bye two blacke stedes ynne trappynges 
white, 
Wyth plumes uponne theyre hedde: 


Behynde hym five-and-twenty moe 285 
Of archers stronge and stoute, 

Wyth bended bowe echone ynne hande, 
Marchéd ynne goodlie route; 


Seincte Jameses Freers marchéd next, 


Echone hys parte dydd chaunt; 290 
Behynde theyre backes syx mynstrelles 
came, 


Who tuned the strunge bataunt: 


Thenne came the maior and eldermenne, 
Ynne clothe of scarlett deck’t; 

And theyre attendynge menne echone, 295 
Lyke easterne princes trickt: 


And after them, a multitude 
Of citizens dydd thronge; 
The wyndowes were alle fulle of heddes, 
As hee dydd passe alonge. 300 


And whenne hee came to the hyghe crosse, 
Syr Charles dydd turne and saie, 

‘O, thou, thatt savest manne fromme synne, 
Washe mye soule clean thys daie!’ 


Att the grete mynster wyndowe sat 305 
The kynge ynne mycle state, 

To see Charles Bawdin goe alonge 
To hys most welcom fate. 


Soone as the sledde drewe nyghe enowe, 
Thatt Edwarde hee myghte heare, 310 

The brave Syr Charles hee dydd stande uppe, 
And thus hys wordes declare: 


‘Thou seest me, Edwarde! traytour vile! 
Exposed to infamie; 

Butt bee assured disloyall manne! 315 
I’m greaterr nowe thanne thee. 


‘Bye foule proceedyngs, murdre, bloude, 
Thou wearest nowe a crowne; 

And hast appoynted mee to die, 
By power nott thyne owne. 320 
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‘Thou thynkest I shall die to-daie; 
I have beene dede ‘till nowe, 

And soone shall lyve to weare a crowne 
For aie uponne my browe: 


‘Whylst thou, perhapps, for som few 
yeares, 325 
Shalt rule thys fickle lande, 
To lett them knowe howe wyde the rule 
*Twixt kynge and tyrant hande: 


‘Thye pow’r unjust, thou traytour slave! 
Shall falle onne thye owne hedde’— _ 330 

Fromm out of hearyng of the kynge 
Departed thenne the sledde. 


Kynge Edwarde’s soule rushed to hys face, 
Hee turned hys hedde awaie, 

And to hys broder Gloucester 335 
Hee thus dydd speke and saie: 


‘To hym that soe much dreaded dethe 
Ne ghastlie terrors brynge, 

Beholde the manne! hee spake the truthe, 
Hee’s greater thanne a kynge!’ 340 


‘Soe let hym die!’ Duke Richarde sayde; 
‘And maye echone oure foes 
Bende downe theyre neckes to bloudie 
axe 
And feede the carryon crowes.’ 


And nowe the horses gentlie drewe 345 
Syr Charles uppe the hyghe hylle; 

The axe dydd glysterr ynne the sunne, 
His pretious bloude to spylle. 


Syr Charles dydd uppe the scaffold goe, 

As uppe a gilded carre 350 
Of victory, bye val’rous chiefs 

Gayned ynne the bloudie warre: 


And to the people hee dyd saie, 
‘Beholde you see mee dye, 

For servynge loyally mye kynge, 355 
Mye kynge most ryghtfullie. 


‘As longe as Edwarde rules thys land, 
Ne quiet you wylle knowe: 

Your sonnes and husbandes shalle bee slayne 
And brookes wythe bloude shall flowe. 360 


‘You leave youre goode and lawfulle kynge, 
Whenne ynne adversitye; 

Lyke mee, untoe the true cause stycke, 
And for the true cause dye.’ 


Thenne, hee, wyth preestes, uponne hys 
knees, 365 
A prayer to Godde dyd make, 
Beseechynge hym unto hymselfe 
Hys partynge soule to take. 
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Thenne, kneelynge downe, hee layd hys 
hedde 
Most seemlie onne the blocke; 370 
Whyche fromme hys bodie fayre at once 
The able heddes-manne stroke: 


And oute the bloude beganne to flowe, 
And rounde the scaffolde twyne; 

And teares, enow to washe ’t awaie, 375 
Dydd flowe fromme each mann’s eyne. 


The bloudie axe hys bodie fayre 
Ynnto foure parties cutte; 

And ey’rye parte, and eke hys hedde, 
Uponne a pole was putte. 380 


One parte dydd rotte onne Kynwulph-hylle 
One onne the mynster-tower, 

And one from off the castle-gate 
The crowen dydd devoure; 


The other onne Seyncte Powle’s goode 
gate 385 
A dreery spectacle; 
Hys hedde was placed onne the hyghe crosse, 
Ynne hyghe-streete most nobile. 


Thus was the ende of Bawdin’s fate: 
Godde prosper longe oure kynge, 390 
And grante hee maye, wyth Bawdin’s soule, 
Ynne heav’n Godd’s mercie synge! 
1772 


MYNSTRELLES SONGE 


O! sYNGE untoe mie roundelaie, 
O! droppe the brynie teare wythe mee, 
Daunce ne moe atte hallie daie, 
Lycke a reynynge ryver bee; 
Mie love ys dedde, 5 
Gon to hys death-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Blacke hys cryne as the wyntere nyghte, 
Whyte hys rode as the sommer snowe, 
Rodde hys face as the morynynge lyghte, 10 
Cale he lyes ynne the grave belowe; 

Mie love ys dedde, 

Gon to hys death-bedde, 

Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Swote hys tyngue as the throstles note, 15 
Quycke ynn daunce as thoughte canne bee, 
Defte hys taboure, codgelle stote, 
O! hee lyes bie the wyllowe tree: 
Mie love ys dedde, 
Gonne to hys death-bedde, 20 
Alle under the wyllowe tree. 


Harke! the ravenne flappes hys wynge, 
In the briered delle belowe; 
Harke! the dethe-owle loude dothe syngg, 
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To the nyghte-mares as heie goe; 25 
Mie love ys dedde, 
Gonne to hys death- bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


See! the whyte moone sheenes onne hie; 
Whyterre ys mie true loves shroude; 30 
Whyterre thanne the mornynge skie, 
Whyterre thanne the evenynge cloude; 

Mie love ys dedde, 

Gon to hys death-bedde, 

Al under the wyllowe tree. 35 


Heere, uponne mie true loves grave, 

Schalle the baren fleurs be layde, 

Nee one hallie Seyncte to save 

Al the celness of a mayde. 
Mie love ys dedde, 40 
Gonne to hys death- bedde, 
Alle under the wyllowe tree. 


Wythe mie hondes I lle dente the brieres 
Rounde his halle corse to gre, 
Ouphante fairie lyghte youre fyres, 45 
Heere mie boddie stylle schalle bee. 

Mie love ys dedde, 

Gon to hys death-bedde, 

Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Comme, wythe acorne-coppe & thorne, 50 
Drayne mie hartys blodde awaie; 
Lyfe & all yttes goode I scorne, 
Daunce bie nete, or feaste by daie. 
Mie love ys dedde, 
Gon to hys death-bedde, 55 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Waterre wytches, crownede wythe reytes, 

Bere mee to yer leathalle tyde. 

I die; I comme; mie true love waytes. 

Thos the damselle spake, and dyed. 60 
1777 


Thomas Warton (1728-1790) 


THE GRAVE OF KING ARTHUR 

Srarnny the feast, and high the cheer: 

Girt with many an arméd peer, 

And canopied with golden pall, 

Amid Cilgarran’s castle hall, 

Sublime in formidable state, 5 

And warlike splendour, Henry sate; 

Prepared to stain the briny flood 

Of Shannon’s lakes with rebel blood. 
Illumining the vaulted roof, 

A thousand torches flamed aloof: 10 

From massy cups, with golden gleam 

Sparkled the red metheglin’s stream: 

To grace the gorgeous festival, 
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Along the lofty-windowed hall, 

The storied tapestry was hung: 15 

With minstrelsy the rafters rung 

Of harps, that with reflected light 

From the proud gallery glittered bright: 

While gifted bards, a rival throng, 

(From ‘distant Mona, nurse of song, 20 

From Teivi, fringed with umbrage brown, 

From Elvy’s vale, and Cader’s crown, 

Irom many a shaggy precipice 

That shades Lerne’s hoarse abyss, 

And many a sunless solitude 25 

Of Radnor’s inmost mountains rude,) 

To crown the banquet’s solemn close, 

Themes of British glory chose; 

And to the strings of various chime 

Attempered thus the fabling rhyme. 30 
‘O’er Cornwall’s cliffs the tempest roared, 

High the screaming sea-mew soared; 

On Tintagell’s topmost tower 

Darksome fell the sleety shower; 

Round the rough castle shrilly sung 35 

The whirling blast, and wildly flung 

On each tall rampart’s thundering side 

The surges of the tumbling tide: 

When Arthur ranged his red-cross ranks 

On conscious Camlan’s crimsoned banks: 40 

By Mordred’s faithless guile decreed 

Beneath a Saxon spear to bleed! 

Yet in vain a paynim foe 

Armed with fate the mighty blow; 

For when he fell, an elfin queen, 45 

All in secret, and unseen, 

O’er the fainting hero threw 

Her mantle of ambrosial blue; 

And bade her spirits bear him far, 

In Merlin’s agate-axled car, 50 

To her green isle’s enamelled steep, 

Far in the navel of the deep. 

O’er his wounds she sprinkled dew 

From flowers that in Arabia grew: 

On a rich enchanted bed 55 

She pillowed his majestic head; 

O’er his brow, with whispers bland, 

Thrice she waved an opiate wand; 

And to soft music’s airy sound, 

Her magic curtains closed around. 60 

There, renewed the vital spring, 

Again he reigns a mighty king; 

And many a fair and fragrant clime, 

Blooming in immortal prime, 

By gales of Eden ever fanned, 65 

nae the monarch’s high command: 

Thence to Britain shall return, 

(If right prophetic rolls I lear n) 

Borne on Victory’s spreading plume, 

His ancient scepter to resume; 70 

Once more, in old heroic pride, 

His barbéd courser to bestride; 
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His knightly table to restore, 
And brave the tournaments of yore.’ 


They ceased: when on the tuneful stage 75 


Advanced a bard, of aspect sage; 

His silver tresses, thin besprent, 

To age a graceful reverence lent; 

His beard, all white as spangles frore 

That clothe Plinlimmon’s forests hoar, 80 

Down to his harp descending flowed; 

With Time’s faint rose his features glowed; 

His eyes diffused a softened fire, 

And thus he waked the warbling wire. 
‘Listen, Henry, to my read! _ 85 

Not from fairy realms I lead 

Bright-robed Tradition, to relate 

In forgéd colours Arthur’s fate; 

Though much of old romantic lore 

On the high theme I keep in store: 90 

But boastful Fiction should be dumb, 

Where Truth the strain might best become. 

If thine ear may still be won 

With songs of Uther’s glorious son, 

Henry, I a tale unfold, 95 

Never yet in rime enrolled, 

Nor sung nor harped in hall or bower; 

Which in my youth’s full early flower, 

A minstrel, sprung of Cornish line, 

Who spoke of kings from old Locrine, 

Taught me to chaunt, one vernal dawn, 

Deep in a cliff-encircled lawn, 

What time the glistening vapours fled 

From cloud-enveloped Clyder’s head; 

And on its sides the torrents gray 

Shone to the morning’s orient ray. 
‘When Arthur bowed his haughty crest, 

No princess, veiled in azure vest, 

Snatched him, by Merlin’s potent spell, 

In groves of golden bliss to dwell; 110 

Where, crowned with wreaths of mistletoe, 

Slaughtered kings in glory go: 

But when he fell, with wingéd speed, 

His champions, on a milk-white steed, 

From the battle’s hurricane, 

Bore him to Joseph’s towered fane, 

In the fair vale of Avalon: 

There, with chaunted orison, 

And the long blaze of tapers clear, 

The stoléd fathers met the bier; 

Through the dim isles, in order dread 

Of martial woe, the chief they led, 

And deep intombed in holy ground, 

Before the altar’s solemn bound. 

Around no dusky banners wave, 

No mouldering trophies mark the grave: 

Away the ruthless Dane has torn 

Each trace that Time’s slow touch had worn; 

And long, o’er the neglected stone, 

Oblivion’s veil its shade has thrown: 

The faded tomb, with honour due, 
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*T is thine, O Henry, to renew! 

Thither, when Conquest has restored 

Yon recreant isle, and sheathed the sword, 
When Peace with palm has crowned thy 

brows, 185 

Haste thee, to pay thy pilgrim vows. 

There, observant of my lore, 

The pavement’s hallowed depth explore; 

And thrice a fathom underneath 

Dive into the vaults of death. 

There shall thine eye, with wild amaze, 
On his gigantic stature gaze; 

There shalt thou find the monarch laid, 
All in warrior-weeds arrayed; 

Wearing in death his helmet-crown, 
And weapons huge of old renown. 
Martial prince, ’t is thine to save 

From dark oblivion Arthur’s grave! 

So may thy ships securely stem 

The western frith: thy diadem 

Shine victorious in the van, 

Nor heed the slings of Ulster’s clan: 
Thy Norman pike-men win their way 
Up the dun rocks of Harald’s bay: 

And from the steeps of rough Kildare 
Thy prancing hoofs the falcon scare: 

So may thy bow’s unerring yew 

Its shafts in Roderick’s heart imbrew.’ 

Amid the pealing symphony 

The spicéd goblets mantled high; 

With passions new the song impressed 
The listening king’s impatient breast: 
Flash the keen lightnings from his eyes; 
He scorns awhile his bold emprise; 

E’en now he seems, with eager pace, 
The consecrated floor to trace, 

And ope, from its tremendous gloom, 
The treasure of the wondrous tomb: 
iy’en now he burns in thought to rear, 
From its dark bed, the ponderous spear, 
Rough with the gore of Pictish kings: 
E’en now fond hope his fancy wings, 
To poise the monarch’s massy blade, 
Of magic-tempered metal made; 

And drag to day the dinted shield 

That felt the storm of Camlan’s field. 
O’er the sepulchre profound 

Fen now, with arching sculpture crowned, 
He plans the chauntry’s choral shrine, 

The daily dirge, and rites divine. ert 
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SONNETS 


WRITTEN IN A BLANK LEAF OF 
DUGDALE’S MONASTICON 


Dezem not, devoid of elegance, the sage, 
By Faney’s genuine feelings unbeguiled, 
Of painful pedantry the poring child; 
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Who turns, of these proud domes, the historic 
page, 

Now sunk by Time, and Henry’s fiercer 
rage. 5 

Think’st thou the warbling muses never 
smiled 

On his lone hours? Ingenuous views engage 

His thoughts, on themes, unclassic falsely 
styled, 

Intent. While cloistered Piety displays 

Her mouldering roll, the piercing eye ex- 
plores 10 

New manners, and the pomp of elder days, 

Whence culls the pensive bard his pictured 
stores. 

Not rough, nor barren, are the winding ways 

Of hoar Antiquity, but strown with flowers. 


odeded 


1777 


WRITTEN AT STONEHENGE 


Tuov noblest monument of Albion’s isle! 

Whether by Merlin’s aid from Scythia’s 
shore, 

To Amber’s fatal plain Pendragon bore, 

Huge frame of giant-hands, the mighty pile, 

T’ entomb his Britons slam by Hengist’s 
guile: 5 

Or Druid priests, sprinkled with human gore, 

Taught mid thy massy maze their mystic 
lore: 

Or Danish chiefs, enriched with savage spoil, 

To Victory’s idol vast, an unhewn shri ine, 

Reared the rude heap: or, in thy hallowed 
round, 10 

Repose the kings of Brutus’ genuine line; 

Or here those “kings in solemn state were 
crowned: 

Studious to trace thy wondrous origine 


We muse on many an ancient tale renowned, 
WEES 


TO THE RIVER LODON 


Au! what a weary race my feet have run, 
Since first I trod thy banks with alders 


crowned, ; 
And thought my way was all through fairy 
ground, 


Beneath thy azure sky, and golden sun: 
Where first my Muse to lisp her notes be- 


gun! 5 
While pensive Memory traces back the 
round, 


Which fills the varied interval between; 
Much pleasure, more of sorrow, marks the 


scene. 
Sweet native stream! those skies and suns so 


pure 
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No more return, to cheer my evening 
road! 10 
Yet still one joy remains, that not obscure, 


’ Nor useless, all my vacant days have flowed, 
T’rom youth’ s gay dawn to manhood’s prime 


mature; 
Nor with the Muse’s laurel unbestowed. 
1777 


Robert Perqgussen (1750-1774) 
THE DAFT DAYS 


Now mirk December’s dowie face 
Glowrs owr the rigs wi’ sour grimace, 
While, through his minimum of space, 
The bleer-eyed sun, 
Wi’ blinkin’ light and stealing pace, 5 
His race doth run. 


From naked groves nae birdie sings; 
To shepherd’s pipe nae hillock rings; 
The breeze nae od’rous flavour brings 
From Borean cave; 10 
And dwyning Nature droops her wings, 
Wi’ visage grave. 


Mankind but scanty pleasure glean 

J’rae snawy hill or barren plain, 

Whan Winter, ’midst his nipping train, 15 
Wi’ frozen spear, 

Sends drift owr a’ his bleak domain, 
And guides the weir. 


Auld Reikie! thou ’rt the canty hole, 
A bield for mony a caldrife soul, 20 
Wha snugly at thine ingle loll, 
Baith warm and couth, 
While round they gar the bicker roll 
To weet their ‘mouth, 


When merry Yule Day comes, I trow, 25 
Youll scantlins find a hunery mou; 
Sma’ are our cares, our stamacks fou 
O’ gusty gear 
And kickshaws, strangers to our view 
Sin’ fairn-year. 30 


Ye browster wives, now busk ye bra, 

And fling your SOrrows far awa 

Then come and gie’s the tither blaw 
O’ reaming ale, 

Mair precious than the Well of Spa, 35 
Our hearts to heal. 


Then, though at odds wi’ a’ the warl’, 
Amang oursells we'll never quarrel; 
Though Discord gie a cankered snarl 

To spoil our glee, 40 
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As lang’s there’s pith into the barrel 
We'll drink and ‘gree. 


Fiddlers, your pins in temper fix, 

And roset weel your fiddlesticks; 

But banish vile Italian tricks 45 
From out your quorum, 

Nor fortes wi’ pianos mix — 
Gie’s ‘Tullochgorum’! 


For naught can cheer the heart sae weel 
As can a canty Highland reel; 50 
It even vivifies the heel 
To skip and dance: 
Lifeless is he wha canna feel 
Its influence. 


Let mirth abound; let social cheer 55 
Invest the dawning of the year; 
Let blithesome innocencé appear, 
To crown our joy; 
Nor envy, wi’ sarcastic sneer, 
Our bliss destroy. 60 


And thou, great god of agua vite! 
Wha sways the empire of this city, — 
When fou we,re sometimes capernoity, — 
Be thou prepared 
To hedge us frae that black banditti, 65 
The City Guard. oe 
J 


William Lisle Bowles (1762-1850) 


SONNETS 
BAMBOROUGH CASTLE 


Ye holy Towers that shade the wave-worn 
steep, 

Long may ye rear your aged brows sublime, 

Though, hurrying silent by, relentless Time 

Assail you, and the winds of winter sweep 

Round your dark battlements; for far from 
halls 5 

Of Pride, here Charity hath fixed her seat, 

Oft listening, tearful, when the tempests beat 

With hollow bodings round your ancient 
walls; 

And Pity, at the dark and stormy hour 

Of midnight, when the moon is hid on 


high, 10 
Keeps her lone watch upon the topmost 
tower, 


And turns her ear to each expiring cry; 
Blessed if her aid some fainting wretch 
may save, 
And snatch him cold and speechless from 
the wave. 
1789 
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INFLUENCE OF TIME ON GRIEF 


O True! who knowest a lenient hand to lay 
Softest on Sorrow’s wound, and slowly thence 
(Lulling to sad repose the weary sense) 

The faint pang stealest unperceived away; 


On thee I rest my only hope at last, 5 
And think, when thou hast dried the bitter 
tear 


That flows in vain o’er all my soul held dear, 
I may look back on every sorrow past, 
And meet life’s peaceful evening with a 
smile: — 
As some lone bird, at day’s departing hour, 10 
Sings in the sunbeam, of the transient shower 
Forgetful, though its wings are wet the 
while: — 
Yet ah! how much must that poor heart 
- endure, 
Which hopes from thee, and thee alone, a 
cure! 
1789 


HOPE 


As one who, long by wasting sickness worn, 

Weary has watched the lingering night, and 
heard 

Unmoved the carol of the matin bird 

Salute his lonely porch; now first at morn 

Goes forth, leaving his melancholy bed; 5 

He the green slope and level meadow 
views, 

Delightful bathed in slow-ascending dews; 

Or marks the clouds, that o’er the mountain’s 
head 

In varying forms fantastic wander white: 

Or turns his ear to every random song, 10 

Heard the green river’s winding marge along, 

The whilst each sense is steeped in still de- 
light. 

So o’er may breast young Summer’s breath 
I feel, 

Sweet Hope! thy fragrance pure and healing 
incense steal! 

1789 


DOVER CLIFFS 


On these white cliffs, that calm above the 
flood, 

Uprear their shadowing heads, 
their feet 

Hear not the surge that has for ages beat, 

How many a lonely wanderer has stood! 

And, whilst the lifted murmur met his ear, 5 

And o’er the distant billows the still eve 

Sailed slow, has thought of all his heart 
must leave 


and at 
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Tomorrow; of the friends he loved most 
dear; 

Of social seenes, from which he wept to 
part! 

Oh! if, like me, he knew how fruitless all 10 

The thoughts that would full fain the past 
recall, 

Soon would he quell the risings of his heart, 

And brave the wild winds and unhearing 
tide — 

The World his country, and his God his 
guide. 

1789 


RETROSPECTION 


I TURN these leaves with thronging thoughts, 
and say 
Alas! how many friends of youth are dead; 
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How many visions of fair hope have fled, 

Since first, my Muse, we met. —So speeds 
away 

Life, and its shadows; yet we sit and sing, 5 


Stretched in the noontide bower, as if the 
day 

Declined not, and we yet might trill our 
lay 


Seneath the pleasant morning's purple wing 

That fans us; while aloft the gay clouds 
shine! 

Oh, ere the coming of the long cold night, 10 

Religion, may we bless thy purer light, 

That still shall warm us, when the tints de- 
cline 

O’er earth’s 
gaze 

On the vain visions of our passing eave) 5 

8 


dim hemisphere; and sad we 


HYMNS 


Jsaac Watts (1674-1748) 
A CRADLE HYMN 


Husu! my dear, lie still and slumber, 
Holy angels guard thy bed! 

Heavenly blessings without number 
Gently falling on thy head. 


Sleep, my babe; thy food and raiment, 5 
House and home, thy friends provide; 
All without thy care or payment: 
All thy wants are well supplied. 


How much better thou'’rt attended 

Than the Son of God could be, 10 
When from Heaven He descended 

And became a child like thee! 


Soft and easy is thy cradle: 
Coarse and hard thy Saviour lay, 

When His birthplace was a stable 15 
And His softest bed was hay. 


Blesséd babe! what glorious features — 
Spotless fair, divinely bright! 

Must He dwell with brutal creatures? 
How could angels bear the sight? 20 


Was there nothing but a manger 
Curséd sinners could afford 


To receive the heavenly stranger? 
Did they thus affront their Lord? 


Soft, my child: I did not chide thee, 25 
Though my song might sound too "hard; 
ana thy mother sits beside thee, 
And her arms shall be thy euard. 


Yet to read the shameful story 

How the Jews abused their King, 30 
How they served the Lord of Glory, 

Makes me angry while I sing, 


See the kinder shepherds round Him, 
Telling wonders from the sky! 
Where they sought Him, there they found 
Him, 35 
With His virgin mother by. 


See the lovely babe a-dressing; 
Lovely infant, how He smiled! 

When He wept, ‘the mother’s blessing 
Soothed and hushed the holy child. 40 


Lo, He slumbers in His manger, 
Where the hornéd oxen fed: 

Peace, my darling; here’s no danger, 
Here’s no ox a-near thy bed. 


*T was to save thee, child, from dying, 45 
Save my dear from burning flame, 
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Bitter groans and endless crying, 
That thy blest Redeemer came. 


May’st thou live to know and fear Him, 
Trust and love Him all thy days; 50 
Then go dwell forever near Him, 
See His face, and sing His praise! 


AM I A SOLDIER OF THE CROSS? 


Am Ta soldier of the cross, 
A follower of the Lamb? 

And shall I fear to own His cause, 
Or blush to speak His name? 


Must I be carried to the skies 5 
On flowery beds of ease, 

While others fought to win the prize, 
And sailed through bloody seas? 


Are there no foes for me to face? 

Must I not stem the flood? 10 
Is this vile world a friend to grace, 

To help me on to God? 


Sure I must fight, if I would reign; 
Increase my courage, Lord; 
I'll bear the toil, endure the pain, 15 
Supported by Thy word. oe 
1 


Charles Wesley (1707-1788) 


IN TIME OF PRAYER 
AND TEMPTATION 


Jesus, lover of my soul, 

Let me to Thy bosom fly, 

While the nearer waters roll, 

While the tempest still is high! 

Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 5 
Till the storm of life be past, 
Safe into the haven guide; 

O receive my soul at last! 


Other refuge have I none; 

Hangs my helpless soul on Thee; 10 
Leave, ah! leave me not alone, 

Still support and comfort me! 

All my trust on Thee is stayed, 

All my help from Thee I bring; 

Cover my defenceless head 15 
With the shadow of Thy wing! 


Wilt Thou not regard my call? 

Wilt Thou not accept my prayer? 

Lo! I sink, I faint, I fall — 

Lo! on Thee I cast my care! 20 
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Reach me out Thy gracious hand! 
While I of Thy strength receive, 
Hoping against hope I stand, 
Dying, and behold I live! 


Thou, O Christ, art all I want; 25 
More than all in Thee I find: 

Raise the fallen, cheer the faint, 

Heal the sick, and lead the blind! 

Just and holy is Thy name; 

T am all unrighteousness; 30 
False and full of sin I am, 

Thou art full of truth and grace. 


Plenteous grace with Thee is found, 
Grace to cover all my sin; ; 
Let the healing streams abound; — 35 
Make and keep me pure within! 
Thou of Life the Fountain art, 
Freely let me take of Thee; 
Spring Thou up within my heart! 
Rise to all eternity! 40 
1740 


A CHARGE TO KEEP 


A cHArGE to keep I have, 
A God to glorify; 

A never-dying soul to save, 
And fit it for the sky. 


To serve the. present age, 5 
My calling to fulfill; 

O may it all my powers engage, 
To do my Master’s will! 


Arm me with jealous care, 

As in Thy sight to live, 10 
And O, Thy servant, Lord, prepare, 

A strict account to give! 


Help me to watch and pray, 
And on Thyself rely, 
Assured, if I my trust betray, 15 
I shall forever die. 
1762 


Augustus Ml. Topladp (1740-1778) 
ROCK OF AGES 


Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee; 
Let the water and the blood, 
From Thy wounded side which flowed, 
Be of sin the double cure, 5 
Save from wrath and make me pure. 


Could my tears forever flow, 
Could my zeal no languor know, 
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These for sin could not atone; 

Thou must save, and Thou alone. 10 
In my hand no price I bring; 

Simply to Thy cross I cling. 


While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When my eyes shall close in death, 
When I soar to worlds unknown, 15 
And behold Thee on Thy throne; 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee. 
1776 


John Mewton (1725-1807) 
THE LORD’S DAY 


SAFELY through another week 
God has brought us on our way; 

Let us now a blessing seek, 
Waiting in His courts to-day; 

Day of all the week the best, 
Emblem of eternal rest. 


co 


While we pray for pardoning grace, 
Through the dear Redeemer’s name, 10 
Show Thy reconciléd face, 
Take away our sin and shame; 
From our worldly cares set free, 
May we rest this day in Thee. 


May Thy gospel’s joyful sound 15 
Conquer sinners, comfort saints; 

May the fruits of grace abound, 
Bring relief for all complaints: 

Thus may all our Sabbaths prove 


Till we join the Church above. 20 
1779 


William Cowper (1731-1800) 
WALKING WITH GOD 


On! for a closer walk with God, 
A calm and heavenly frame; 

A light to shine upon the road 
That leads me to the Lamb! 


Where is the blessedness I knew 5 
When first I saw the Lord? 

Where is the soul-refreshing view 
Of Jesus and his word? 


What peaceful hours I once enjoyed! 
How sweet their memory still! 10 
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But they have left an aching void 
The world can never fill. 


Return, O holy Dove, return, 
Sweet messenger of rest! 

IT hate the sins that made thee mourn, 15 
And drove thee from my breast. 


The dearest idol I have known, 
Whate’er that idol be, 
Help me to tear it from thy throne, 
And worship only thee. 20 


So shall my walk be close with God, 
Calm and serene my frame; 
So purer light shall mark the road 
That leads me to the Lamb. st 
1779 


PRAISE FOR THE FOUNTAIN 
OPENED 


THERE is a fountain filled with blood 
Drawn from Emmanuel’s veins; ~ 

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood, 
Lose all their guilty stains. 


The dying thief rejoiced to see 5 
That fountain in his day; 

And there have I, as vile as he, 
Washed all my sins away. 


Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood 

Shall never lose its power, 10 
Till all the ransomed church of God 

Be saved to sin no more. 


E’er since, by faith, I saw the stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply, 

Redeeming love has been my theme, 15 
And shall be till I die. 


Then in a nobler, sweeter song, 
Ill sing thy power to save; 

When this poor lisping stammering tongue 
Lies silent in the grave. 20 


Lord, I believe thou hast prepared 
(Unworthy though I be) 

For me a blood-bought free reward, 
A golden harp for me! 


’T is strung, and tuned, for endless years, 25 
And formed by power divine, 
To sound in God the Father’s ears 


No other name but thine. 
1779 


SAMUEL JOHNSON 603 


PROSE 
ESSAYS 
Samuel Johnson (1709-1784) prejudice and folly to the direction of 
chance. 
THE GARRET That the professors of literature generally 


reside in the highest stories, has been im- 

Nothing has more retarded the advance- 5memorially observed. The wisdom of the 
ment of learning than the disposition of ancients was well acquainted with the intel- 
vulgar minds to ridicule and vilify what  lectual advantages of an elevated situation: 
they cannot comprehend. All industry must why else were the Muses stationed on Olym- 
be excited by hope; and as the student often pus or Parnassus by those who could with 
proposes no other reward to himself than 10 equal right have raised them bowers in the 
praise, he is easily discouraged by contempt vale of Tempe, or erected their altars among 
and insult. He who brings with him into the flexures of Meander? Why was Jove 
a elamorous multitude the timidity of recluse himself nursed upon a mountain? or why 
speculation, and has never hardened his did the goddess, when the prize of beauty 
front in public life, or accustomed his 15 was contested, try the cause upon the top 
passions to the vicissitudes and accidents, of Ida? Such were the fictions by which the 
the triumphs and defeats of mixed conversa- great masters of the earlier ages endeavoured 
tion, will blush at the stare of petulant to inculcate to posterity the importance of 
incredulity, and suffer himself to be driven a garret, which, though they had been long 
by a burst of laughter from the fortresses of 20 obscured by the negligence and ignorance of 
demonstration. The mechanist will be succeeding times, were well enforced by the 
afraid to assert before hardy contradiction, celebrated symbol of Pythagoras, aveuav 
the possibility of tearing down bulwarks qvedvrwy rhv jnxw mpookiver; ‘when the 
with a silkworm’s thread; and the astrono- wind blows, worship its echo.’ This could 
mer of relating the rapidity of light, the 25not but be understood by his disciples as 
distance of the fixed stars, and the height of | an inviolable injunction to live in a garret, 
the lunar mountains. which I have found frequently visited by 

If I could by any efforts have shaken the echo and the wind. Nor was the tra- 
off this cowardice, I had not sheltered my- dition wholly obliterated in the age of 
self under a borrowed name, nor applied 30 Augustus, for Tibullus evidently congrat- 
to you for the means of communicating to ulates himself upon his garret, not without 
the public the theory of a garret; a subject some allusion to the Pythagorean precept: 
which, except some slight and transient 
strictures, has been hither to neglected by ._ Aut, gelidas hybernus aquas cum fuderit aus- 
those who were best qualified to adorn it, 35 fer, 
either for want of leisure to prosecute the  Securwm somnos, imbre juvante, sequi ! 
various researches in which a nice discussion 
must engage them, or because it requires 
such diversity of knowledge, and such extent 
of curiosity, as is scarcely to be found in 40 
any single intellect; or perhaps others fore- And it is impossible not to discover the 
saw the tumults which would be raised fondness of Lucretius, an earlier writer, for 
against them, and confined their knowledge a garret, in his description of the lofty towers 
to their own breasts, and abandoned of serene learning, and of the pleasure with 


Quam juval immites ventos audire cubantem — 


How sweet in sleep to pass the careless hours, 
Lulled by the beating winds and dashing 
showers ! 
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which a wise man /ooks down upon the con- These conveniences may perhaps all be 
fused and erratick state of the world moving found in a well-chosen garret; but surely 
below him: they cannot be supposed sufficiently im- 
Sed nil dulcius est, bene quam munita tenere portant to have operated unvariably upon 
Edita doctrina sapientum templa serena; 5 different climates, distant ages, and separate 
Despicere unde queas alios, passimque videre nations. Of an universal practice, there 
Errare, atque vam palanters querere vite. must still be presumed an universal cause, 


—’Tis sweet thy labouring steps to guide which, however recondite and abstruse, may 

To virtue’s heights, with wisdom well sup- be perhaps reserved to make me illustrious 

plied, , ; 10 by its discovery, and you by its promul- 

And all the magazines of learning fortified: gation. 

From thence to look below on human kind, It is universally known that the faculties 
Bewildered in the maze of life, and blind. : sages 3 

Le cite of the mind are invigorated or weakened by 

the state of the body, and that the body is 

15 in a great measure regulated by the various 

compressions of the ambient element. 

The effects of the air in the production 
or cure of corporeal maladies have been 
acknowledged from the time of Hippoc- 

20 rates; but no man has yet sufficiently con- 
sidered how far it may influence the opera- 
tions of the genius, though every day affords 
instances of local understanding, of wits and 
reasoners, whose faculties are adapted to 
Conjectures have, indeed, been advanced 25 some single spot, and who, when they are 

concerning these habitations of literature, removed to any other place, sink at once into 
but without much satisfaction to the judi- silence and stupidity. I have discovered, by 
cious inquirer. Some have imagined that a long series of observations, that invention 
the garret is generally chosen by the wits and elocution suffer great impediments from 
as most easily rented; and concluded that 30 dense and impure vapours, and that the 
no man rejoices in his aérial abode, but on tenuity of a defecated air at a proper dis- 
the days of payment. Others suspect, tance from the surface of the earth, ac- 
that a garret is chiefly convenient, as it celerates the fancy, and sets at liberty those 
is remoter than any other part of the intellectual powers which were before 
house from the outer door, which is often 35 shackled by too strong attraction, and unable 
observed to be infested by visitants, who to expand themselves under the pressure of 
talk incessantly of beer, or linen, or a a gross atmosphere. I have found dulness 
coat, and repeat the same sounds every to quicken into sentiment in a thin ether, as 
morning, and sometimes again in the after- water, though not very hot, boils in a receiver 
noon, without any variation, except that 40 partly exhausted; and heads, in appearance 
they grow daily more importunate and empty, have teemed with notions upon 
clamourous, and raise their voices in time rising ground, as the flaccid sides of a foot- 
from mournful murmurs to raging vocifera- ball would have swelled out into stiffness 
tions. This eternal monotony is always and extension. 

detestable to a man whose chief pleasure45 For this reason I never think myself 

is to enlarge his knowledge, and vary his qualified to judge decisively of any man’s 
ideas. Others talk of freedom from noise, faculties, whom I have only known in one 
and abstraction from common business or degree of elevation; but take some op- 
amusements; and some, yet more visionary, portunity of attending him from the cellar 
tell us that the faculties are enlarged by 50to the garret, and try upon him all the 
open prospects, and that the fancy is more various degrees of rarefaction and condensa- 
at liberty, when the eye ranges without tion, tension and laxity. If he is neither 
confinement. vivacious aloft, nor serious below, I then 


The institution has, indeed, continued 
to our own time; the garret is still the usual 
receptacle of the philosopher and poet, but 
this, like many ancient customs, is perpetu- 
ated only by an accidental imitation, without 
knowledge of the original reason for which 
it was established. 

Causa latet; res est notissima. 
The cause is secret, but the effect is known. 
— ADDISON 
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consider him as hopeless; but as it seldom 
happens, that I do not find the temper to 
which the texture of his brain is fitted, I ac- 
commodate him in time with a tube of mer- 
eury, first marking the pointsmost favourable 
to his intellects, according to rules which I 
have long studied, and which I may, perhaps, 
reveal to mankind in a complete treatise of 
barometrical pneumatology. 
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distances from the centre, so necessary to 
a just estimate of intellectual abilities, 
and consequently of so great use in edu- 
cation, that if I hoped that the publick could 


5 be persuaded to so expensive an experiment, 


1 would propose, that there should be a 
cavern dug, and a tower erected, like those 
which Bacon describes in Solomon’s house, 
for the expansion and concentration of 


Another cause of the gaiety and sprightli- 10 understanding, according to the exigence of 


ness of the dwellers in garrets is probably 
the increase of that vertiginous motion, with 
which we are carried round by the diurnal 
revolution of the earth. The power of agita- 


tion upon the spirits is well known: every 15 depth; 


man has felt his heart lightened in a rapid 
vehicle, or on a galloping horse; and nothing 
is plainer, than that he who towers to the 
fifth story, is whirled through more space 


by every circumrotation, than another that 20 


different employments or constitutions. 
Perhaps some that fume away in medita- 
tions upon time and space in the tower, 
might compose tables of interest at a certain 
and he that upon level ground 
stagnates in silence, or creeps in narrative, 
might, at the height of half a mile, ferment 
into merriment, sparkle with repartee, and 


froth with declamation. 


Addison observes, that we may find the 


grovels upon the ground floor. The nations heat of Virgil’s climate, in some lines of 


between the tropicks are known to be fiery, 
inconstant, inventive, and fanciful; because, 
living at the utmost length of the earth’s 


his Georgic: so, when I read a composition, 
I immediately determine the height of the 
author’s habitation. 


As an elaborate per- 


diameter, they are carried about with more 25 formance is commonly said to smell of the 


swiftness than those whom nature has 
placed nearer to the poles; and therefore, as 
it becomes a wise man to struggle with the 
inconveniences of his country, whenever 


lamp, my commendation of a noble thought, 
a sprightly sally, or a bold figure, is to pro- 
nounce it fresh from the garret; an expression 


which would break from me upon the pe- 


celerity and acuteness are requisite, we must 30 rusal of most of your papers, did I not believe, 


actuate our languor by taking a few turns 
round the centre in a garret. 

If you imagine that I ascribe to air and 
motion effects which they cannot produce, 


I desire you to consult your own memory, 35 


and consider whether you have never known 
a man acquire reputation in his garret, 
which, when fortune or a patron had placed 
him upon the first floor, he was unable to 
maintain; and who 
former vigour of understanding, till he was 
restored to his original situation. That a 
garret will make every man a wit, I am very 
far from supposing; I know there are some 
who would continue blockheads even on the 
summit of the Andes, or on the peak of 
Teneriffe. But let not any man be con- 
sidered as unimprovable till this potent 
remedy has been tried; for perhaps he was 
formed to be great only in a garret, as the 
joiner of Areteeus was rational in no other 
place but his own shop. 

I think a frequent removal to various 


never recovered his 40 


that you sometimes quit the garret, and 
ascend into the cockloft. 
[HYPERTATUS | 
Tuesday, April 30, 1751 


Oliver Goldsmith (1728-1774) 


JUSTICE AND GENEROSITY 


Lysippus is a man whose greatness of 
soul the whole world admires. His gener- 
osity is such, that it prevents a demand, 


5and saves the receiver the trouble and the 


confusion of a request. His liberality also, 
does not oblige more by its greatness, than 
by his inimitable grace in giving. Sometimes 
he even distributes his bounties to strangers, 


50and has been known to do good offices to 


those who professed themselves his enemies. 
All the world are unanimous in the praise 
of his generosity; there is only one sort 
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of people who complain of his conduct. is fully answered, if we give them what 
Lysippus does not pay his debts. we owe them. Thus justice, properly speak- 
It is no difficult matter to account for a_ ing, is the only virtue, and all the rest have 
conduct so seemingly incompatible with _ their origin in it. 
itself. There is greatness in being generous, 5 The qualities of candour, fortitude, 
and there is only simple justice in satisfying charity, and generosity, for instance, are 
his creditors. Generosity is the part of a not, in their own nature, virtues; and, if 
soul raised above the vulgar. There is in ever they deserve the title, it is owing only 
it something of what we admire in heroes, to justice, which impels and directs them. 
and praise with a degree of rapture. Jus-10 Without such a moderator, candour might 
tice, on the contrary, is a mere mechanic become indiscretion, fortitude obstinacy, 
virtue, only fit for tradesmen, and what charity imprudence, and generosity mistaken 
is practiced by every broker in Change profusion. 
Alley. A disinterested action, if it be not con- 
In paying his debts a man barely does 15 ducted by justice, is at best indifferent in 
his duty, and it is an action attended with its nature, and not unfrequently even turns 
no sort of glory. Should Lysippus satisfy to vice. The expenses of society, of presents, 
his creditors, who would be.at’ the pains of entertainment, and the other helps to 
of telling it to the world? Generosity is a cheerfulness, are actions merely indifferent, 
virtue of a very different complexion. It20when not repugnant to a better method 
is raised above duty, and from its elevation of disposing of our superfluities; but they 
attracts the attention and the praises of become vicious when they obstruct or 
us little mortals below. exhaust our abilities from a more virtuous 
In this manner do men generally reason disposition of our circumstances. 
upon justice and generosity. The first25 True generosity is a duty as indispen- 
is despised, though a virtue essential to  sably necessary as those imposed upon us 
good society; and the other attracts our by law. It is a rule imposed upon us by 
esteem, which too frequently proceeds from reason, which should be the sovereign law 
an impetuosity of temper, rather directed of a rational being. But this generosity 
by vanity than reason. Lysippus is told 30 does not consist in obeying every impulse 
that his banker asks a debt of forty of humanity, in following blind passion for 
pounds, and that a distressed acquaintance our guide, and impairing our circumstances 
petitions for the same sum. He gives it, by present benefactions, so as to render us 
without hesitating, to the latter; for he incapable of future ones. 
demands as a favour what the fromer35 Misers are generally characterized as 
requires as a debt. men without honour, or without humanity, 
Mankind in general are not sufficiently who live only to accumulate, and to this 
acquainted with the import of the word passion sacrifice every other happiness. 
justice: it is commonly believed to consist They have been described as madmen, 
only in a performance of those duties to40 who, in the midst of abundance, banish 
which the laws of society can oblige us. every pleasure, and make, from imaginary 
This I allow is sometimes the import of the wants, real necessities. But few, very few, 
word, and in this sense justice is distin- correspond to this exaggerated picture; 
quished from equity; but there is a justice and, perhaps, there is not one in whom all 
still more extensive, and which can be45these circumstances are found united. 
shown to embrace all the virtues united. Instead of this, we find the sober and the 
Justice may be defined, that virtue industrious branded by the vain and the 
which impels us to give to every person idle, with this odious appellation; men 
what is his due. In this extended sense who, by frugality and labour, raise them- 
of the word, it comprehends the practice 50selves above their equals, and contribute 
of every virtue which reason prescribes, — their share of industry to the common stock. 
or society should expect. Our duty to our Whatever the vain or the ignorant may 
Maker, to each other, and to ourselves, say, well were it for society had we more 
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of this character amongst us. In general, ing, to bestow it on one who may possibly 
these close men are found at last the true be a rogue. And while you are unjust in 
benefactors of society. With an avaricious rewarding uncertain merit, you are doubly 
man we seldom lose in our dealings, but guilty by stripping yourself.’ 


too frequently in our commerce with prod- 5 Saturday, October 20, 1759 
igality. 

A French priest, whose name was Godinot, 
went for a long time by the name of the ADVERSITIES OF POETS 


Griper. He refused to relieve the most 

apparent wretchedness, and by a skilfulio I fancy the character of a poet is in 
management of his vineyard, had the good every country the same: fond of enjoying 
fortune to acquire immense sums of money. the present, careless of the future; his 
The inhabitants of Rheims, who were his conversation that of a man of sense, his 
fellow-citizens, detested him, and the pop- actions those of a fool; of fortitude able 
ulace, who seldom love a miser, wherever 15 to stand unmoved at the bursting of an 
he went, received him with contempt. He earthquake, yet of sensibility to be affected 
still, however, continued his former sim- by the breaking of a tea-cup;—such is 
plicity of life, his amazing and unremitted his character, which, considered in every 
frugality. This good man had long per- light, is the very opposite of that which 
ceived the wants of the poor in the city, 20 leads to riches. 

particularly in having no water but what The poets of the west are as remarkable 
they were obliged to buy at an advanced for their indigence as their genius, and yet, 
price; wherefore that whole fortune which among the numerous hospitals designed 
he had been amassing, he laid out in an _ to relieve the poor, I have heard of but one 
aqueduct, by which he did the poor more 25 erected for the benefit of decayed authors. 
useful and lasting service, than if he had dis- This was founded by Pope Urban the Eighth, 
tributed his whole income in charity every and called the retreat of the incurables, 
day at his door. intimating, that it was equally impossible 

Among men long conversant with books, to reclaim the patients, who sued for recep- 
we too frequently find those misplaced 30 tion, from poverty or from poetry. To be 
virtues, of which I have been now com- sincere, were I to send you an account of 
plaining. We find the studious animated _ the lives of the western poets, either ancient 
with a strong passion for the great virtues, or modern, I fancy you would think me 
as they are mistakenly called, and utterly employed in collecting materials for an 
forgetful of the ordinary ones. The decla- 35 history of human wretchedness. 
mations of philosophy are generally rather Homer is the first poet and beggar of 
exhausted on these supererogatory duties, note among the ancients: he was blind, 
than on such as are indispensably necessary. and sang his ballads about the streets; but 
A man, therefore, who has taken his ideas it is observed, that his mouth was more 
of mankind from study alone, generally 40 frequently filled with verses than with bread. 
comes into the world with a heart melting Plautus the comic poet was better off; he 
at every fictitious distress. Thus he is had two trades, he was a poet for his diver- 
induced, by misplaced liberality, to put sion, and helped to turn a mill in order to 
himself: into the indigent circumstances of gain a livelihood. Terence was a slave, and 
the person he relieves. 45 Boéthius died in jail. 

I shall conclude this paper with the advice Among the Italians, Paulo Borghese, 
of one of the ancients, toa young man whom almost as good a poet as Tasso, knew 
he saw giving away all his substance to fourteen different trades, and yet died 
pretended distress. ‘It is possible that the because he could get employment in none. 
person you relieve may be an honest man; 50 Tasso himself, who had the most amiable 
and I know that you who relieve him are character of all poets, has often been obliged 
such. You see, then, by your generosity, to borrow a crown from some friend, in 
you only rob a man who is certainly deserv- order to pay for a month’s subsistence; he 
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has left us a pretty sonnet, addressed to 
his cat, in which he begs the light of her 
eyes to write by, being too poor to afford 
himself a candle. But Bentivoglio, poor 
Bentivoglio! chiefly demands our pity. 
His comedies will last with the Italian 
language: he dissipated a noble fortune in 
acts of charity and benevolence; but, 
falling into misery in his old age, was re- 


RESTORATION AND EIGHTEENTH CENTURY 


be reconciled to God, your father, your 
maker, and friend.’ ‘No,’ replied the ex- 
asperated wretch, ‘you know the manner 
in which he left me to live; and,’ pointing 


5to the straw on which he was stretched, 


‘you see the manner in which he leaves me 
to die!’ 

But the sufferings of the poet in other 
countries is nothing when compared to his 


fused to be admitted into an hospital which 10 distresses here; the names of Spenser and 


he himself had erected. 

In Spain, it is said, the great Cervantes 
died of hunger; and it is certain, that the 
famous Camoéns ended his days in an 
hospital, 

If we turn to France, we shall there find 
even stronger instances of the ingratitude 
of the public. Vaugelas, one of the politest 
writers, and one of the honestest men of 


Otway, Butler and Dryden, are every day 
mentioned as a national reproach: some of 
them lived in a state of precarious indigence, 
and others literally died of hunger, 

At present, the few poets of England no 
longer depend or the great for subsistence; 
they have now no other patrons but the 
public, and the public collectively con- 
sidered, is a good and a generous master, 


his time, was surnamed the Owl, from his 20It is, indeed, too frequently mistaken as to 


being obliged to keep within all day, and 
venture out only by night, through fear of 
his creditors. His last will is very remark- 
able. After having bequeathed all his 


the merits of every candidate for favour; 
but to make amends, it is never mistaken 
long. A performance indeed may be forced 
for a time into reputation, but, destitute of 


worldly substance to the discharging his 25 real merit, it soon sinks; time, the touch- 


debts, he goes on thus: ‘But as there still 
may remain some creditors unpaid, even after 
all that I have shall have been disposed of, 
in such a case, it is my last will, that 


stone of what is truly valuable, will soon 
discover the fraud, and an author should 
never arrogate to himself any share of suc- 
cess, till his works have been read at least 


my body should be sold to the surgeons to 30 ten years with satisfaction. 


the best advantage, and that the purchase 
should go to the discharging those debts 
which I owe to society; so that if I could 
not, while living, at least when dead, I may 
be useful.’ 

Cassander was one of the greatest geniuses 
of his time, yet all his merit could not 
procure him a bare subsistence. Being 
by degrees driven into an hatred of all 


A man of letters at present, whose works 
are valuable, is perfectly sensible of their 
value. Every polite member of the com- 
munity, by buying what he writes, con- 


35 tributes to reward him. The ridicule, there- 


fore, of living in a garret, might have been 
wit in the last age, but continues such no 
longer, because no longer true. A writer of 
real merit now may easily be rich, if his 


mankind, from the little pity he found 40 heart be set only on fortune: and for those 


amongst them, he even ventured at last 
ungratefully to impute his calamities to 
Providence. In his last agonies, when the 
priest entreated him to rely on the justice 


who have no merit, it is but fit that such 
should remain in merited obscurity. He 
may now refuse an invitation to dinner, 
without fearing to incur his patron’s dis- 


of Heaven, and ask mercy from him that 45 pleasure, or to starve by remaining at home. 


made him — ‘If God,’ replies he, ‘has shown 
me no justice here, what reason have I to 
expect any from him hereafter?’ But being 
answered, that a suspension of justice was 


He may now venture to appear in company 
with just such clothes as other men generally 
wear, and talk even to princes with all the 
conscious superiority of wisdom. Though 


no argument that should induce us to doubt 50 he cannot boast of fortune here, yet he can 


of its reality; ‘Let me intreat you,’ contin- 
ued his confessor, ‘by all that is dear, to 


bravely assert the dignity of independence. 
1760 
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CRITICISM 


Samuel Johnson (1709-1784) 


PREFACE TO THE ENGLISH 
DICTIONARY 


It is the fate of those who toil at the 
lower employments of life, to be rather 
driven by the fear of evil, than attracted 
by the prospect of good; to be exposed to 
censure, without hope of praise; 
disgraced by miscarriage, or punished for 
neglect, where success would have been 
without applause, and diligence without 
reward. 


rejected or received, without the suffrages 
of any writers of classical reputation or 
acknowledged authority. 
Having therefore no assistance but from 
5general grammar, I applied myself to the 
perusal of our writers; and noting whatever 
might be of use to ascertain or illustrate 
any word or phrase, accumulated in time 
the materials of a dictionary, which, by 


to be 10 degrees, I reduced to method, establishing to 


myself, in the progress of the work, such 
rules as experience and analogy suggested 
to me; experience, which practice and ob- 
servation were continually increasing; and 


Among these unhappy mortals is the l5analogy, which, though in some words 


writer of dictionaries; whom mankind have 
considered, not as the pupil, but the slave 
of science, the pioneer of literature, doomed 
only to remove rubbish and clear obstruc- 


obscure, was evident in others. 

In adjusting the Orthography, which has 
been to this time unsettled and fortuitous, 
I found it necessary to distinguish those 


tions from the paths through which Learn- 20 irregularities that are inherent in our tongue, 


ing and Genius press forward to conquest 
and glory, without bestowing a smile on 
the humble drudge that facilitates their 
progress. Every other author may aspire 


and perhaps coéval with it, from others 
which the ignorance or negligence of later 
writers has produced. Every language has 
its anomalies, which though inconvenient, 


to praise; the lexicographer can only hope 25 and in themselves once unnecessary, must 


to escape reproach, and even this negative 
recompense has been yet granted to very 
few. 

I have, notwithstanding this discourage- 


ment, attempted a Dictionary of the English 30 not be confounded: 


Language, which, while it was employed 
in the cultivation of every species of litera- 
ture, has itself been hitherto neglected; 
suffered to spread, under the direction of 
chance, into wild exuberance; resigned 
to the tyranny of time and fashion; and 
exposed to the corruptions of ignorance, 
and ecaprices of innovation. 

When I took the first survey of my under- 


be tolerated among the imperfections of 
human things, and which require only to 
be registered, that they may not be in- 
creased, and ascertained, that they may 
but every language 
has likewise its improprieties and absurd- 
ities, which it is the duty of the lexicographer 
to correct or proscribe. 

As language was at its beginning merely 


35 oral, all words of necessary or common use 


were spoken before they were written; and 
while they were unfixed by any visible signs, 
must have been spoken with great diversity, 
as we now observe those who cannot read 


taking, I found our speech copious without 40 to catch sounds imperfectly, and utter 


order, and energetick without rule: wherever 
I turned my view, there was perplexity 
to be disentangled and confusion to be 
regulated; choice was to be made out of 


them negligently. When this wild and 
barbarous jargon was first reduced to an 
alphabet, every penman endeavoured to 
express, as he could, the sounds which 


boundless variety, without any established 45 he was accustomed to pronounce or to 


principle of selection; adulterations were 
to be detected, without a settled test of 
purity; and modes of expression to be 


receive, and vitiated in writing such words 
as were already vitiated in speech. The 
powers of the letters, when they were ap- 
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plied to a new language, must have been 
vague and unsettled, and therefore different 
hands would exhibit the same sound by 
different combinations. 

From this uncertain pronunciation arise 
in great part the various dialects of the same 
country, which will always be observed to 
grow fewer, and less different, as books 
are multiplied; and from this arbitrary rep- 


5,service in our churches. 
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Of many words it is difficult to say whether 
they were immediately received from the 
Latin or the French, since, at the time when 
we had dominions in France, we had Latin 
It is however, 
my opinion, that the French generally 
supphed us; for we have few Latin words 
among the terms of domestick use, which 
are not French; but many French, which 


resentation of sounds by letters, proceeds 10 are very remote from Latin. 


that diversity of spelling observable in the 
Saxon remains, and I suppose in the first 
books of every nation, which perplexes or 
destroys analogy, and produces anomalous 
formations, that, being once incorporated, 
can never be afterward dismissed or re- 
formed. 

Of this kind are the derivatives length 
from long, strength from strong, darling 
from dear, breadth from broad, from dry, 
drought, and from high, height, which Milton, 
in zeal for analogy, writes highth: Quid te 
exempta juvat spinis de pluribus una? to 
change all would be too much, and to change 
one is nothing. 

This uncertainty is most frequent in the 
vowels, which are so capriciously pro- 
nounced, and so differently modified, by 
accident or affectation, not only in every 
province, but in every mouth, that to them, 
as is well known to etymologists, little 
regard is to be shown in the deduction of 
one language from another. 

Such defects are not errours in orthog- 
raphy, but spots of barbarity impressed so 
deep in the English language, that criticism 
can never wash them away: these, therefore, 
must be permitted to remain untouched; 
but many words have likewise been altered 


Even in words of which the derivation 
is apparent, I have been often obliged to 
sacrifice uniformity to custom; thus I 
write, in compliance with a numberless 


15 majority, convey and inveigh, deceit and 


recetpt, fancy and phantom, sometimes the 
derivative varies from the primitive, as 
ecplain and explanation, repeat, and repeti- 
tion. 

Some combinations of letters having the 
same power, are used indifferently without 
any discoverable reason of choice, as in 
choak, choke; soap, sope; fewel, fuel, and 
many others; which I have sometimes 


25inserted twice, that those who search for 


them under either form, may not search 
in vain. 

In examining the orthography of- any 
doubtful word, the mode of spelling by 


30 which it is inserted in the series of the 


dictionary, is to be considered as that to 
which I give, perhaps not often rashly, the 
preference. I have left, in the examples, 
to every author his own practice unmolested, 


35 that the reader may balance suffrages, and 


judge between us: but this question is not 
always to be determined by reputed or by 
real learning; some men, intent upon greater 
things, have thought little on sounds and 


by accident, or depraved by ignorance, as 40 derivations; some, knowing in the ancient 


the pronunciation of the vulgar has been 
weakly followed; and some still continue to 
be variously written, as authors differ in 
their care or skill: of these it was proper 


tongues, have neglected those in which our 
words are commonly to be sought. Thus 
Hammond writes fecibleness, for feasibleness, 
because I suppose he imagined it derived im. 


to inquire the true orthography, which I 45 mediately from the Latin; and some words, 


have always considered as depending on 
their derivation, and have therefore referred 
them to their original languages: thus I 
write enchant, enchantment, enchanter, after 


such as dependant, dependent; dependance, 
dependence, vary their final syllable, as one 
or another language is present to the writer. 

In this part of the work, where caprice 


the French, and incantation after the Latin; 50has long wantoned without control, and 


thus entire is chosen rather than intire, 
because it passed to us not from the Latin 
integer, but from the French entier. 


vanity sought praise by petty reformation, 
I have endeavoured to proceed with a 
scholar’s reverence for antiquity, and a 


. 
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_grammarian’s regard to the genius of our 
tongue. I have attempted few alterations, 
and among those few, perhaps the greater 
part is from the modern to the ancient 
practice; and I hope I may be allowed 
to recommend to those whose thoughts 
have been perhaps employed too anxiously 
on verbal singularities, not to disturb, upon 
narrow views, or for minute propriety, the 
orthography of their fathers. 
asserted, that for the law to be known, is 
of more importance than to be right. 
‘Change,’ says Hooker, ‘is not made with- 
out inconvenience, even from worse to 
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servations will be more easily excused, than 
superfluity. 

In the investigation both of the orthog- 
raphy and_ signification of words, their 
5 Etymology was necessarily to be considered, 
and they were therefore to be divided 
into primitives and derivatives. A primi- 
tive word, is that which can be traced 
no further to any English root; thus 


It has been 10 circumspect, circumvent, circumstance, delude, 


concave, and complicate, though compounds 
in the Latin, are to us primitives. De- 
rivatives, are all those that can be re- 
ferred to any word in English of greater 


better.’ There is in constancy and stability 15 simplicity. 


a general and lasting advantage, which will 
always overbalance the slow improvements 
of gradual correction. Much less ought 
our written language to comply with the 


The derivatives I have referred to their 
primitives, with an accuracy sometimes 
needless; for who does not see that remcte- 
ness comes from remote, lovely from love, 


corruptions of oral utterance, or copy that 20 concavity from concave, and demonstrative 


which every variation of time or place 
makes different from itself, and imitate 
those changes, which will again be changed, 
while imitation is employed in observing 
them. 

This recommendation of steadiness and 
uniformity does not proceed from an opinion, 
that particular combinations of letters have 
much influence on human happiness; or 


from demonstrate? But this grammatical 
exuberance the scheme of my work did not 
allow me to repress. It is of great impor- 
tance, in examining the general fabrick 


250f a language, to trace one word from 


another, by noting the usual modes of der- 
ivation and inflection; and uniformity must 
be preserved in systematical works, though 
sometimes at the expence of particular 


that truth may not be successfully taught 30 propriety. 


by modes of spelling fanciful and erroneous; 
I am not yet so lost in lexicography as to 
forget that words are the daughters of earth, 
and that things are the sons of heaven. Lan- 


Among other derivatives I have been 
careful to insert and elucidate the anomalous 
plurals of nouns and preterities of verbs, 
which in the Teutonick dialects are very 


guage is only the instrument of science, and 35 frequent, and, though familiar to those who 


words are but the signs of ideas: I wish, 
however, that the instrument might be less 
apt to decay, and that signs might be 
permanent, like the things which they 
denote. 

In settling the orthography, I have not 
wholly neglected the pronunciation, which 
I have directed, by printing an accent upon 
the acute or elevated syllable. It will some- 


40 and Teutonick: 


have always used them, interrupt and em- 
barrass the learners of our language. 

The two languages from which our 
primitives have been derived are the Roman 
under the Roman I com- 
prehend the French and provincial tongues; 
and under the Teutonick range the Saxon, 
German, and all their kindred dialects. 
Most of our polysyllables are Roman, and 


times be found, that the accent is placed 45 our words of one syllable are very often 


by the author quoted, on a different syllable 
from that marked in the alphabetical series: 
it is then to be understood, that custom 
has varied, or that the author has, in my 
opinion, pronounced wrong. 
tions are sometimes given where the sound 
of letters is irregular; and if they are some- 
times omitted, defect in such minute ob- 


Short direc- 50 was borrowed from the French; 


Teutonick. 

In assigning the Roman original, it has 
perhaps sometimes happened that I have 
mentioned only the Latin, when the word 
and con- 
sidering myself as employed only in the 
illustration of my own language, I have not 
been very careful to observe whether the 
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Latin word be pure or barbarous, or the always agree in sense; for it is incident 
French elegant or obsolete. to words, as to their authors, to degenerate 
For the Teutonick etymologies, I am from their ancestors, and to change their 
commonly indebted to Junius and Skinner, manners when they change their country. 
the only names which I have forborne to 5It is sufficient, in etymological inquiries, 
quote when I copied their books; not that if the senses of kindred words be found 
I might appropriate their labours or usurp such as may easily pass into each other, or 
their honours, but that I might spare a such as may both be referred to one general 
perpetual repetition by one general ac- idea. 
knowledgment. Of these, whom I ought10 The etymology, so far as it is yet known, 
not to mention but with reverence due to was easily found in the volumes where it is 
instructors and benefactors, Junius appears particularly and professedly delivered; and 
to have excelled in extent of learning, and by proper attention to the rules of deriva- 
Skinner in rectitude of understanding. tion, the orthography was soon adjusted, 
Junius was accurately skilled in all the 15 But to coLtLEcr the worps of our language 
northern languages, Skinner probably ex- was a task of greater difficulty: the deficiency 
amined the ancient and remoter dialects of dictionaries was immediately apparent; 
only by occasional inspection into diction- and when they were exhausted, what was 
aries; but the learning of Junius is often yet wanting must be sought by fortuitous 
of no other use than to show him a track 20and unguided excursions into books, and 
by which he may deviate from his purpose, gleaned as industry should find, or chance 
to which Skinner always presses forward should offer it, in the boundless chaos of 
by the shortest way. Skinner is often a living speech. My. search, however, has 
ignorant, but never ridiculous: Junius is — been either skilful or lucky; for I have much 
always full of knowledge; but his variety 25 augmented the vocabulary. 


distracts his judgment, and his learning As my design was a dictionary, common 
is very frequently disgraced by his absurd- or appellative, I have omitted all words 
ities. which have relation to proper names; such 


The votaries of the northern muses will as Arian, Socinian, Calvinist, Benedictine, 
not perhaps easily restrain their indignation, 30 Mahometan; but have retained those of a 
when they find the name of Junius thus more general nature, as Heathen, Pagan. 
degraded by a disadvantageous comparison; Of the terms of art I have received such 
but whatever reverence is due to his dili- as could be found either in books of science 
gence, or his attainments, it can be no or technical dictionaries; and have often 
criminal degree of censoriousness to charge 35 inserted, from philosophical writers, words 
that etymologist with want of judgment, which are supported perhaps only by a 
who can seriously derive dream from drama, single authority, and which being not ad- 
because life is a drama, and a drama is a _ mitted into general use, stand yet as can- 
dream; and who declares with a tone of  didates or probationers, and must depend 
defiance, that no man can fail to derive 40 for their adoption on the suffrage of futurity. 


moan from povos, monos, single or solitary, The words which our authors have intro- 
who considers that grief naturally loves to duced by their knowledge of foreign lan- 
be alone. guages, or ignorance of their own, by vanity 


Our knowledge of the northern literature or wantonness, by compliance with fashion 
is so scanty, that of words undoubtedly 45 or lust of innovation, I have registered as 
Teutonick, the original is not always to be they occurred, though commonly only to 
found in any ancient language; and I have censure them and warn others against the 
therefore inserted Dutch or German sub- folly of naturalizing useless foreigners to 
stitutes, which J consider not as radical, the injury of the natives. 
but parallel, not as the parents, but sisters50 I have not rejected any by design, merely 
of the English. because they were unnecessary or exuber- 

The words which are represented as thus ant; but have received those which by 
related by descent or cognation, do not different writers have been differently 
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formed, as viscid, viscidity, viscous, and 
viscosity. 

Compounded or double words I have 
seldom noted, except when they obtain a 
signification different from that which the 
components have in their simple state. 
Thus highwayman, woodman, and horse- 
courser, require an explanation; but of 
thieflike, or coachdriver no notice was needed, 
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but that use and curiosity are here sat- 
isfied, and the frame of our language and 
modes of our combination amply discovered. 

Of some forms of composition, such as 


5 that by which re is prefixed to note repetition, 


and wn to signify contrariety or privation, 
all the examples cannot be accumulated, 
because the use of these particles, if not 
wholly arbitrary, is so little limited, that 


because the primitives contain the meaning 10 they are hourly affixed to new words as 


of the compounds. 

Words arbitrarily formed by a constant 
and settled analogy, like diminutive adjec- 
tives in ish, as greenish, bluish; adverbs in 
ly, as dully, openly; substantives in ness, 
as vileness, faultiness; were less diligently 
sought, and sometimes have been omitted, 
when I had no authority that invited me to 
insert them; not that they are not genuine 
and regular offsprings of English roots, 
but because their relation to the primitive 
being always the same, their signification 
cannot be mistaken. 

The verbal nouns in ing, such as the 
keeping of the castle; the leading of the army, 
are always neglected, or placed only to 
illustrate the sense of the verb, except when 
they signify things as well as actions, and 
have therefore a plural number, as dwelling, 
living; or have an absolute and abstract 
signification, as colouring, painting, learning. 

The participles are likewise omitted, un- 
less, by signifying rather habit or quality 
than action, they take the nature of adjec- 
tives; asa thinking man, a man of prudence; 
a pacing horse, a horse that can pace: these 
I have ventured to call participial adjectives. 
But neither are these always inserted, 
because they are commonly to be under- 


stood without any danger of mistake, by 40 


consulting the verb. 

Obsolete words are admitted when they 
are found in authors not obsolete, or when 
they have any force or beauty that may 
deserve revival. 

As composition is one of the chief char- 
acteristicks of a language, I have en- 
deavoured to make some reparation for the 
universal negligence of my _ predecessors, 
by inserting great numbers of compounded 
words, as may be found under after, fore, 
new, night, fair, and many more. ‘These, 
numerous as they are, might be multiplied, 


20 apostatize; 


25 take off, to copy; 
. pressions of the same kind, of which some 


45 of lexicographers. 


occasion requires, or is imagined to require 
them. 

There is another kind of composition 
more frequent in our language than perhaps 


15 in any other, from which arises to foreigners 


the greatest difficulty. We modify the 
signification of many verbs by a particle 
subjoined; as to come off, to escape by a 
fetch; to fall on, to attack; to fall off, to 
to break off, to stop abruptly; 
to bear out, to justify; to fall in, to comply; 
to give over, to cease; to set off, to embellish; 
to set in, to begin a continual tenour; to 
set out, to begin a course or journey; to 
with innumerable ex- 


appear wildly irregular, being so far distant 
from the sense of the simple words, that 
no sagacity will be able to trace the steps 


30 by which they arrived at the present use. 


These I have noted with great care; and 
though I cannot flatter myself that the 
collection is complete, I believe I have so 
far assisted the students of our language, 


35 that this kind of phraseology will be no 


longer insuperable; and the combinations 
of verbs and particles, by chance omitted, 
will be easily explained by SSOIDEFIeOTs with 
those that may be found. 

Many words yet stand supported only 
by the name of Bailey, Ainsworth, Philips, 
or the contracted Dict. for Dictionaries 
subjoined; of these I am not always certain . 
that they are read in any book but the works 
Of such I have omitted 
many, because I had never read them; and 
many I have inserted, because they may 
perhaps exist, though they have escaped 
my notice: they are, however, to be con- 


50 sidered as resting only upon the credit of 


former dictionaries. Others, which I con- 
sidered as useful, or know to be proper, 
though I could not at present support them 
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by authorities, I have suffered to stand 
upon my own attestation, claiming the 
same privilege with my predecessors, of 
being sometimes credited without proof. 

The words, thus selected and disposed, 
are grammatically considered; they are 
referred to the different parts of speech; 
traced, when they are irregularly inflected, 
through their various terminations; and 
illustrated by observations, not indeed of 
great or striking importance, separately 
considered, but necessary to the elucidation 
of our language, and hitherto neglected or 
forgotten by English grammarians. 

That part of my work on which I expect 
malhgnity most frequently to fasten, is the 
explanation; im which I cannot hope to 
satisfy those, who are perhaps not inclined 
to be pleased, since I have not always been 
able to satisfy myself. To interpret a lan- 
guage by itself is very difficult; many words 
cannot be explained by synonimes, because 
the idea signified by them has not more 
than one appellation; nor by paraphrase, 
because simple ideas cannot be described. 
When the nature of things is unknown, 
or the notion unsettled and indefinite, and 
various In various minds, the words by which 
such notions are conveyed, or such things 
denoted, will be ambiguous and perplexed. 
And such is the fate of hapless lexicography, 
that not only darkness, but light, impedes 
and distresses it; things may be not only 
too little, but too much known, to be happily 
illustrated. To explain, requires the use of 
terms less abstruse than that which is to be 
explained, and such terms cannot always 
be found; for as nothing can be proved 


but by supposing something intuitively 
known, and evident without proof, so/ 
nothing can be defined but by the use of 


words too plain to admit a definition. 
Other words there are, of which the sense 
is too subtle and evanescent to be fixed in 


a paraphrase; such are all those which are - 


by the grammarians termed expletives, and, 
in dead languages, are suffered to pass for 
empty sounds, of no other use than to fill 
a verse, or to modulate a period, but which 
are easily perceived in living tongues to 
have power and emphasis, though it be 
sometimes such as no other form of ex- 
pression can convey. 
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My labour has likewise been much in- 
creased by a class of verbs too frequent in 
the Wnglish language, of which the significa- 
tion is so loose and general, the use so vague 
and indeterminate, and the senses detorted 
so widely from the first idea, that it is hard 
to trace them through the maze of variation, 
to catch them on the brink of utter inanity, 
to circumseribe them by any limitations, or 
interpret. them by any words of distinct 
and settled meaning; such are bear, break, 
come, casl, full, get, gwe, do, put, set, go, run, 
make, take, turn, throw. If of these the whole 
power is not accurately delivered, it must 
be remembered, that while our language is 
yot living, and variable by the eaprice of 
every one that speaks it, these words are 
hourly shifting their relations, and can no 
more be ascertained in a dictionary, than 
a grove, in the agitation of a storm, can be 
accurately delineated from its picture in 
the water. 

The particles are among all nations 
applied with so great latitude, that they 
are not easily reducible under any regular 
scheme of explication: this difficulty is not 
less, nor perhaps greater, in Hnglish, than in 
other languages. I have laboured them with 
diligence, I hope with suecess; such at 
least as can be expeeted in a task, which no 
man, however learned or sagacious, has yet 
been able to perform. 

Some words there are which I cannot 
explain, because | do not understand them; 
these might have been omitted very often 
with little inconvenience, but I would not 
so far indulge my vanity as to decline this 
confession: for when Tully owns himself 
ignoram whether dessus, in the twelve 
tables, means a funeral song, or mourning 
garment; and Aristotle doubts whether 
obpevs in the Ihad, signifies a male, or 
muletecr, 1 may surely, without shame, 
leave some obscuritics to happier industry, 
or future information. 

The rigour of interpretative lexicography 
requires that the explanation, and the word 
explained, should be always reciprocal; 
this | have always endeavoured, but could 
not always attain. Words are seldom exactly 
synonimous; a new term was not introduced, 
but beeause the former was thought in- 
adequate: names, therefore, have often 


oe 


— 


SAMUEL JOHNSON 615 


many ideas, but few ideas have many names. The original sense of words is often 
Tt was then necessary to use the proximate driven out of use by their metaphorical 
word, for the deficiency of single terms can acceptations, yet must be inserted for the 
very seldom be supplied by circumlocution; sake of a regular origination. Thus I know 
nor is the inconvenience great of such 5 not whether ardour is used for material heat, 
mutilated interpretations, because the sense or whether flagrant, in English ever signifies 
may easily be collected entire from the the same with burning; yet such are the 
examples. primitive ideas of these words, which are 

In every word of extensive use, it was therefore set first, though without examples, 
requisite to mark the progress of its meaning, 10 that the figurative senses may be com- 
and show by what gradations of inter- modiously deduced. 
mediate sense it has passed from its primi- Such is the exuberance of signification 
tive to its remote and accidental significa~ | which many words have obtained, that it 
tion; so that every foregoing explanation was scarcely possible to collect all their 
should tend to that which follows, and the 15 senses; sometimes the meaning of deriva- 
series be regularly concatenated from the tives must be sought in the mother term, and 
first notion to the last. » sometimes deficient explanations of the 

This is specious, but not always practi- primitive may be supplied in the train of 
cable; kindred senses may be so interwoven, derivation. In any case of doubt or diffi- 
that the perplexity cannot be disentangled, 20 culty, it will be always proper to examine 
nor any reason be assigned why one should all the words of the same race; for some 
be ranged before the other. When the words are slightly passed over to avoid 
radical idea branches out into parallel rami- repetition, some admitted easier and clearer 
fications, how can a consecutive series be explanation than others, and all will be 
formed of senses in their nature collateral? 25 better understood, as they are considered 
The shades of meaning sometimes pass in greater variety of structures and relations. 
imperceptibly into each other, so that though All the interpretations of words are not 
on one side they apparently differ, yet it is written with the same skill, or the same 
impossible to mark the point of contact. happiness: things equally easy in them- 
Ideas of the same race, though not exactly 30 selves, are not all equally easy to any single 
alike, are sometimes so little different, that mind. Every writer of a long work commits 
no words can express the dissimilitude, errours, where there appears neither am- 
though the mind easily perceives it when biguity to mislead, nor obscurity to con- 
they are exhibited together; and sometimes found him; and in a search like this, many 
there is such a confusion of acceptations, 35 felicities of expression will be casually over- 
that discernment is wearied, and distinction looked, many convenient parallels will be 
puzzled, and perseverance herself hurries forgotten, and many particulars will admit 
to an end, by crowding together what she improvement from a mind utterly unequal 
cannot separate. to the whole performance. 

These complaints of difficulty will, by40 But many seeming faults are to be im- 
those that have never considered words puted rather to the nature of the under- 
beyond their popular use, be thought only _ taking, than the negligence of the performer. 
the jargon of a man willing to magnify Thus some explanations are unavoidably 
his labours, and procure veneration to his reciprocal or circular, as hind, the female 
studies by involution and obscurity. But 45 of the stag; stag, the male of the hind: some- 
every art is obscure to those that have not times easier words are changed into harder, 
learned it: this uncertainty of terms, and as burial, into sepulture, or interment, drier 
commixture of ideas, is well known to those into desiccative, dryness into siccity or aridity, 
who have joined philosophy with grammar; it into parorysm; for the easiest word, 
and if I have not expressed them very 50 whatever it be, can never be translated into 
clearly, it must be remembered that I am one more easy. But easiness and difficulty 
speaking of that which words are insufficient are merely relative; and if the present 
to explain. prevalence of our language should invite 
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foreigners to this Dictionary, many will be 
assisted by those words which now seem 
only to increase or produce obscurity. For 
this reason I have endeavoured frequently 
to join a Teutonick and Roman interpreta- 
tion, as to cheer, to gladden, or exhilarate, 
that every learner of English may be as- 
sisted by his own tongue. 

The solution of all difficulties, and the 
supply of all defects must be sought in the 
examples, subjoined to the various senses 
of each word, and ranged according to the 
time of their authors. 

When I first collected these authorities, 
I was desirous that every quotation should 
be useful to some other end than the i- 
lustration of a word;' I therefore extracted 
from philosophers principles of science; 
from historians remarkable facts; from 
chymists complete processes; from diyines 
striking exhortations; and from poets 
beautiful descriptions. Such is design, 
while it is yet at a distance from execution. 
When the time called upon me to range this 
accumulation of elegance and wisdom into 
an alphabetical series, I soon discovered 
that the bulk of my volumes would fright 
away the student, and was forced to depart 
from my scheme of including all that was 


pleasing or useful in English literature, and : 


reduce my transcripts very often to clusters 
of words, in which searcely any meaning is 
retained; thus to the wearmmess of copying, 
I was condemned to add the vexation of 
expunging. Some passages I have 
spared, which may relieve the labour of 
verbal searches, and intersperse with verdure 
and flowers the dusty deserts of barren 
philology. 


The examples, thus mutilated, are no- 


‘longer to be considered as conveying the 
sentiments or doctrine of their authors; the 
word for the sake of which they are inserted, 
with all its appendant clauses, has been 


carefully preserved; but it may sometimes 45 


happen, by hasty detruncation, that the 
general tendency of the sentence may be 
changed: the divine may desert his tenets, 
or the philosopher his system. 

Some of the examples have been taken 
from writers who were never mentioned 
as masters of elegance, or models of style; 
but words must be sought where they are 


yet: 


e 
~) 


~ 
Cc 


( 


~ 
co 


~~ 


— 


al 


«0 


~ 


oo 
~ 
So 


oe 
on 


— 
> 


— 


o 


L 


50 


RESTORATION AND EIGHTEENTH CENTURY 


used; and in what pages, eminent for purity, 
can terms of manufacture or agriculture be 
found? Many quotations serve no other 
purpose than that of proving the bare exist- 
ence of words, and are therefore selected 
with less serupulousness than those which 
are to teach their structures and relations. 

My purpose was to admit no testimony 
of living authors, that [ might not be misled 
by partiality, and that none of my contem- 
poraries might have reason to complain; 
nor have | departed from this resolution, 
but when some performance of uncommon 
excellence excited my veneration, when my 
memory supplied me, from late books, with 
an example that was wanting, or when my 
heart, in the tenderness of friendship, so- 
heited admission for a favourite name. 

So far have | been from any care to grace 
my pages with modern decorations, that I 
have studiously endeavoured to collect ex- 
amples and authoritios from the writers be- 
fore the restoration, whose works I regard 
as the wells of Hnglish undefiled, as the pure 
sources of genuine diction. Our language, for 
almost a century, has, by the concurrence 
of many causes, been gradually depart- 
ing from its original Teutonick character, 
and deviating towards a Gallick structure 
and phraseology, from which it ought to 
be our endeavour to recall it, by making 
our ancient volumes the ground work of 
style, admitting among the additions of later 
times, only such as may supply real de- 
ficiencies, such as are readily adopted by 
the genius of our tongue, and incorporate 
easily with our native idioms, 

But as every language has a time of rude- 
ness antecedent to perfection, as well as of 
false refinement and declension, | have been 
cautious lest my zeal for antiquity might 
drive me into times too remote, and crowd 
my book with words now no longer under- 
stood. I have fixed Sidney’s work for the 
boundary, beyond which I make few excur- 
sions. Irom the authors which rose in the 
time of Elizabeth, a speech might be formed 
adequate to all the purposes of use and 
elegance. Lf the language of theology were 
extracted from Hooker and the translation 
of the Bible; the terms of natural knowledge 
from Bacon; the phrases of policy, war, and 
navigation from Raleigh; the dialect of 
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poetry and fiction from Spenser and Sidney; 
and the diction of common life from Shake- 
speare, few ideas would be lost to mankind, 
for want of English words, in which they 
might be expressed. 

It is not sufficient that a word is found, 
unless it be so combined as that its meaning 
is apparently determined by the tract and 
tenour of the sentence; such passages I have 
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I have sometimes, though rarely, yielded 
to the temptation of exhibiting a genealogy 
of sentiments, by shewing how one author 
copied the thoughts and diction of another: 

5such quotations are indeed little more than 
repetitions, which might justly be censured, 
did they not gratify the mind, by affording 
a kind of intellectual history. 
The various syntactical structures oc- 


therefore chosen, and when it happened 10 curring in the examples have been carefully 


that any author gave a definition of a term, 
or such an explanation as is equivalent to a 
definition, I have placed his authority as a 
supplement to my own, without regard to 


noted; the licence or negligence with which 
many words have been hitherto used, has 
made our style capricious and indeterminate; 
when the different combinations of the same 


the chronological order, that is otherwise 15 word are exhibited together, the preference 


observed. 

Some words, indeed,’ stand unsupported 
by any authority, but they are commonly 
derivative nouns or adverbs, formed from 


is readily given to propriety, and I have 

often endeavoured to direct the choice. 
Thus have I laboured by settling the 

orthography, displaying the analogy, regu- 


their primitives by regular and constant 20 lating the structures, and ascertaining the 


analogy, or names of things seldom occurring 
in books, or words of which I have reason to 
doubt the existence. 

There is more danger of censure from 


the multiplicity than paucity of examples; 2 


authorities will sometimes seem to have 
been accumulated without necessity or use, 
and perhaps some will be found, which might, 
without loss, have been omitted. But a 


signification of English words, to perform 
all the parts of a faithful lexicographer: but 
I have not always executed my own scheme, 
or satisfied my own expectations. The work, 
5 whatever proofs of diligence and attention 
it may exhibit, is yet capable of many im- 
provements: the orthography which I rec- 
ommend is still controvertible; the etymol- 
ogy which I adopt is uncertain, and perhaps 


work of this kind is not hastily to be charged 30 frequently erroneous; the explanations are 


with superfluities; those quotations, which 
to careless or unskilful perusers appear only 
to repeat the same sense, will often exhibit, 
to a more accurate examiner, diversities of 


sometimes too. much contracted, and some- 
times too much diffused, the significations 
are distinguished rather with subtility than 
skill, and the attention is harassed with un- 


signification, or, at least, afford different 35 necessary minuteness. 


shades of the same meaning: one will shew 
the word applied to persons, another to 
things; one will express an ill, another a 
good, and a third a neutral sense; one will 


The examples are too often injudiciously 
truncated, and perhaps sometimes, I hope 
very rarely, alleged in a mistaken sense; for 
in making this collection I trusted more to 


prove the expression genuine from an ancient 40 memory, than, in a state of disquiet and 


author; another will shew it elegant from 
a modern: a doubtful authority is corrobo- 
rated by another of more credit; an ambig- 
uous sentence is ascertained by a passage 


embarrassment, memory can contain, and 

purposed to supply at the review what was 

left incomplete in the first transcription. 
Many terms appropriated to particular oc- 


clear and determinate: the word, how often 45 cupations, though necessary and significant, 


soever repeated, appears with new associates 
and in different combinations, and every 
quotation contributes something to the sta- 
bility or enlargement of the language. 


When words are used equivocally, I re-50admit extenuation and apology. 


celve them in either sense; when they are 
metaphorical, I adopt them in their primitive 
aeceptation. 


are undoubtedly omitted; and of the words 
most studiously considered and exemplified, 
many senses have escaped observation. 
Yet these failures, however frequent, may 
To have 
attempted much is always laudable, even 
when the enterprize is above the strength 
that undertakes it: To rest below his own 
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aim is incident to every one whose fancy is 
active, and whose views are comprehensive; 
nor is any man satisfied with himself because 
he has done much, but because he can con- 
ceive little. When first I engaged in this 
work, I resolved to leave neither words nor 
things unexamined, and pleased myself with 
a prospect of the hours which I should revel 
away in feasts of literature, the obscure re- 


cesses of northern learning which I should 10 to common readers 


enter and ransack, the treasures with which 
I expected every search into those neglected 
mines to reward my labour, and the triumph 
with which I should display my acquisitions 
to mankind. When I had thus enquired into 
the original of words, I resolved to shew 
likewise my attention to things; to pierce 
deep into every science, to enquire the na- 
ture of every substance of which I inserted 
the name, to limit every idea by a definition 
strictly logical, and exhibit every production 
of art or nature in an accurate description, 
that my book might be in place of all other 
dictionaries whether appellative or technical. 
But these were the dreams of a poet doomed 
at last to wake a lexicographer. I soon 
found that it is too late to look for instru- 
ments, when the work calls for execution, 
and that whatever abilities I had brought to 
my task, with those I must finally perform 
it. To deliberate whenever I doubted, to 
enquire whenever I was ignorant, would 
have protracted the undertaking without 
end, and, perhaps, without much improve- 
ment; for I did not find by my first experi- 
ments, that what I had not of my own was 
easily to be obtained: I saw that one en- 
quiry only gave occasion to another, that 
book referred to book, that to search was 
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Despondeney has never so far prevailed 
as to depress me to negligence; some faults 
will at last appear to be the effects of anxious 
diligence and persevering activity. The nice 

5and subtle ramifications of meaning were 
not easily avoided by a mind intent upon 
accuracy, and convineed of the necessity of 
disentangling combinations, and separating 
similitudes. Many of the distinctions which 
appear useless and idle, 
will be found real and important by men 
versed in the school of philosophy, without 
which no dictionary can ever be accurately 
compiled, or skilfully examined. 

Some senses however there are, which, 
though not the same, are yet so nearly allied, 
that they are often confounded. Most men 
think indistinctly, and therefore cannot 
speak with exactness; and consequently 


- 


20some examples might be indifferently put 


to either signification: this uncertainty is 
not to be imputed to me, who do not form, 
but register the language; who do not teach 
men how they should think, but relate how 


25 they have hitherto expressed their thoughts. 


The imperfect sense of some examples I 
lamented, but could not remedy, and hope 
they will be compensated by innumerable 
passages selected with propriety, and pre- 


30 served with exactness; some shining with 


sparks of imagination, and some replete 
with treasures of wisdom. 

The orthography and etymology, though 
imperfect, are not imperfect for want of 


35 care, but because care will not always be suc- 


cessful, and recollection or information come 
too late for use. 

That many terms of art and manufacture 
are omitted, must be frankly acknowledged; 


not always to find, and to find was not al- 40 but for this defect I may boldly allege that 


ways to be informed; and that thus to 
pursue perfection, was, like the first inhabi- 
tants of Arcadia, to chase the sun, which 
when they had reached the hill where he 


it was unavoidable; I could not visit caverns 
to learn the miner’s language, nor take : 
voyage to perfect my skill in the dialect of 
navigation, nor visit the warehouses of mer- 


seemed to rest, was still beheld at the same 45 chants, and shops of artificers, to gain the 


distance from them. 

I then contracted my design, determining 
to confide in myself, and no longer to solicit 
auxiliaries, which produced more incum- 


names of wares, tools and operations, of 
which no mention is found in books; what 
favourable accident, or easy enquiry brought 
within my reach, has not been neglected; but 


brance than assistance; by this I obtained 50it had been a hopeless labour to glean up 


at least one advantage, that I set limits to 
my work, which would in time be ended, 
though not completed. 


and 
and 


words, by courting living information, 
contesting with the sullenness of one, 
the roughness of another. 


~ 
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To furnish the academicians della Crusca 
with words of this kind, a series of comedies 
ealled la Fiera, or the Fair, was professedly 
written by Buonaroti; but I had no such 
assistant, and therefore was content to want 
what they must have wanted likewise, had 
they not luckily been so supplied. 

Nor are all words which are not found in 
the vocabulary, to be lamented as omissions. 
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form the dome of a temple, should be squared 
and polished like the diamond of a ring. 
Of the event of this work, for which, 
having laboured it with so much application, 
51 cannot but have some degree of parental 
fondness, it is natural to form conjectures. 
Those who have been persuaded to think 
well of my design, will require that it should 
fix our language, and put a stop to those 


Of the laborious and mercantile part of the 10 alterations which time and chance have 


people, the diction is in a great measure 
casual and mutable; many of their terms are 
formed for some temporary or local con- 
venience, and though current at certain 


hitherto been suffered to make in it without 
opposition. With this consequence I will 
confess that I flattered myself for a while; 
but now begin to fear that I have indulged 


times and places, are in others utterly un- 15 expectation which neither reason nor ex- 


known. This fugitive cant, which is always 
in a state of increase or decay, cannot be 
regarded as any part of the durable materials 
of a language, and therefore must be suffered 


perience can justify. When we see men grow 
old and die at a certain time one after 
another, from century to century, we laugh 
at the elixir that promises to prolong life to 


to perish with other things unworthy of 20a thousand years; and with equal justice 


preservation. 

Care will sometimes betray to the appear- 
ance of negligence. He that is catching 
opportunities which seldom occur, will suffer 


may the lexicographer be derided, who being 
able to produce no example of a nation that 
has preserved their words and phrases from 
mutability, shall imagine that his dictionary 


those to pass by unregarded, which he ex- 25 can embalm his language, and secure it from 


pects hourly to return; he that is searching 
for rare and remote things, will neglect those 
that are obvious and familiar; thus many of 
the most common and cursory words have 


been inserted with little illustration, because 30 


in gathering the authorities, I forbore to 
copy those which I thought likely to occur 
whenever they were wanted. It is remark- 
ble that, in reviewing my collection, I found 
the word sea unexemplified. 

Thus it happens, that in things difficult 
there is danger from ignorance, and in things 
easy from confidence; the mind, afraid of 
greatness, and disdainful of littleness, hastily 


corruption and decay, that it is in his power 
to change sublunary nature, and clear the 
world at once from folly, vanity, and affec- 
tation. 

With this hope, however, academies have 
been instituted, to guard the avenues of 
their languages, to retain fugitives, and re- 
pulse intruders; but their vigilance and 
activity have hitherto been vain; sounds 


35are too volatile and subtile for legal re- 


straints; to enchain syllables, and to lash the 
wind, are equally the undertakings of pride, 
unwilling to measure its desires by its . 
strength. The French language has visibly 


withdraws herself from painful searches, and 40 changed under the inspection of the acad- 


passes with scornful rapidity over tasks not 
adequate to her powers, sometimes too se- 
cure for caution, and again too anxious for 
vigorous effort; sometimes idle in a plain 


emy; the style of Amelot’s translation of 
father Paul is observed by Le Courayer to 
be un peu passé; and no Italian will main- 
tain, that the diction of any modern writer 


path, and sometimes distracted in labyrinths, 45is not perceptibly different from that of 


and dissipated by different intentions. 

A large work is difficult because it is large, 
even though all its parts might singly be 
performed with facility; where there are 


Boceace, Machiavel, or Caro. 

Total and sudden transformations of a 
language seldom happen; conquests and 
migrations are now very rare: but there 


many things to be done, each must be al-50are other causes of change, which, though 


lowed its share of time and labour, in the 
proportion only which it bears to the whole, 
nor can it be expected, that the stones which 


slow in their operation, and invisible in 
their progress, are perhaps as much superior 
to human resistance, as the revolutions of 
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the sky, or intumescence of the tide. Com- 
merce, however mecessary, however lucra- 
tive, as it depraves the manners corrupts the 
language; they that have frequent inter- 
course with strangers, to whom they en- 
deavour to accommodate themselves, must 
in time learm a mingled dialect, like the 
jargon which serves the traffickers on the 
Mediterranean and Indian coasts. This will 


— 
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cissitudes of fashion will enforce the use of 
new, or extend the signification of known 
terms. The tropes of poetry will make 
hourly encroachments, and the metaphorical 


5 will become the current sense; pronunciation 


will be varied by levity or ignorance, and 
the pen must at length comply with the 
tongue: illiterate writers will, at one time 
or other, by publick infatuation, rise into 


not always be confined to the exchange, the 10 renown, who not knowing the original im- 


warehouse, or the port, but will be communi- 
cated by degrees to other ranks of the people, 
and be at last incorporated with the current 
speech. 


port of words, will use them with colloquial 
licentiousness, confound distinction, and for- 
get propriety. As politeness increases, some 
expressions will be considered as too gross 


There are likewise internal causes equally 15and yulgar for the delicate, others as too 


forcible. The language most likely to con- 
tinue long without alteration, would be that 
of a nation raised a little, and but a little, 
above barbarity, secluded from strangers, 


formal and ceremonious for the gay and 
airy; new phrases are therefore adopted, 
which must, for the same reasons, be in time 
dismissed. Swift, in his petty treatise on 


and totally employed in procuring the con- 20 the English language, allows that new words 


veniences of life; either without books, or, 
like some of the Mohometan countries, with 
very few: men thus busied and unlearned, 
having only such words as common use re- 


must sometimes be introduced, but proposes 
that none should be suffered to become ob- 
solete. But what makes a word obsolete, 
more than general agreement to forbear it? 


quires, would perhaps long continue to ex-25and how shall it be continued, when it con- 


press the same notions by the same signs. 
But no such constancy can be expected in a 
people polished by arts, and classed by 
subordination, where one part of the com- 


munity is sustained and accommodated by 30 


the labour of the other. Those who have 
much leisure to think, will always be enlarg- 
ing the stock of ideas; and every increase 
of knowledge, whether real or fancied, will 


veys an offensive idea, or recalled again into 
the mouths of mankind, when it has once 
become unfamiliar by disuse, and unpleas- 
ing by unfamiliarity? 

There is another cause of alteration more 
prevalent than any other, which yet in the 
present state of the world cannot be obvi- 
ated. A mixture of two languages. will pro- 
duce a third distinct from both, and they will 


produce new words, or combinations of 35always be mixed, where the chief parts of 


words. When the mind is unchained from 
necessity, it will range after convenience; 
when it is left at large in the field of specu- 
lation, it will shift opinions; as any custom 


education, and the most conspicuous ac- 
complishment, is skill in ancient or in foreign 
tongues. He that has long cultivated an- 
other language, will find its words and com- 


is disused, the words that expressed it must 40 binations crowd upon his memory; and haste 


perish with it; as any opinion grows popular, 
it will innovate speech in the same propor- 
tion as it alters practice. 

As by the cultivation of various sciences, 


a language is amplified, it will be more fur- 45 translation. 


nished with words deflected from their origi- 
nal sense; the geometrician will talk of a 
courtier’s zenith, or the eccentrick virtue of 
a wild hero, and the physician of sanguine 
expectations, and phlegmatic delays. 
piousness of speech will give opportunities 
to capricious choice, by which some words 
will be preferred, and others degraded; vi- 


and negligence, refinement and affectation, 
will obtrude borrowed terms and exotic ex- 
pressions. 

The great pest of speech is frequency of 
No book was ever turned from 
one language into another, without impart- 
ing something of its native idiom; this is 
the most mischievous and comprehensive 
innovation; single words may enter by thou- 


Co- 50 sands, and the fabrick of the tongue continue 


the same; but new phraseology changes 
much at once; it alters not the single stones 
of the building, but the order of the columns. 


. 
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If an academy should be established for the 
cultivation of our style; which I, who can 
never wish to see dependence multiplied, 
hope the spirit of English liberty will hinder 
or destroy, let them, instead of compiling 
grammars and dictionaries, endeavour, with 
all their influence, to stop the licence of 
translators, whose idleness and ignorance, 
if it be suffered to proceed, will reduce us to 
babble a dialect of France. 

If the changes that we fear be thus irre- 
sistible, what remains but to acquiesce with 
silence, as in the other insurmountable dis- 
tresses of humanity? It remains that we 
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gence will at last prevail, and there never 
can be wanting some who distinguish de- 
sert; who will consider that no dictionary of 
a living tongue ever can be perfect, since, 
5while it is hastening to publication, some 
words are budding, and some falling away; 
that a whole life cannot be spent upon syntax 
and etymology, and that even a whole life 
would not be sufficient; that he, whose de- 


10 sign includes whatever language can express, 


must often speak of what he does not under- 
stand; that a writer will sometimes be hur- 
ried by eagerness to the end, and sometimes 
faint with weariness under a task, which 


retard what we cannot repel, that we palliate 15 Scaliger compares to the labours of the anvil 


what we cannot cure. Life may be length- 
ened by care, though death cannot be ulti- 
mately defeated: tongues, like governments, 
have a natural tendency to degeneration; we 


have long preserved our constitution, let us 20tions will seduce attention, 


make some struggles for our language. 

In hope of giving longevity to that which 
its own nature forbids to be immortal, I 
have devoted this book, the labour of years, 


and the mine; that what is obvious is not 
always known, and what is known is not 
always present; that sudden fits of inadver- 
teney will surprise vigilance, slight avoca- 
and casual 
eclipses of the mind will darken learning; 
and that the writer shall often in vain trace 
his memory at the moment of need, for that 
which yesterday he knew with intuitive 


to the honour of my country, that we may 26 readiness, and which will come uncalled into 


no longer yield the palm of philology, without 
a contest, to the nations of the continent. 
The chief glory of every people arises from 
its authors: whether I shall add any thing 


his thoughts to-morrow. 

In this work, when it shall be found that 
much is omitted, let it not be forgotten that 
much likewise is performed; and though no 


by my own writings to the reputation of 30 book was ever spared out of tenderness to 


English literature, must be left to time: 
much of my life has been lost under the 
pressures of disease; much has been trifled 
away; and much has always been spent in 


the author, and the world is little solicitous 
to know whence proceeded the faults of that 
which it condemns; yet it may gratify 
curiosity to inform it, that the English Dic- 


provision for the day that was passing over 35 tionary was written with little assistance of 


me; but I shall not think my employment 
useless or ignoble, if by my assistance foreign 
nations, and distant ages, gain access to the 
propagators of knowledge, and understand 


the teachers of truth; if my labours afford 40 traction, in sickness and in sorrow. 


light to the repositories of science, and add 
celebrity to Bacon, to Hooker, to Milton, 
and to Boyle. 

When I am animated by this wish, I look 


with pleasure on my book, however defective, 45 hitherto completed. 


and deliver it to the world with the spirit of 
a man that has endeavoured well. That it 
will immediately become popular I have not 
promised to myself: a few wild blunders, 


the learned, and without any patronage 
of the great; not in the soft obscurities 
of retirement, or under the shelter of academ- 
ick bowers, but amid inconvenience and dis- 
It may 
repress the triumph of malignant criticism 
to observe, that if our language is not here 
fully displayed, I have only failed in an 
attempt which no human powers have 
Tf the lexicons of an- 
cient tongues, now immutably fixed, and 
comprized in a few volumes, be yet, after 
the toil of suecessive ages, inadequate and 
delusive; if the aggregated knowledge, and 


and risible absurdities, from which no work 50 codperating diligence of the Italian academi- 


of such multiplicity was ever free, may for 
a time furnish folly with laughter, and harden 
ignorance into contempt; but useful dili- 


cians, did not secure them from the censure 
of Beni; if the embodied criticks of France, 
when fifty years had been spent upon their 
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work, were obliged to change its economy, 
and give their second edition another form, I 
may surely be contented without the praise 
of perfection, which, if I could obtain, in 
this gloom of solitude, what would it avail 
me? I have protracted my work till most of 
those whom I wished to please have sunk 
into the grave, and success and miscarriage 
are empty sounds. I therefore dismiss it 
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Part they did, whatever was the quarrel; 
and the rest of their travels was doubtless 
more unpleasant to them both. Gray con- 
tinued his journey in a manner suitable to 


5:his own little fortune, with only an occasional 


servant. 

He returned to England in September, 
1741, and in about two months afterwards 
buried his father, who had, by an injudicious 


with frigid tranquillity, having little to fear 10 waste of money upon a new house, so much 


or hope from censure or from praise. 
1755 


GRAY 


Thomas Gray, the son of Mr, Philip 
Gray, a serivener of London, was born in 
Cornhill, November 26, 1716. His gram- 
matical education he received at Eton under 


lessened his fortune, that Gray thought him- 
self too poor to study the law. He therefore 
retired to Cambridge, where he soon after 
became Bachelor of Civil Law, and where, 


15 without liking the place or its inhabitants, 


or professing to like them, he passed, except 
a short residence at London, the rest of his 
life. 

About this time he was deprived of Mr. 


the care of Mr. Antrobus, his mother’s 20 West, the son of a chancellor of Ireland, a 


brother, then assistant to Dr. George; and 

when he left school, in 1734, entered a 

pensioner at Peterhouse in Cambridge. 
The transition from the school to the col- 


friend on whom he appears to have set a 
high value, and who deserved his esteem by 
the powers which he shews in his Letters, and 
in the Ode to May, which Mr. Mason has 


lege is, to most young scholars, the time from 25 preserved, as well as by the sincerity with 


which they date their years of manhood, 
liberty, and happiness; but Gray seems to 
have been very little delighted with academ- 
ical gratifications; he liked at Cambridge 


which, when Gray sent him part of Agrip- 
pina, a tragedy that he had just begun, he 
gave an opinion which probably intercepted 
the progress of the work, and which the 


neither the mode of life nor the fashion of 30 judgment of every reader will confirm. It 


study, and lived sullenly on to the time when 
his attendance on lectures was no longer 
required. As he intended to profess the 
Common Law, he took no degree. 


was certainly no loss to the English stage 
that Agrippina was never finished. 

In this year (1742) Gray seems to have 
applied himself seriously to poetry; for in 


When he had been at Cambridge about 35 this year were produced the Ode to Spring, 


five years, Mr. Horace Walpole, whose 
friendship he had gained at Eton, invited 
him to travel with him as his companion. 
They wandered through France into Italy; 


his Prospect of Eton, and his Ode to Adversity. 
He began likewise a Latin Poem, De Prin- 
cipiis Cogitandr. 

It may be collected from the narrative 


and Gray’s Letters contain a very pleasing 40 of Mr. Mason, that his first ambition was to 


account of many parts of their journey. But 
unequal friendships are easily dissolved: at 
Florence they quarrelled, and parted; and 
Mr. Walpole is now content to have it told 


have excelled in Latin poetry: perhaps it 
were reasonable to wish that he had prose- 
cuted his design; for, though there is at 
present some embarrassment in his phrase, 


that it was by his fault. If we look, however, 45 and some harshness in his lyrick numbers, 


without prejudice on the world, we shall find 
that men, whose consciousness of their own 
merit sets them above the compliances of 
servility, are apt enough in their association 


with superiors to watch their own dignity 50 


with troublesome and punctilious jealousy, 
and in the fervour of independence to exact 
that attention which they refuse to pay. 


his copiousness of language is such as very 
few possess; and his lines, even when im- 
perfect, discover a writer whom practice 
would have made skilful. 

He now lived on at Peterhouse, very little 
solicitous what others did or thought, and 
cultivated his mind and enlarged his views 
without any other purpose than of improving 
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and amusing himself; when Mr. Mason, 
being elected Fellow of Pembroke Hall, 
brought him a companion who was after- 
wards to be his editor, and whose fondness 
and fidelity has kindled in him a zeal of ad- 
miration which cannot be reasonably ex- 
pected from the neutrality of a stranger, 
and the coldness of a critick. 

In his retirement he wrote (1747) an ode 
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tent to be shewn beauties which they could 
not see. 

Gray’s reputation was now so high, that, 
after the death of Cibber, he had the honour 
5of refusing the laurel, which was then be- 
stowed on Mr. Whitehead. 
His curiosity, not long after, drew him 
away from Cambridge to a lodging near the 
Museum, where he resided near three years, 


on the Death of Mr. Walpole’s Cat; and the 10 reading and transcribing; and, so far as 


year afterwards attempted a poem, of more 
importance, on Government and Education, 
of which the fragments which remain have 
many excellent lines. 


His next production (1750) was his far- 15 


famed Elegy in the Church-yard, which, find- 
ing its way into a Magazine, first, I believe, 
made him known to the publick. 

An invitation from Lady Cobham about 


can be discovered, very little affected by 
two odes on ‘Oblivion’ and ‘Obscurity,’ in 
which his lyrick performances were ridiculed 
with much contempt and much ingenuity. 
When the Professor of Modern History at 
Cambridge died, he was, as he says, ‘cock- 
ered and spirited up,’ till he asked it of Lord 
Bute, who sent him a civil refusal; and the 
place was given to Mr. Brocket, the tutor 


this time gave occasion to an odd composi- 20 of Sir James Lowther. 


tion called A Long Story, which adds little 
to Gray’s character. 

Several of his pieces were published 
(1753), with designs by Mr. Bentley; and, 


His constitution was weak, and, believing 
that his health was promoted by exercise 
and change of place, he undertook (1765) a 
journey into Scotland, of which his account, 


that they might in some form or other make 25so far as it extends, is very curious and 


a book, only one side of each leaf was printed. 
I believe the poems and the plates recom- 
mended each other so well, that the whole 
impression was soon bought. This year he 
lost his mother. 

Some time afterwards (1756) some young 
men of the college, whose chambers were 
near his, diverted themselves with disturbing 
him by frequent and troublesome noises, 


elegant: for, as his comprehension was 
ample, his curiosity extended to all the works 
of art, all the appearances of nature, and all 
the monuments of past events. He naturally 


30 contracted a friendship with Dr. Beattie, 


whom he found a poet, a philosopher, and a 
good man. The Mareschal College at Aber- 
deen offered him the degree of Doctor of 
Laws, which, having omitted to take it at 


and, as is said, by pranks yet more offensive 35 Cambridge, he thought it decent to refuse. 


and contemptuous. ‘This insolence, having 
endured it a while, he represented to the 
governors of the society, among whom per- 
haps he had no friends; and, finding his 


What he had formerly solicited in vain 
was at last given him without solicitation. 
The Professorship of History became again 
vacant, and he received (1768) an offer of 


complaint little regarded, removed himself 40 it from the Duke of Grafton. He accepted, 


to Pembroke Hall. 

In 1757 he published The Progress of 
Poetry, and The Bard, two compositions at 
which the readers of poetry were at first 
content to gaze in mute amazement. 
that tried them confessed their inability to 
understand them, though Warburton said 
that they were understood as weil as the 
works of Milton and Shakspeare, which it 
is the fashion to admire. 
few lines in their praise. Some hardy cham- 
pions undertook to rescue them from neg- 
lect; and in a short time many were con- 


Garrick wrote a50 Cumberland. 


and retained it to his death; always de- 
signing lectures, but never reading them; 
uneasy at his neglect of duty, and appeasing 
his uneasiness with designs of reformation, 


Some 45 and with a resolution which he believed him- 


self to have made of resigning the office, if he 
found himself unable to discharge it. 

Ill health made another journey necessary, 
and he visited (1769) Westmoreland and 
He that reads his epistolary 
narration wishes, that to travel, and to tell 
his travels, had been more of his employ- 
ment; but it is by studying at home that 
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we must obtain the ability of travelling with 
intelligence and improvement. 

His travels and his studies were now near 
their end. The gout, of which he had sus- 
tained many weak attacks, fell upon his 
stomach, and, yielding to no medicines, 
produced strong convulsions, which (July 30, 
1771,) terminated in death. 

His character I am willing to adopt, as 


RESTORATION AND EIGHTEENTH CENTURY 


ably: he was every day making some new 
acquisition in science; his mind was en- 
larged, his heart softened, his virtue strength- 
ened; the world and mankind were shewn to 


6 him without a mask; and he was taught to 


consider every thing as trifling, and un- 
worthy of the attention of a wise man, ex- 
cept the pursuit of knowledge and practice of 
virtue, in that state wherein God hath placed 


Mr. Mason has done, from a Letter written 10 us.’ 


to my friend Mr. Boswell, by the Rev. 
Mr. Temple, rector of St. Gluvias in Corn- 
wall; and am as willing as his warmest 
well-wisher to believe it true. 


To this character Mr. Mason has added a 
more particular account of Gray’s skill in 
zodlogy. He has remarked, that Gray’s 
effeminacy was affected most ‘before those 


‘Perhaps he was the most learned man in 15 whom he did not wish to please’; and that 


Kurope. He was equally acquainted with 
the elegant and profound parts of science, 
and that not superficially, but thoroughly. 
He knew every branch of history, both 


natural and civil; had read all the original 20 


historians of Hngland, France, and Italy; 
and was a great antiquarian. Criticism, 
metaphysicks, morals, politicks, made a 
principal part of his study; voyages and 


he is unjustly charged with making knowl- 
edge his sole reason of preference, as he paid 
his esteem to none whom he did not likewise 
believe to be good. 

What has occurred to me from the slight 
inspection of his Letters in which my under- 


_ taking has engaged me is, that his mind had 


a large grasp; that his curiosity was un- 
limited, and his judgment cultivated; that 


travels of all sorts were his favourite amuse- 25 he was a man likely to love much where he 


ments; and he had a fine taste in painting, 
prints, architecture, and gardening. With 
such a fund of knowledge, his conversation 
must have been equally instructing and en- 


loved at all; but that he was fastidious and 
hard to please. His contempt, however, is 
often employed where I hope it will be ap- 
proved, upon scepticism and infidelity. His 


tertaining; but he was also a good man, a30short account of Shaftesbury I will insert. 


man of virtue and humanity. There is no 
character without some speck, some imper- 
fection; and I think the greatest defect in 
his was an affectation in delicacy, or rather 


‘You say you cannot conceive how Lord 
Shaftesbury came to be a philosopher in 
vogue; I will tell you; first, he was a lord; 
secondly, he was as vain as any of his readers; 


effeminacy, and a visible fastidiousness, or 35 thirdly, men are very prone to believe what 


contempt and disdain of his inferiors in 
science. He also had, in some degree, that 
weakness which disgusted Voltaire so much 
in Mr. Congreve: though he seemed to value 


they do not understand; fourthly, they will 
believe any thing at all, provided they are 
under no obligation to believe it; fifthly, 
they love to take a new road, even when that 


others chiefly according to the progress that 40 road leads no where; sixthly, he was reck- 


they had made in knowledge, yet he could 
not bear to be considered merely as a man 
of letters; and, though without birth, or 
fortune, or station, his desire was to be 


oned a fine writer, and seems always to 
mean more than he said. Would you have 
any more reasons? An interval of above 
forty years has pretty well destroyed the 


looked upon'as a private independent gentle- 45 charm. A dead lord ranks with commoners; 


man, who read for his amusement. Perhaps 
it may be said, What signifies so much 
knowledge, when it produced so httle? Is 
it worth taking so much pains to leave no 
memorials but a few poems? 
considered that Mr. Gray was to others at 
least innocently employed; to himself cer- 
tainly beneficially. His time passed agree- 


vanity is no longer interested in the matter; 
for a new road has become an old one.’ 

Mr. Mason has added, from his own 
knowledge, that, though Gray was poor, he 


But let it be 50 was not eager of money; and that, out of 


the little that he had, he was very willing 
to help the necessitous. 
As a writer he had this peculiarity, that 
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he did not write his pieces first rudely, and from common use: finding in Dryden ‘honey 
then correct them, but laboured every line redolent of Spring,’ an expression that 
as it arose in the train of composition; and reaches the utmost limits of our language, 
he had a notion not very peculiar, that he Gray drove it a little more beyond common 
eould not write but at certain times, or at 5apprehension, by making ‘gales’ to be ‘red- 
happy moments; a fantastick foppery, to  olent of joy and youth.’ 


which my kindness for a man of learning and Of the Ode on Adversity the hint was at 
virtue wishes him to have been superior. first taken from ‘O Diva, gratum que regis 


Gray’s Poetry is now to be considered; Antiwm’: but Gray has excelled his original 
and I hope not to be looked on as an enemy 10 by the variety of his sentiments, and by 
to his name, if I confess that I contemplate their moral application. Of this piece, at 
it with less pleasure than his life. 4 once poetical and rational, I will not, by 

His ode On Spring has something poetical, slight objections, violate the dignity. 
both in the language and the thought; but My process has now brought me to the 
the language is too luxuriant, and the 15 wonderful ‘Wonder of Wonders,’ the two 
thoughts have nothing new. There has of Sister Odes; by which, though either vulgar 
late arisen a practice of giving to adjectives ignorance or common sense at first univer- 
derived from substantives the termination — sally rejected them, many have been since 
of participles; such as the cultured plain, persuaded to think themselves delighted. I 
the daisied bank: but I was sorry to see, in 20 am one of those that are willing to be pleased, 
the lines of a scholar like Gray, the honied and therefore would gladly find the meaning 
Spring. The morality is natural, but too of the first stanza of The Progress of Poetry. 
stale; the conclusion is pretty. { Gray seems in his rapture to confound the 

The poem On the Cat was doubtless by images of ‘spreading sound and running 
its author considered as a trifle; but it is not 25 water.’ A ‘stream of musick’ may be al- 
a happy trifle. In the first stanza, ‘the azure lowed; but where does ‘musick,’ however 
flowers that blow’ shew resolutely a rhyme ‘smooth and strong,’ after having visited 
is sometimes made when it cannot easily be the ‘verdant vales, rowl down the steep 
found. Selima, the Cat, is called a nymph, amain,’ so as that ‘rocks and nodding groves 
with some violence both to language and 30rebellow to the roar’? If this be said of 
sense; but there is no good use made of it Musick, it is nonsense; if it be said of Water, 
when it is done; for of the two lines, it is nothing to the purpose. 

The second stanza, exhibiting Mars’ car 
and Jove’s eagle, is unworthy of further 
35 notice. Criticism disdains to chase a school- 
the first relates merely to the nymph, and boy to his commonplaces. 
the second only to the cat. The sixth stanza To the third it may likewise be objected, 
contains a melancholy truth, that ‘a favour- that it is drawn from mythology, though 
ite has no friend’; but the last ends in a such as may be more easily assimilated to 
pointed sentence of no relation to the pur- 40 real life. Idalia’s ‘velvet green’ has some- 
pose; if what glistered had been gold, the cat thing of cant. An epithet or metaphor 
would not have gone into the water; and, drawn from Nature enobles Art; an epithet 
if she had, would not less have been drowned. or metaphor drawn from Art degrades Na- 

The Prospect of Eton College suggests noth- ture. Gray is too fond of words arbitrarily 
ing to Gray which every beholder does not 45 compounded. ‘Many-twinkling’ was for- 
equally think and feel. His supplication to  merly censured as not analogical; we may 
Father Thames, to tell him who drives the say ‘many spotted,’ but scarcely ‘many- 
hoop or tosses the ball, is useless and puerile. spotting.’ This stanza, however, has some- 
Father Thames has no better means of know- thing pleasing. 
ing than himself. His epithet ‘buxom50 Of the second ternary of stanzas, the first 
health’ is not elegant; he seems not to endeavours to tell something, and would 
understand the word. Gray thought his have told it, had it not been crossed by 
language more poetical as it was moreremote Hyperion: the second describes well enough 


‘What female heart can gold despise? 
What cat ’s averse to fish?’ 


626 


the universal prevalence of Poetry; but I 
am afraid that the conclusion will not arise 
from the premises. The caverns of the 
North and the plains of Chili are not the 
residences of ‘Glory and generous Shame.’ 
But that Poetry and Virtue go always to- 
gether is an opinion so pleasing, that I 
can forgive him who resolves to think it true. 

The third stanza sounds big with ‘Delphi,’ 
and ‘Egean,’ and ‘Ilissus,’ and ‘Meander,’ 
and ‘hallowed fountains,’ and ‘solemn 
sound’; but in all Gravy’s odes there is a 
kind of cumbrous splendour which we wish 
away. His position is at last false: in the 
time of Dante and Petrarch, from whom we 
derive our first school of Poetry, Italy was 
overrun by ‘tyrant power’ and ‘coward 
vice’; nor was our state much better when 
we first borrowed the Italian arts. 

Of the third ternary, the first gives a 
mythological birth of Shakspeare. What is 
said of that mighty genius is true; but it is 
not said happily: the real effects of this 
poetical power are put out of sight by the 
pomp of machinery. Where truth is sufhi- 
cient to fill the mind, fiction is worse than 
useless; the counterfeit debases the genuine. 

His account of Milton’s blindness, if we 
suppose it caused by study in the formation 
of his poem, a supposition surely allowable, 
is poetically true, and happily imagined. 
But the car of Dryden, with his two coursers, 
has nothing in it peculiar; it is a ear in 
which any other rider may be placed. 

The Bard appears, at the first view, to be, 
as Algarotti and others have remarked, an 
imitation of the prophecy of Nereus. Alga- 
rotti thinks it superior to its original; and, 
if preference depends only on the imagery 
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we are affected only as we believe; we are 
improved only as we find something to be 
imitated or declined. I do not see that The 
Bard promotes any truth, moral or political. 


5 . His stanzas are too long, especially his 


epodes; the ode is finished before the ear 
has learned its measures, and consequently 
before it can receive pleasure from. their 
consonance and recurrence. 

Of the first stanza the abrupt beginning 
has been celebrated; but technieal beauties 
can give praise only to the inventor. It is 
in the power of any man to rush abruptly 
upon his subject, that has read the ballad of 


15 Johnny Armstrong. 


‘Is there ever a man in all Scotland —?’ 


The imitial resemblances, or alliterations, 
‘ruin, ruthless, helm or hauberk,’ are below 


20 the grandeur of a poem that endeavours at 


sublimity. 
In the second stanza the Bard is well 
deseribed; but in the third we have the 


puerilities of obsolete mythology. When we 


25are told that ‘Cadwallo hushed the stormy 


main,’ and that ‘Modred made huge Plinlim- 
mon bow his cloud-topped head,’ attention 
recoils from the repetition of a tale that, 
even when it was first heard, was heard with 


30 SCorn., 


The weaving of the winding-sheet he bor- 
rowed, as he owns, from the Northern Bards; 
but their texture, however, was very properly 
the work of female powers, as the act of 


35 spinning the thread of life is another mythol- 


ogy. ‘Theft is always dangerous; Gray has 
made weavers of slaughtered bards by a 
fiction outrageous and incongruous. ‘They 
are then called upon to ‘Weave the warp, and 


and animation of the two poems, his judg-40 weave the woof,’ perhaps with no great 


ment is right. There is in The Bard more 
foree, more thought, and more variety. But 
to copy is less than to invent, and the copy 
has been unhappily produced at a wrong 
time. 
Romans credible; but its revival disgusts 
us with apparent and unconquerable false- 
hood. Incredulus odi. 

To select a singular event, and swell it to 


propriety; for it is by crossing the woof with 
the warp that men weave the web or piece; 
and the first line was dearly bought by the 
admission of its wretched correspondent, 


The fiction of Horace was to the 45 ‘Give ample room and verge enough.’ He 


has, however, no other line as bad. 

The third stanza of the second ternary is 
commended, I think, beyond its merit. The 
personification is indistinet. Thrift and 


a giant’s bulk by fabulous appendages of 50 Hunger are not alike; and their features, 


spectres and predictions, has little difficulty; 
for he that forsakes the probable may always 
find the marvellous. And it has little use; 


to make the imagery perfect, should have 
been discriminated. We are told, in the 
same stanza, how ‘towers are fed.’ But I 


. 
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will no longer look for particular faults; yet 
let it be observed that the ode might have 
been concluded with an action of better ex- 
ample; but suicide is always to be had, 
without expence of thought. 

These odes are marked by glittering ac- 
cumulations of ungraceful ornaments; they 
strike, rather than please; the images are 
magnified by affectation; the language is 
laboured into harshness. 
writer seems to work with unnatural vio- 
lence. ‘Double, double, toil and trouble.’ 
He has a kind of strutting dignity, and is 
tall by walking on tiptoe. His art and his 
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His translations of Northern and Welsh 
Poetry deserve praise; the imagery is pre- 
served, perhaps often improved; but the 
language is unlike the language of other 

5 poets. 

In the character of his Elegy I rejoice to 
concur with the common reader; for_by the 
common sense of readers, uncorrupted with 
literary prejudices, after all the refinements 


The mind of the10of subtility and the dogmatism of learning, 


must be finally decided all claim to poetical 
honours. The Church-yard abounds with 
images which find a mirrour in every mind, 
and with sentiments to which every bosom 


struggle are too visible, and there is too little 15 returns anecho. The four stanzas, beginning 


appearance of ease and nature. 

To say that he has ne beauties, would be 
unjust: a man like him, of great learning 
and great industry, could not but produce 


‘Yet even these bones,’ are to me original: 
I have never seen the notions in any other 
place; yet he that reads them here persuades 
himself that he has always felt them. Had 


something valuable. When he pleases least, 20 Gray written often thus, it had been vain 


it can only be said that a good design was ill 


directed. 


to blame, and useless to praise him. 
1781 
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THE LIFE OF JOHNSON 


THE FIRST MEETING 


Mr. Thomas Davies the actor, who then 
kept a bookseller’s shop in Russell Street, 
Covent Garden, told me that Johnson was 
very much his friend, and came frequently 
to his house, where he more than once invited 
me to meet him; but by some unlucky ac- 
cident or other he was prevented from com- 
ing to us. 

Mr. Thomas Davies was a man of good 
understanding and talents, with the advan- 
tage of a liberal education. Though some- 
what pompous, he was an entertaining com- 


character; and Johnson esteemed them, and 
lived in as easy an intimacy with them, as 


25 with any family which he used to visit. Mr. 


Davies recollected several of Johnson’s re- 
markable sayings, and was one of the best of 
the many imitators of his voice and manner, 
while relating them. He increased my im- 


30 patience more and more to see the extraor- 


dinary man whose works I highly valued, 
and whose conversation was reported to be 
so peculiarly excellent. 

At last, on Monday the 16th of May, when 


351 was sitting in Mr. Davies’s back-parlour, 


after having drunk tea with him and Mrs. 
Davies, Johnson unexpectedly came into the 
shop; and Mr. Davies having perceived him 
through the glass-door in the room in which 


panion; and his literary performances have 40 we were sitting, advancing towards us, — he 


no inconsiderable share of merit. He was a 
friendly and very hospitable man. Both he 
and his wife, (who has been celebrated for 
her beauty,) though upon the stage for many 


announced his awful approach to me, some- 
what in the manner of an actor in the part of 
Horatio, when he addresses Hamlet on the 
appearance of his father’s ghost, ‘Look, my 


years, maintained an uniform decency of 45 lord, it comes.’ I found that I had a very 
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perfect idea of Johnson’s figure, from the 
portrait of him painted by Sir Joshua 
Reynolds soou after he had published his 
Dictionary, in the attitude of sitting in his 
easy chair in deep meditation; which was 
the first picture his friend did for him, which 
Su Joshua very kindly presented to me, and 
from which an engraying has been made for 
this work, Mr, Davios mentioned my name, 
and respeatfully introduced me to him, 
was much agitated; and reeolleeting his 
prejudice against the Seoteh, of which I had 
heard much, L said to Davies, ‘Don’t tell 
where | eomo from.’ ‘rom Seotland,’ 
eried Davies, voguishly. ‘Mr, Johnson, 
(said 1) 1 do indeed come from Seotland, but 
I cannot help it.’ Lam willing to flatter my- 
self that | moant this as light pleasantry to 
soothe and conciliate him, and not as an 
humiliating abasement at the expense of my 
country. But however that might be, this 
speech was somewhat unlucky; for with that 
quickness of wit for whieh he was so remark- 
able, he seized the expression ‘come from 
Scotland,’ which | used in the sense of being 
of that country; and, as if I ‘ee suid that 
LT had come away from it, or left it, retorted, 
“That, Sir, 1 find, is what a very ae many 
of your countrymen eannot help. T his 


stroke stunned mea good deal; and when we 3 


had sat down, | felt myself not a little embar- 
rassed, and apprehensive of what might 
come next. He then addressed himself to 
Davies: ‘What do you think of Garrick? 
Ho has refused me an order for the play for 
Miss Willinms, because he knows the house 
will be full, and that an order would be 
worth three shillings.’ Eager to take any 
opening to got into conversation with hin, 
I ventured to say, ‘OQ, Sir, I eannot think 
Mr. Garrick would grudge such a trifle to 
you.’ ‘Sir, (said he, with a stern look,) I 
have known David Garrick longer than you 
have done: and I know no right you have to 
talk to me on the subject.’ Perhaps I de- 
served this cheek; for it was rather presump- 
tuous in me, an entire stranger, to express 
any doubt of the justice of his animadversion 
upon his old nequaintance and pupil. I now 
felt myself much mortified, and began to 
think that the hope which I had long indulged 
of obtaining his acquaintance was blasted. 
And, in truth, had not my ardour been un- 
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15as a compliment. 


20 Johnson. 


0 self. 


35 all along 
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commonly strong, and my resolution un- 
commonly persevering, so rough a reception 
might have deterred me for ever from making 
any further attempts. Fortunately, how- 


5 ever, I remained upon the field not wholly 


discomfibed: and was soon rewarded by hear- 
ing some of his conversation. 


THE FIRST CALL 


A few days afterwards I called on Davies, 
and asked him if he thought I might take 
the liberty of waiting on Mr. Johnson at his 
chambers in the Temple. He said I certainly 
might, and that Mr, Johnson would take it 
So upon Tuesday the 
24th of May, after having been enlivened 
by the witty sales of Messieurs Thornton, 
Wilkes, Churchill, and Lloyd, with whom I 
had passed the morning, I boldly repaired to 
His chambers were on the first 
floor of No. 1, Inner-Temple-lane, and I 
entered them with an impression given me 
by the Reverend Dr. Blair, of Edinburgh, 
who had been introduced to him not long 


25 before, and described his having ‘found the 


Giant in his den’; an expression which, 
when I came to be pretty well acquainted 
with Johnson, I repea ated to him, and he was 
diverted at this picturesque account of him- 
Dr. Blair had been presented to him 
by Dr. James Fordyce. At this time the 
controversy concerning the pieces published 
by Mr. James Macpherson, as translations 
of Ossian, was at its height. Johnson had 
denied their authenticity; and, 
what was still more provoking to their ad- 
mirers, maintained that they had no merit. 
The subject having been introduced by Dr. 
Fordyce, Dr. Blair, relying on the internal 


40 evidence of their antiquity, asked Dr. John- 


son whether he thought any man of a 
modern age could Sia written such poems? 
Johnson replied, ‘Yes, Sir, many men, many 
women, and many ialaesn 3 Johnson, at 


45 this time, did not know that Dr. Blair had 


just published a Dissertation, not only de- 
fending their authenticity, but seriously 
ranking them with the poems of Homer and 
Virgil; and when he was afterwards informed 


50o0f this circumstance, he expressed some 


displeasure at Dr. Fordyce’s having sug- 
gested the topic, and said, ‘I am not sorry 
that they got thus much for their pains 
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Sir, it was like leading one to talk of a book, There, now, you plunge at once into the 
when the author is concealed behind the subject. You have no previous narration 
door.’ to lead you to it. ~The two next lines in 
He received me very courteously; but it that Ode are, I think, very good: 
— pie se ioe cei 5 ‘Though fanned by conquest’s crimson 
ee ’ ; 7 wing, 

ciently uneouth. His brown suit of clothes They meal the air with idle state.’ 

eked very uty had on Ulead re tt it be uave, tht although 
Se eee aan. bin chet intel and icnons U0 his opinion of Gray S poetry was widely 
TO TO aM le aii BlataS Seanchactetl different from mine, and I believe from that 
shoei Trees es dilaihadshcioait of most men of taste, by whom it is with 
of ara er A beens a of slippers: “But justice highly admired, there is certainly 
all these slovenly particularities were for- muah, abauriuy, 1 Une clecpur which, tas 
gotten the moment that he began to talk. 15 been raised, as if be had been culpably in- 
Di itniie: whiaid daiteacliekl onl to the merit of that bard, and had 
heats it Sine wills bins sanilindad thay wont been actuated by envy. Alas! ye little short- 
Pei, tiene. bist Berea iiine) “Nev; sighted critics, could JOHNSON be envious of 
tuirk- eo aay ‘Sir, (said I,) Tam afrai a'that the talents of any of his contemporaries? 


Teintruds ‘enon. you. | Lb tr-benevolent: +6 20 T hat his opinion on this subject was what 


: pear in private and in public he uniformly ex- 
alow ine cpr pod Sie ay reas sire pressed, regardless of what others might 
pleased oe fits ae msn “om =e think, we may wonder, and perhaps regret; 
cerely paid hint, an Crap thay : nyt an put it is shallow and unjust to charge him 
goliged to any man who visits me. 26 with expressing what he did not think. 


THE POET GRAY DR. GOLDSMITH 


‘Sir, I do not think Gray a first-rate poet. As Dr. Oliver Goldsmith will frequently 
He has not a bold imagination, nor much appear in this narrative, I shall endeavour 
command of words. The obscurity in which 30to make my readers in some degree ac- 
he has involved himself will not persuade us quainted with his singular character. He 
that he is sublime. His Elegy in a Church- was a native of Ireland, and a contemporary 
yard has a happy selection of images, but | with Mr. Burke, at Trinity College, Dublin, 
don’t like what are called his great things. but did not then give much promise of future 
His Ode which begins 35 celebrity. He, however, observed to Mr. 
Malone, that ‘though he made no great 
figure in mathematics, which was a study 
in much repute there, he could turn an Ode 
has been celebrated for its abruptness, and of Horace into English better than any of 
plunging into the subject all at once. But4aothem.’ He afterwards studied physic at 
such arts as these have no merit, unless [dinburgh, and upon the Continent; and 
when they are original. We admire them  [ have been informed, was enabled to pursue 
only once; and this abruptness has nothing — his travels on foot, partly by demanding at 
new in it. We have had it often before. Universities to enter the lists as a disputant, 
Nay, we have it in the old song of Johnny 45 by which, according to the custom of many 
Armstrong: of them, be was entitled to the premium of 
a crown, when luckily for him his challenge 
was not accepted; so that, as I once observed 
to Dr. Johnson, he disputed his passage 


‘Ruin seize thee, ruthless King, 
Confusion on thy banners wait!’ 


‘Is there ever a man in all Scotland 
From the highest estate to the lowest de- 
 g 


gree % 
d 50 through Europe. He then came to England, 
And then, Sir, and was employed successively in the ca- 
‘Yes, there is a man in Westmoreland pacities of an usher to an academy, a cor- 


And Johnny Armstrong they do him call,’ rector of the press, a reviewer, and a writer 
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for a newspaper. He had sagacity enough 
to cultivate assiduously the acquaintance of 
Johnson, and his faculties were gradually 
enlarged by the contemplation af such a 


~ 


> 
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warmth, ‘Pshaw! I can do it better myself.’ 


Be, Tam afraid, had no settled system of 
any sort, so that his conduct must not be 
strictly serutinized; but his affections were 


model. To rae and many others it appeared -5 social and generous, and when he had money 


that he studiously copied the manner af 
Johnson, though, Indeed, upon a smaller 
stale. 

At this time I think he had published 


he gave it away very liberally. His desire 
of imaginary consequence predominated over 
his attention to truth. When he began to 
nise into notice, he said he had a brother who 


nothing with his name, though it was pretty 10 was Dean of Durham, a fiction so easily 


generally known that ene Dr. Geldsmuih was 
the author of ‘An Inquiry into the present 
State of polite Learning in Europe,’ and of 
‘The Citizen of the World,’ a series of letters 
supposed to be written from London by a 
Chinese. No man had the art of displaying 
with more advantage as a writer, whatever 
literary acquisitions he made. ‘Nvhil quod 
tetigit non ornavit” His mind resembled a 
fertile, but thin soil, 
but not a strong vegetation, of whatever 
chanced to be thrown upon it. No deep 
root could be struck. The oak of the forest 
did not grow there; but the elegant shrub- 
bery and the fragrant parterre appeared in 
gay succession. It has been generally cir 
culated and believed that he was a mere fool 
in conversation; but, in truth, this has been 
greatly exaggerated. He had, no doubt, a 
more than common share of that hurry of 
ideas which we often find in his countrymen, 
and which sometimes produces a laughable 
confusion in expressing them. He was very 
much what the French call we eewed?, and 


from vanity and an eager desire of being: 


conspicuous wherever he was, he frequently 
talked carelessly without knowledge of the 
subject, or even without thought, His per 
son was short, his countenance coarse and 


vulgar, his deportment that of a scholar. 


awkwardly atfecting the easy gentleman, 
Those who were in any way distinguished, 
excited envy in him to so ridiculous an excess, 
that the instances of it are hardly credible. 


When accompanying two beautiful young: 


ladies with their mother on a tour in France, 
he was seriously angry that more attention 
was paid to them than to him; and once at 
the exhibition of the Fantecerne in London, 
when those who sat next him observed with 
what dexterity a puppet was made to toss : 
pike, he could not bear that it should have 
such praise, and exclaimed, with some 


There was a quick, 2 


detected, that it is wonderful how he should 
have been so inconsiderate as to hazard it. 
He boasted to me at this time of the power 
of his pen in commanding money, which I 


15 believe was true in a certain degree, though 


o 
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in the instance he gave he was by no means 

correct. He told me that he had sold a. 
novel for four hundred pounds. This was 

his ‘Viear of Wakefield.’ But Johnson in- 

formed me, that he had made the bargain 

for Goldsmith, and the price was sixty 

pounds. ‘And, Sir, (said he,) a sufficient 

price too, when it was sold; for then the 

fame of Goldsmith had not been elevated, 
as it afterwards was, by his ‘Traveller’; and 

the bookseller had such faint hopes of profit 
by his bargain, that he kept the manuscript 

by him a long time, and did not publish it 

till after ‘The Traveller’ had appeared. 

Then, to be sure, it was accidentally worth 

more money,’ 

Mrs. Piozzi and Sir John Hawkins have 
strangely misstated the history of Gold- 
smith’s situation and Johnson’s friendly in- 
terference, when this novel was sold. I shall 
give it authentically from Johnson’s own 
exact narration: 

‘1 received one morning a message from. 
poor Goldsmith that he was in great distress, 
and as it was not in his power to come to me, 
begging that TL would come to him as soon 
as possible. LT sent him a guinea, and prom- 
ised to come to him directly. I accordingly 
Went as soon as I was drest, and found that 
his landlady had arrested him for his rent, at 
whieh he was in a violent passion. I per- 
ceived that he had already changed my 
guinea, and had got a bottle of Madeira and 
a glass before him. I put the cork into the 


50 bottle, desired he would be ealm, and began 


to talk to him of the means by which he 
might be extricated. He then told me that 
he had a novel ready for the press, which he 
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produced to me. I looked into it, and saw 
its merit; told the landlady I should soon 
return, and having gone to a_ bookseller, 
sold it for sixty pounds. I brought Gold- 
smith the money, and he discharged his rent, 
not without rating his landlady in a high tone 
for having used him so ill.’ 


JOHNSON’S WATCH 


At this time I observed upon the dial-plate 
of his watch a short Greek inscription, taken 
from the New Testament, Nv yap &pxerau, 
being the first words of our Saviour’s solemn 
admonition to the improvement of that time 
which is allowed us to prepare for eternity; 
‘the night cometh when no man can work.’ 


He sometime afterwards laid aside this dial- 


plate; and when I asked him the reason, he 


said, ‘It might do very well upon a clock, 
which a man keeps in his closet; but to have 


it upon his watch which he carries about 
with him, and which is often looked at by 
others, might be censured as ostentatious.’ 
Mr. Steevens is now possessed of the dial- 
plate inscribed as above. 


REARING A CHILD 


I know not how so whimsical a thought 


5 been brought up upon potatoes. 
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‘Good living, I suppose, makes the London- 
ers strong.’ Jounson. ‘Why, Sir, I don’t 
know that it does. Our chairmen from Ire- 
land, who are as strong men as any, have 
Quantity 
makes up for quality.’ Bosweiu. ‘Would 
you teach this child that I have furnished you 
with, any thing?’ Jonnson. ‘No, I should 
not be apt to teach it.’ Bosweun. ‘Would 


10not you have a pleasure in teaching it?’ 


Jonnson. ‘No, Sir, I should not have a 
pleasure in teaching it.’ Boswruu. ‘Have 
you not a pleasure in teaching men! — There 
IT have you. You have the same pleasure in 


15 teaching men, that I should have in teach- 


ing children.’ Jounson. ‘Why, something 
about that.’ 


BOLT COURT 


Having arrived in London late on Friday, 
the 15th of March, I hastened next morning 
to wait on Dr. Johnson, at his house; but 
found he was removed from Johnson’s-court, 


25 No. 7, to Bolt-court, No. 8, still keeping to 


his favourite Fleet-street. My reflection at 
the time upon this change as marked in my 
Journal, is as follows: ‘I felt a foolish regret 
that he had left a court which bore his name; 


came into my mind, but I asked, ‘If, Sir, you 30 but it was not foolish to be affected with some 


were shut up in a castle, and a new-born 
child with you, what would you do?’ JoHn- 
son. ‘Why, Sir, I should not much like my 
company.’ Boswe.u. ‘But would you take 
the trouble of rearing it?’ 
may well be supposed, unwilling to pursue 
the subject: but upon my persevering in 
my question, replied, ‘Why yes, Sir, I would; 
but I must have all conveniencies. If I had 


tenderness of regard for a place in which I 
had seen him a great deal, from whence I 
had often issued a better and a happier man 
than when I went in, and which had often 


He seemed, as 35 appeared to my imagination while I trod its 


pavement, in the solemn darkness of the 
night, to be sacred to wisdom and piety.’ 
Being informed that he was at Mr. Thrale’s, 
in the Borough, I hastened thither, and 


no garden, I would make a shed on the roof, 40 found Mrs. Thrale and him at breakfast. I 


and take it there for fresh air. I should feed 
it, and wash it much, and with warm water 
to please it, not with cold water to give it 
pain.’ Bosweuu. ‘But, Sir, does not heat 


was kindly welcomed. In a moment he was 
in a full glow of conversation, and I felt 
myself elevated as if brought into another 
state of being. Mrs. Thrale and I looked to 


relax?’ JoHnson. ‘Sir, you are not to imag- 45 each other while he talked, and our looks ex- 


ine the water is to be very hot. I would not 
coddle the child. No, Sir, the hardy method 
of treating children does no good. Ili take 
you five children from London, who shall 


pressed our congenial admiration and affec- 
tion for him. I shall ever recollect this scene 
with great pleasure. I exclaimed to her, ‘I 
am now, intellectually, Hermippus redivivus, 


cuff five Highland children. Sir, a man bred 501 am quite restored by him, by transfusion 


in London will carry a burthen, or run, or 
wrestle, as well as a man brought up in the 
hardest manner in the country.’ BosweE.L. 


of mind.’ ‘There are many (she replied) who 
admire and respect Mr. Johnson; but you 
and I love him.’ 
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TITTERING REBUKED 


Talking of a very respectable authour, he 
told us a curious circumstance in his life, 
which was, that he had married a printer’s 
devil. Reynotps. ‘A printer’s devil, Sir! 
Why, I thought a printer’s devil was a crea- 
ture with a black face and in rags.” Joz=N- 
son. ‘Yes, Sir. But I suppose, he had her 
face washed, and put clean clothes on her. 


(Then looking very serious, and very ear-™ 


nest.) And she did not disgrace him: the 
woman had a bottom of good sense.” The 
word bottom thus introduced, was so ludicrous 
when contrasted with his gravity, that most 


of us could not forbear tittering and laugh-?* 


ing; though I recollect that the Bishop of 
Killaloe kept his countenance with perfect 
steadiness, while Miss Hannah More slyly 
hid her face behind a lady’s back who sat on 


the same settee with her. His pride could 7? 


not bear that any expression of his should 
excite ridicule, when he did not intend it; 
he therefore resolved to assume and exercise 
despotick power, glanced sternly around, 
and called out in a strong tone, “Where’s 
the merriment?’ Then collecting himself, 
and looking aweful, to make us feel how he 
could impose restraint, and as it were search- 
ing his mind for a still more ludicrous word, 
he slowly pronounced, ‘I say the woman was 
fundamentally sensible’; as if he had said, 
hear this now, and laugh if you dare. We 
all sat composed as at a funeral. 


JOHNSON’S FUNERAL 


A few days before his death, he had asked 
Sir John Hawkins, as one of his executors, 
where he should be buried; and on being 


answered, ‘Doubtless, in Westminster-Ab- 40 


>. 25formed the mournful office of reading th 


30a ‘Guide, Philosopher, and Friend.’ I shall, 
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bey,” seemed to feel a satisfaction, very 
natural to a Poet: and indeed in my opinion 
very natural to every man of any imagina- 
tion, who has no family sepulchre in which — 


5 he can be laid with his fathers. Accordingly, 


upon Monday, December 20, his remains 
were deposited in that noble and renowned 
edifice; and over his grave was placed a 
large blue flag-stone, with this ieee 


‘Saucer Jonnson, LL.D. 
Obiit xu die Decembris, 
Anno Domini 
M.DCC.EXXXTYV. 
Hiaiis su@ Uxxv.’ 


His funeral was attended by a respectable — 
number of his friends, particularly such of 
the members of the Literary Club as we 
then in town; and was also honoured with — 
the presence of several of the Reverend Chap- 
ter of Westminster. Mr. Burke, Sir Joseph 
Banks, Mr. Windham, Mr. Langton, Sir 
Charles Bunbury, and Mr. Colman, bore his 
pall. His school-fellow, Dr. Taylor, y 


burial service. 

I trust, I shall not be accused of affecta- 
tion, when I declare, that I find myself unable 
to express all that I felt upon the loss of su 


therefore, not say one word of my own, but 
adopt those of an eminent friend, which he 
uttered with an abrupt felicity, superior to 
all studied compositions: — ‘He has made a 


35 chasm, which not only nothing can fill up, 


but which nothing has a tendency to fill up. 
— Johnson is dead. — Let us go to the next 
best: — there is nobody; no man ean b 
said to put you in mind of Johnson.’ 
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PRIVATE LETTERS 


Philip Dormer Stanhope, Earl it is for everything else; and a man without 
of Chesterfield, (1694-1773) attention is not fit to live in the world. When 
an awkward fellow first comes into a room, 

TO HIS SON it is highly probable that his sword gets 


7 5 between his legs, and throws him down, or 
Spa, July 25, N, 8. 1741 makes him stumble at least; when he has 
Dear Boy, recovered this accident, he goes and places 
I have often told you in my former letters himself in the very place of the whole room 
(and it is most certainly true) that the strict- where he should not; there he soon lets his 
est and most scrupulous honour and virtue 10 hat fall down; and, taking it up again, throws 
can alone make you esteemed and valued by down his cane; in recovering his cane, his 
mankind; that parts and learning can alone hat falls a second time; so that he is a 
make you admired and celebrated by them; quarter of an hour before he is in order again. 
but that the possession of lesser talents was If he drinks tea or coffee, he certainly scalds 
most absolutely necessary towards making 15his mouth, and lets either the cup or the 
you liked, beloved, and sought after in saucer fall, and spills the tea or coffee in 
private life. Of these lesser talents, good- his breeches. At dinner, his awkwardness 
breeding is the principal and most necessary distinguishes itself particularly, as he has 
one, not only as it is very important in itself; more to do: there he holds his knife, fork, 
but as it adds great lustre to the more solid 20and spoon differently from other people; 
advantages both of the heart and the mind. eats with his knife to the great danger of his 
I have often touched upon good-breeding to mouth, picks his teeth with his fork, and 
you before; so that this letter shall be upon _ puts his spoon, which has been in his throat 
the next necessary qualification to it, which twenty-times, into the dishes again. If he is 
is a genteel, easy manner and carriage, wholly 25 to carve, he can never hit the joint; but, in 
free from those odd tricks, ill habits, and his vain efforts to cut through the bone, 
awkwardnesses, which even very many scatters the sauce in everybody’s face. He 
worthy and sensible people have in their be- generally daubs himself with soup and grease, 
haviour. However trifling a genteel manner though his napkin is commonly stuck through 
may sound, it is of very great consequence 30a button-hole, and tickles his chin. When 
towards pleasing in private life, especially he drinks, he infallibly coughs in his glass, 
the women; which, one time or other, you and besprinkles the company. Besides all 
will think worth pleasing; and I have _ this, he has strange tricks and gestures; such 
known many a man, from his awkwardness, as snuffing up his nose, making faces, putting 
give people such a dislike of him at first, 35 his fingers in his nose, or blowing it and 
that all his merit could not get the better looking afterwards in his handkerchief, so 
of it afterwards. Whereas a genteel manner as to make the company sick. His hands 
prepossesses people in your favour, bends are troublesome to him, when he has not 
them towards you, and makes them wish to something in them, and he does not know 
like you. Awkwardness can proceed but 40 where to put them; but they are in perpetual 
from two causes; either from not having motion between his bosom and his breeches: 
kept good company, or from not having at- he does not wear his clothes, and in short 
tended to it. As for your keeping good com- does nothing, like other people. All this, 
pany, I will take care of that; do you take I own, is not in any degree criminal; but it 
care to observe their ways and manners, 45 is highly disagreeable and ridiculous in com- 
and to form your own upon them. Atten- pany, and ought most carefully to be avoided 
tion is absolutely necessary for this, asindeed by whoever desires to please. 
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From this account of what you should 
not do, you may easily judge what you 
should do; and a due attention to the man- 
ners of people of fashion, and who have 
seen the world, will make it habitual and 
familiar to you. 

There is, likewise, an awkwardness of ex- 
pression and words, most carefully to be 
avoided; such as false English, bad pro- 
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time to consider, whether it was a good one 
or a bad one, and whether I could not find 
out a better in its place. An unharmonious 
and rugged period, at this time, shocks my 


Sears; and I, like all the rest of the world, 


will willingly exchange, and give up some 
degree of rough sense, for a good degree of 
pleasing sound. I will freely and truly own 
to you, without either vanity or false mod- 


nunciation, old sayings, and common proy- 10 esty, that whatever reputation I have ac- 


erbs; which are so many proofs of having 
kept bad and low company. For example; 
if, instead of saying that tastes are different, 
and that every man has his own peculiar 


quired as a speaker, is more owing to my 
constant attention to my diction, than to 
my matter, which was necessarily just the 
same as other people’s. When you come 


one, you should let off a proverb, and say 15 into Parliament, your reputation as a speaker 


That what is one man’s meat is another 
man’s poison; or else, Every one as they 
like, as the good man said when he kissed 
his cow; everybody would be persuaded 


will depend much more upon your words, 
and your periods, than upon the subject. 
The same matter occurs equally to every- 
body of common sense, upon the same ques- 


that you had never kept company with any- 20 tion; the dressing it well, is what excites the 


body above footmen and housemaids. 
Attention will do all this; and without 
attention nothing is to be done: want of 
attention, which is really want of thought, 
is either folly or madness. 
only have attention to everything, but a 
quickness of attention, so as to observe, at 
once, all the people in the room; their mo- 
tions, their looks, and their words; and yet 


attention and admiration of the audience. 
It is in Parliament that I have set my 

heart upon your making a figure; it is there 

that I want to have you justly proud of 


You should not 25 yourself, and to make me justly proud of 


you. This means that you must be a good 
speaker there; I use the word must, because 
I know you may if you will. The vulgar, 
who are always mistaken, look upon a 


without staring at them, and seeming to be 30 speaker and a comet with the same astonish- 


an observer. This quick and unobserved 
observation is of infinite advantage in life, 
and is to be acquired with care; and, on the 
contrary, what is called absence, which is a 


ment and admiration, taking them both for 
preternatural phenomena. ‘This error dis- 
courages many young men from attempting 
that character; and good speakers are will- 


thoughtlessness, and want of attention about 35 ing to have their talent considered as some- 


what is doing, makes a man so like either a 
fool or a madman, that, for my part, I see 
no real difference. A fool never has thought; 
a madman has lost it; and an absent man 
is, for the time, without it. 

Adieu! Direct your next to me, chez Mon- 
sieur Chabert, Banquier, a Paris; and take 
care that I find the improvements I expect 
at my return. 


TO HIS SON 
London, December 9, O. 8. 1749 
Dear Boy, 
It is now above forty years since I have 


never spoken nor written one single word, 
without giving myself at least one moment’s 


thing very extraordinary, if not a peculiar 
gift of God to his elect. But let you and I 
analyse and simplify this good speaker; let 
us strip him of those adventitious plumes, 


40 with which his own pride, and the ignorance 


of others have decked him, and we shall find 
the true definition of him to be no more than 
this: — A man of good common sense, who 
reasons justly, and expresses himself ele- 


45 gantly on that subject upon which he speaks. 


There is, surely, no witchcraft in this. A 
man of sense, without a superior and aston- 
ishing degree of parts, will not talk nonsense 
upon any subject; nor will he, if he has the 


50 least taste or application, talk inelegantly. 


What then does all this mighty art and 
mystery of speaking in Parliament amount 
to? Why, no more than this, That the man 
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who speaks in the House of Commons, it will not, if you will but have half the 
speaks in that House, and to four hundred concern for yourself, that I have for you. 
people, that opinion, upon a given subject, Adieu. 

which he would make no difficulty of speak- 

ing in any house in England, round the 5 


fire, or at table, to any fourteen people Thomas Grap (1716-1771) 
whatsoever; better judges, perhaps, and 

severer critics of what he says, than TO HORACE WALPOLE 
any fourteen gentlemen of the House of 

Commons. 10 Cambridge, February 11, 1751 


I have spoken frequently in Parliament, As you have brought me into a little sort 
and not always without some applause; and of distress, you must assist me, I believe, to 
therefore I can assure you, from my experi- get out of it as well as I can. Yesterday I 
ence, that there is very little in it. The had the misfortune of receiving a letter from 
elegancy of the style, and the turn of the 15 certain gentlemen (as their bookseller ex- 
periods, make the chief impression upon the _ presses it), who have taken the Magazine of 
hearers. Give them but one or two round Magazines into their hands. They tell me 
and harmonious periods in a speech, which that an ingenious Poem, called reflections 
they will retain and repeat, and they will in a Country Church-yard, has been com- 
go home as well satisfied, as people do from 20 municated to them, which they are printing 
an opera, humming all the way one or two forthwith; that they are informed that the 
favourite tunes that have struck their ears excellent author of it is I by name, and that 
and were easily caught. Most people have they beg not only his indulgence, but the 
ears, but few have judgment; tickle those honour of his correspondence, etc. As I am 
ears, and, depend upon it, you will catch 25 not at all disposed to be either so indulgent, 
their judgments, such as they are. or so correspondent, as they desire, I have 

Cicero, conscious that he was at the top but one bad way left to escape the honour 
of his profession, (for in his time Eloquence they would inflict upon me; and therefore 
was a profession) in order to set himself off, am obliged to desire you would make Dods- 
defines, in his Treatise de Oratore, an Orator 30 ley print it immediately (which may be done 
to be such a man as never was, or never will in less than a week’s time) from your copy, 
be; and by this fallacious argument, says, but without my name, in what form is 
that he must know every art and science most convenient for him, but on his best 
whatsoever, or how shall he speak upon paper and character; he must correct the 
them? But with submission to so great an 35 press himself, and print it without any in- 
authority, my definition of an Orator is ex- terval between the stanzas, because the 
tremely different from, and, I believe, much sense is in some places continued beyond 
truer than his. I call that man an Orator, them; and the title must be, — Elegy, writ- 
who reasons justly, and expresses himself ten in a Country Church-yard. If he would 
elegantly upon whatever subject he treats. 40add a line or two to say it came into his 
Problems in Geometry, Equations in Alge- hands by accident, I should like it better, 
bra, Processes in Chymistry, and Experi- If you behold the Magazine of Magazines 
ments in Anatomy, are never, that I have in the light that I do, you will not refuse to 
heard of, the objects of Eloquence; and give yourself this trouble on my account, 
therefore I humbly conceive, that a man45 which you have taken of your own accord 
may be a very fine speaker, and yet know before now. If Dodsley do not do this im- 
nothing of Geometry, Algebra, Chymistry, mediately, he may as well let it alone. 
or Anatomy. The subjects of all Parlia- 
mentary debates, are subjects of common TO THE REV. WILLIAM MASON 


sense singly. 50 
Thus I write whatever occurs to me, that ; Dec. 19, 1757 
I may contribute either to form or inform Though I very well know the bland emol- 


you. May my labour not be in vain! and _ lient saponaceous qualities both of sack and 
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silver, yet if any great man would say to me, 
‘T make you rat-catcher to his Majesty, with 
a salary of £300 a year and two butts of the 
best Malaga; and though it has been usual 
to catch a mouse or two, for form’s sake, in 
public once a year, yet to you, sir, we shall 
not stand upon these things,’ I cannot say 
I should jump at it; nay, if they would drop 
the very name of the office, and call me 
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be. Adieu, dear Mason, and believe me 
that I am too. 


TO HORACE WALPOLE 


[June 28 (?), 1760] 


T am so charmed with the two specimens 
of Erse poetry, that I cannot help giving you 


Sinecure to the King’s Majesty, I should still 10 the trouble to enquire a little farther about 


feel a little awkward, and think everybody 
I saw smelt a rat about me; but I do not 
pretend to blame any one else that has not 
the same sensations; for my part I would 


rather be sergeant trumpeter or pinmaker 15 


to the palace. Nevertheless I interest myself 
a little in the history of it, and rather wish 
somebody may accept it that will retrieve 
the credit of the thing, if it be retrievable, 
or ever had any credit. 
the last man of character that had it. As 
to Settle, whom you mention, he belonged 
to my lord mayor not to the king. Eusden 
was a person of great hopes in his youth, 


them, and should wish to see a few lines of 
the original, that I may form some slight 
idea of the language, the measures, and the 
rhythm. 

Is there anything known of the author or 
authors, and of what antiquity are they 
supposed to be? Is there any more to be 
had of equal beauty, or at all approaching to 
it? I have been often told that the poem 


Rowe was, I think, 20 called ‘Hardicanute’ (which I always ad- 


mired and still admire) was the work of 
somebody that lived a few years ago. This 
I do not at all believe, though it has evidently 
been retouched in places by some modern 


though at last he turned out a drunken 25hand: but however, I am authorized by 


parson. Dryden was as disgraceful to the 
office, from his character, as the poorest 
scribbler could have been from his verses. 
The office itself has always humbled the 


this report to ask, whether the two Poems 
in question are certainly antique and genu- 
ine. I make this enquiry in quality of an 
antiquary, and am not otherwise concerned 


professor hitherto (even in an age when kings 30 about it: for, if I were sure that any one 


were somebody), if he were a poor writer by 
making him more conspicuous, and if he 
were a good one by setting him at war with 
the little fry of his own profession, for there 


now living in Scotland had written them to 
divert himself, and laugh at the credulity 
of the world, I would undertake a journey 
into the Highlands only for the pleasure of 


are poets little enough to envy even a poet- 35 seeing him. 


laureat. 

I am obliged to you for your news; pray 
send me some more, and better of the sort. 
I can tell you nothing in return; so your 


generosity will be the greater; — only Dick 40 


is going to give up his rooms, and live at 
Ashwell. Mr. Treasurer sets Sir M. Lamb 
at nought, and says he has sent him reasons 
half a sheet at a time; and Mr. Brown at- 
tests his veracity as an eye-witness. 
had nine pages of criticism on the ‘Bard’ 
sent me in an anonymous letter, directed to 
the Reverend Mr. G. at Strawberry Hill; 
and if I have a mind to hear as much more 


TO THE 
REV. NORTON NICHOLLS 


Pembroke Hall, August 26, 1766 
It is long since that I heard you were gone 
in hast into Yorkshire on account of your 
mother’s illness; and the same letter in- 


I have 45 formed me that she was recovered; otherwise 


I had then wrote to you, only to beg you 
would take care of her, and to inform you 
that I had discovered a thing very little 
known, which is, that in one’s whole life one 


on the other Ode, I am told where I may 50never can have any more than a single 


direct. He seems a good sensible man, and 
I dare say a clergyman. He is very frank, 
and indeed much ruder than he means to 


mother. You may think this is obvious, and 
(what you call) a trite observation. You 
are a green gosling! I was at the same age 


SAMUEL JOHNSON 


(very near) as wise as you, and yet I never 
discovered this (with full evidence and con- 
viction, I mean) till it was too late. It is 
thirteen years ago, and seems but yesterday; 
and every day I live it sinks deeper into my 
heart. Many a corollary could I draw from 
this axiom for your use (not for my own) 
but I will leave you the merit of doing it 
yourself. Pray tell me how your own health 


is. I conclude it perfect, as I hear you10 


offered yourself for a guide to Mr, Palgrave, 
into the Sierra-Morena of Yorkshire. For 
me, I passed the end of May and all June in 
Kent not disagreeably; the country is all a 


garden, gay, rich, and fruitful, and (from the 15 


rainy season) had preserved, till I left it, all 
that emerald verdure, which commonly one 
only sees for the first fortnight of spring. In 
the west part of it from every eminence the 
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must not wish for you here; besides, I am 
going to town at Michaelmas, by no means 
for amusement. Do you remember how we 
are to go into Wales next year? well! — 


5 Adieu, I am sincerely yours. 


Samuel Johnson (1709-1784) 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
THE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD 


February 7, 1755 
My Lorp, 

I have lately been informed, by the pro- 
prietor of the World, that two papers, in 
which my Dictionary is recommended to 
the public, were written by your Lordship. 
To be so distinguished, is an honour, which, 


eye catches some long winding reach of the 20 being very little accustomed to favours from 


Thames or Medway, with all their naviga- 
tion; in the east, the sea breaks in upon you, 
and mixes its white transient sails and 
glittering blue expanse with the deeper and 


the great, I know not well how to receive, 
or in what terms to acknowledge. 

When, upon some slight encouragement, 
I first visited your Lordship, I was over- 


brighter greens of the woods and corn. This 25 powered, like the rest of mankind, by the 


last sentence is so fine, I am quite ashamed; 
but, no matter! you must translate it into 
prose. Palgrave, if he heard it, would cover 
his face with his pudding sleeve. I went to 


Margate for a day; one would think it was 30 


Bartholomew fair that had flown down from 
Smithfield to Kent in the London machine, 
like my Lady Stuffdarmask (to be sure you 
have read the New Bath Guide, the most 


fashionable of books): so then I did not go 35 


to Kingsgate, because it belonged to my 
Lord Holland; but to Ramsgate I did, and 
so to Sandwich, and Deal, and Dover, and 
Folkestone, and Hythe, all along the coast, 


very delightful. I do not tell you of the great 40 


and small beasts, and creeping things innu- 
merable that I met with, because you do not 
suspect that this world is inhabited by any- 
thing but men and women and clergy, and 
such two-legged cattle. 
again very disconsolate and all alone, even 
Mr. Brown is gone; and the cares of this 
world are coming thick upon me; I do not 
mean children. You, I hope, are better off, 


riding and walking in the woods of Studley 50 


with Mr. Aislaby, singing duets with my 
cousin Fanny, improving with Mr. Weddell, 
conversing with Mr. Harry Duncomb. I 


Now I am here 45 


enchantment of your address; and could not 
forbear to wish that I might boast myself 
Le vainqueur du vainqueur de la terre; — that 
I might obtain that regard for which I saw 
the world contending; but I found my at- 
tendance so little encouraged, that neither 
pride nor modesty would suffer me to con- 
tinue it. When I had once addressed your 
Lordship in public, I had exhausted all the 
art of pleasing which a retired and uncourtly 
scholar can possess. I had done all that I 
could; and no man is well pleased to have 
his all neglected, be it ever so little. 

Seven years, my Lord, have now past, 
since I waited in your outward rooms, or 
was repulsed from your door; during which 
time I have been pushing on my work 
through difficulties, of which it is useless to 
complain, and have brought it, at last, to 
the verge of publication, without one act 
of assistance, one word of encouragement, 
or one smile of favour. Such treatment I 
did not expect, for I never had a Patron 
before. 

The shepherd in Virgil grew at last ac- 
quainted with Love, and found him a native 
of the rocks. 

Is not a Patron, my Lord, one who looks 
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with unconcern on a man struggling for life If you have the Latin version of Busy, 
in the water, and, when he has reached curious, thirsty, fly, be so kind as to transcribe 
ground, encumbers him with help? The and send it; but you need not be in haste, 
notice which you have been pleased to take for I shall be 1 know not where, for at least 
of my labours, had it been early, had been 5 five weeks. I wrote the following tetrastick 
kind; but it has been delayed till Iam in- on poor Goldsmith: 
different, and cannot pine ced - tall T am Tor rador eoopdas Tov "ONBapiloro, Koviny 
solitary, and cannot impart it; till 1 am “Adpoot ur} cen, Rewe , roderor TATE. 
known, and do not want it. I hope it is no Oict wéunde dicts, uérpwv Yapts, Joya wadaray 
very cynical asperity not to confess obliga- 19 Rialere rout yy, ioropixdy, duoxdy. 
tions where no benefit has been received, or 
to be unwilling that the Public should con- 
sider me as owing that to a Patron, which 
Providence has enabled me to do for my- 
self. 15 
Having carried on my work thus far with 
so little obligation to any favourer of learn- 
ing, I shall not be disappointed though I 
should conclude it, if less be possible, with 
less; for I have been long wakened from that 20 


i 


Please to make my most respectful com- 
pliments to all the ladies, and remember me 
to young George and his sisters. I reckon 
George begins to shew a pair of heels. 

Do not be sullen now, but let me find a 
letter when I come back. I am, dear Sir, 

Your afiectionate, humble servant, 

Sam. JOHNSON 


dream of hope, in which I once boasted my- TO JAMES MACPHERSON 
self with so much exultation, Ci: 
My Lord, L before February, 1775 ] 
Your Lordship’s most humble Mr. James MacpHErson, 
Most obedient ser vant, 25 J received your foolish and impudent let- 
Sam. JOHNSON ter. Any violence offered me I shall do my 


best to repel; and what I cannot do for my- 
self, the law shall do for me. I hope I shall 
TO BENNET LANGTON never be deterred from detecting what I 
_ ._., 0 think a cheat, by the menaces of a ruffian. 
July 5, 1774 What would you have me retract? I 
Dear Srr,— You have reason to re- thought your book an imposture; I think 
proach me that I have left your last letter it an imposture still. For this opinion I 
so long unanswered, but I had nothing have given my reasons to the public, which 
particular to say. Chambers, you find, is 35] here dare you to refute. Your rage I defy. 
gone far, and poor Goldsmith is gone much Your abilities, since your Homer, are not 
further. He died of a fever, exasperated, so formidable; and what I hear of your 
as I believe, by the fear of distress. He had morals, inclines me to pay regard not to 
raised money and squandered it by every what you shall say, but to what you shall 
artifice of acquisition, and folly of expence. 40 prove. You may print this if you will. 
But let not his frailties be remembered; he Sam. JoHNSON 
was a very great man. 
I have just begun to print my Journey to 


the Hebrides, and am leaving the press to TO MRS. BOSWELL 

take another journey into Wales, whither 45 

Mr. Thrale is going, to take possession of, May 16, 1776 
at least, five hundred a year, fallen to his Mapam, — You must not think me uncivil 
lady. All at Streatham, that are alive, are in omitting to answer the letter with which 
well. you favoured me some time ago. I imagined 


I have never recovered from the last 50 it to have been written without Mr. Boswell’s 
dreadful illness, but flatter myself that I knowledge, and therefore supposed the an- 
grow gradually better; much, however, yet swer to require, what I could not find, a 
remains to mend. Kipte édénoor. private conveyance. 
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The difference with Lord Auchinleck is departed this morning,. brings you the list 
now over; and since young Alexander has — of the Duke of Devonshire’s pictures. 
appeared, I hope no more difficulties will I have been told that Mr. Bourk’s history 
arise among you; for I sincerely wish you was of England, not of Ireland; I am glad 
all happy. Do not teach the young ones to 5it is the latter, for I am now in Mr. Hume’s 
dislike me, as you dislike me yourself; but England, and would fain read no more. I 
let me at least have Veronica’s kindness, not only know what has been written, but 
beeause she is my acquaintance. what would be written. Our story is so 

You will now have Mr. Boswell home; exhausted, that to make it new, they really 
it is well that you have him; he has led a 10 make it new. Mr. Hume has exalted Edward 
wild life. I have taken him to Lichfield, the Second, and depressed Edward the Third. 
and he has followed Mr. Thrale to Bath. The next historian, I suppose, will make 
Pray take care of him, and tame him. The James the First a hero, and geld Charles the 
only thing in which I have the honour to Second. 
agree with you is, in loving him; and while15 Fingal is come out; I have not yet got 
we are so much of a mind in a matter of so through it; not but it is very fine — yet 
much importance, our other quarrels will, I cannot at once compass an epic poem now. 
I hope, produce no great bitterness. I am, It tires me to death to read how many ways 


Madam, a warrior is like the moon, or the sun, or a 
Your most humble servant, 20 rock, or a lion, or the ocean. Fingal is a 
Sam. JOHNSON brave collection of similes, and will serve all 


the boys at Eton and Westminster for these 
twenty years. I will trust you with a secret, 


TO MRS. PIOZZI (THRALE) but you must not disclose it; I should be 
4 25 ruined with my Scotch friends; in short, I 
July 2, 1784 cannot believe it genuine; I cannot believe 


Mapam, — If I interpret your letter right, a regular poem of six books has been pre- 
you are ignominiously married: if it is yet served, uncorrupted, by oral tradition, from 
undone, let us once more talk together. If times before Christianity was introduced 
you have abandoned your children and your 30 into the island. What! preserved unadulter- 
religion, God forgive your wickedness; if ated by savages dispersed among mountains, 
you have forfeited your fame and your and so often driven from their dens, so 
country, may your folly do no further mis- wasted by wars civil and foreign! Has one 
chief! If the last act is yet todo, | who have man ever got all by heart? I doubt it; 
loved you, esteemed you, reverenced you, 35 were parts preserved by some, other parts 
and served you, I who long thought you the by others? Mighty lucky, that the tradition 
first of womankind, entreat that, before your was never interrupted, nor any part lost — 
fate is irrevocable, I may once more see you. not a verse, not a measure, not the sense! 

I was, I once was, Madam, most truly luckier and luckier. I have been extremely 
yours, 40 qualified myself lately for this Scotch mem- 

Sam. JOHNSON ory; we have had nothing but a coagulation 
of rains, fogs, and frosts, and though they 
have clouded all understanding, I suppose, if 


ae I had tried, I should have found that they 

ca Nate Fat oly Ate 1797) 45 thickened, and gave great consistence to 
TO GEORGE MONTAGU, ESQ. my remembrance. Bo 

You want news —I must make it, if I 

Arlington Street, Dec. 8, 1761 send it. To change the dullness of the scene 


I return you the list of prints, and shall I went to the play Lat Drury Lane], where I 
be glad you will bring me all to which I150had not been this winter. They are so 
have affixed this mark x. The rest I have; crowded, that though I went before six, I 
yet the expense of the whole list would not got no better place than a fifth row, where I 
ruin me. Lord Farnham, who, I believe, heard very ill, and was pent for five hours 
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without a soul near me that I knew. It was me, that you will sometimes give me leave 
Cymbeline, and appeared to me as long as if to consult you. I hope, too, you will forgive 
everybody in it went really to Italy in every the simplicity of my direction, as you have 
act, and came back again. With a few favoured me with no other. 


pretty passages and a scene or two, it 1s so 5 I am, Sir, 
absurd and tiresome, that I am persuaded Your much obliged 
Garrick * * * And obedient humble servant, 


Hor. Walpole 
TO THOMAS CHATTERTON 
Arlington Street, March 28, 1769 Pout ae at cashed: bade ae 


I cannot but think myself singularly Strawberry Hill, June 19, 1777 
obliged by a gentleman with whom I have I thank you for your notices, dear Sir, 
not the pleasure of being acquainted, when and shall remember that on Prince William. 
I read your very curious and kind letter, 15I did see the ‘Monthly Review,’ but hope 
which I have this minute received. I give one is not guilty of the death of every man 
you a thousand thanks for it, and for the who does not make one the dupe of a for- 
very obliging offer you make me, of com- gery. I believe M’Pherson’s success with 
municating your MSS. to me. What you ‘Ossian’ was more the ruin of Chatterton 
have already sent me is very valuable, and20than I. Two years passed between my 
full of information; but instead of correcting doubting the authenticity of Rowley’s poems 
you, Sir, you are far more able to correct me. and his death. I never knew he had been 
I have not the happiness of understanding in London till some time after he had undone 
the Saxon language, and without your and poisoned himself there. The poems he 
learned notes should not have been able to 25 sent me were transcripts in his own hand, 
comprehend Rowley’s text. and even in that circumstance he told a lie: 

As a second edition of my Anecdotes was he said he had them from the very person 
published but last year, I must not flatter at Bristol to whom he had given them. If 
myself that a third will be wanted soon; but any man was to tell you that monkish 
I shall be happy to lay up any notices you 30rhymes had been dug up at Herculaneum, 
will be so good as to extract for me, and send which was destroyed several centuries 
me at your leisure; for, as it is uncertain before there was any such poetry, should you 
when I may use them, I would by no means _ believe it? Just the reverse is the case of 
borrow and detain your MSS. Rowley’s pretended poems. They have all 

Give me leave to ask you where Rowley’s 35 the elegance of Waller and Prior, and more 
poems are to be found? I should not be than Lord Surrey — but I have no objection 
sorry to print them; or at least, a specimen to anybody believing what he pleases. I 
of them, if they have never been printed. think poor Chatterton was an astonishing 

The Abbot John’s verses that you have genius —but I cannot think that Rowley 
given me, are wonderful for their harmony 40 foresaw metres that were invented long 
and spirit, though there are some words I after he was dead, or that our language was 
do not understand. more refined at Bristol in the reign of Henry 

You do not point out exactly the time  V. than it was at Court under Henry VIII. 
when he lived, which I wish to know, as I One of the chaplains of the Bishop of Exeter 
suppose it was long before John Ab Eyck’s 45 has found a line of Rowley in Hudibras — 
discovery of oil-painting. If so, it confirms the monk might foresee that too! The 
what I had guessed, and have hinted in my prematurity of Chatterton’s genius is, 
Anecdotes, that oil-painting was known however, full as wonderful, as that such a 
here much earlier than that discovery or prodigy as Rowley should never have been 
revival. 50 heard of till the eighteenth century. The 

I will not trouble you with more questions youth and industry of the former are mira- 
now, Sir, but flatter myself from the human- _ cles, too, yet still more credible. There is not 
ity and politeness you have already shown a symptom in the poems, but the old words, 
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that savours of Rowley’s age — change the say, in answer to which you have said noth- 
old words for modern, and the whole con- ing. I admire the propriety of your conduct, 
struction is of yesterday. though I am a loser by it. I will endeavour 
to say something now, and shall hope for 

. 5 something in return. 
Shae is hon been I have been well entertained with John- 
January 13, 1797 son’s biography, for which I thank you: with 
You distress me infinitely by showing my one exception, and that a swinging one, I 
idle notes, which I cannot conceive can think he has acquitted himself with his 
amuse anybody. My old-fashioned breeding 10 usual good sense and sufficiency. His treat- 
impels me every now and then to reply to ment of Milton is unmerciful to the last 
the letters you honour me with writing; but degree. A pensioner is not likely to spare 
in truth very unwillingly, for I seldom can a republican, and the Doctor, in order, I 
have anything particular to say. I scarce suppose, to convince his royal patron of the 
go out of my own house, and then only to 15 sincerity of his monarchical principles, has 
two or three very private places, where I belaboured that great poet’s character with 
see nobody that really knows anything— the most industrious cruelty. As a man, he 
and what I learn comes from newspapers, has hardly left him the shadow of one good 
that collect intelligence from coffee-houses quality. Churlishness in his private life, 
— consequently, what I neither believe nor 20 and a rancorous hatred of everything royal 
report. At home I see only a few charitable ‘jin his public, are the two colours with which 
elders, except about fourscore nephews and he has smeared all the canvas. If he had 
nieces of various ages, who are each brought, any virtues, they are not to be found in the 
to me once a year, to stare at me as the Doctor’s picture of him; and it is well for 
Methusalem of the family; and they can 25 Milton that some sourness in his temper is 
only speak of their own contemporaries, the only vice with which his memory has 
which interest no more than if they talked een charged; it is evident enough that, if 
of their dolls, or bats and balls. Mustnotthe his biographer could have discovered more, 
result of all this, madam, make me a very, he would not have spared him. As a poet, 
entertaining correspondent? — and can such 30 he has treated him with severity enough, 
letters be worth showing? — or can I have and has plucked one or two of the most 
any spirit when so old, and reduced to dic- beautiful feathers out of his Muse’s wing, 
tate? Oh! my good madam, dispense with and trampled them under his great foot. 
me from such a task, and think how it must He has passed sentence of condemnation 
add to it to apprehend such letters being 35 upon Lycidas, and has taken occasion, from 
shown. Pray send me no more such laurels, that charming poem, to expose to ridicule 
which I desire no more than their leaves (what is indeed ridiculous enough) the child- 
when decked with a scrap of tinsel, and ish prattlement of pastoral compositions, as 
stuck on twelfth-cakes that lie on the shop- if Lycidas was the prototype and pattern of 
boards of pastry-cooks at Christmas. I40them all. The liveliness of the description, 
shall be quite content with a sprig of rose- the sweetness of the numbers, the classical 
mary thrown after me, when the parson of _ spirit of antiquity that prevails in it, go for 
the parish commits my dust to dust. Till nothing. I am convinced, by the way, that 
then, pray, madam, accept the resignation of he has no ear for poetical numbers, or that 
Your ancient servant 45it was stopped, by prejudice, against the 
harmony of Milton’s. Was there ever any- 
thing so delightful as the music of the Para- 
William Cowper (1731-1800) dise Lost? It is like that of a fine organ; has 
Bs fees oe the fullest and deepest tones of majesty, with 
TO THE REY. WILLIAM UNWIN 50 all the softness and elegance of the Dorian 
Olney, October 31, 1779 flute, variety without end, and _ never 
My Dear Friend, — I wrote my last letter equalled, unless, perhaps, by Virgil. Yet 
merely to inform you that I had nothing to the Doctor has little or nothing to say upon 
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this copious theme, but talks something having once set out, never to stop till we 
about the unfitness of the English language reach the appointed end. If a man may talk 
for blank verse, and how apt it is in the without thinking, why may he not write upon 
mouth of some readers, to degenerate into the same terms? A grave gentleman of the 
declamation. Oh! I could thrash his old <5 last century, a tie-wig, square-toe, Steinkirk 
jacket till I made his pension jingle in his figure, would say, ‘My good sir, a man has 
pockets. no right to do either.’ But it is to be hoped 

I could talk a good while longer, but I that the present century has nothing to do 
have no room. Our love attends yourself, with the moldy opinions of the last; and so, 
Mrs. Unwin, and Miss Shuttleworth, not 10 good Sir Launcelot, or St. Paul, or whatever 
forgetting the two miniature pictures at be your name, step into your picture-frame 


your elbow. again, and look as if you thought for another 
Yours affectionately, century, and leave us moderns in the mean 
W. C. time to think when we can, and to write 


15 whether we can or not, else we might as well 
be dead as you are. 
Sik aetk | ToMaDaGl SSac raat Noes When we look back upon our forefathers, 
Olney, August 6, 1780 we seem to look back upon the people of 
My dear Friend, — You like to hearfrom another nation, almost upon creatures of 
me—this is a very good reason why I20 another species. Their vast rambling man- 
should write — but I have nothing to say — _ sions, spacious halls, and painted casements, 
this seems equally a good reason why I the gothic porch, smothered with honey- 
should not; yet if you had alighted from — suckles, their little gardens and high walls, 
your horse at our door this morning, and at their box-edgings, balls of holly, and yew- 
this present writing, being five o’clock in the 25 tree statues, are become so entirely unfash- 
afternoon, had found occasion to say to me  ionable now, that we can hardly believe it 
— ‘Mr. Cowper, you have not spoke since — possible that a people who resembled us so 
I came in; have you resolved never tospeak little in their taste should resemble us in 
again?’ — it would be but a poor reply, if, anything else. But in everything else ] 
in answer to the summons, I should plead 30 suppose they were our counterparts exactly, 
inability as my best and only excuse. And and time, that has sewed up the slashed 
this, by the way, suggests to me a seasonable — sleeve, and reduced the large trunk hose to a 
piece of instruction, and reminds me of neat pair of silk stockings, has left human 
what I am very apt to forget when I have nature just where it found it. The inside of 
any epistolary business in hand; that a35the man at least has undergone no change. 
letter may be written upon anything or His passions, appetites, and aims, are just 
nothing, just as that anything or nothing what they ever were. They wear perhaps a 
happens to occur. A man that hasa journey handsomer disguise than they did in the days 
before him twenty miles in length, which he of yore, for philosophy and literature will 
is to perform on foot, will not hesitate and 40 have their effect upon the exterior; but in 
doubt whether he shall set out or not, every other respect a modern is only an an- 
because he does not readily conceive how cient in a different dress. 
he shall ever reach the end of it; for he knows Yours, 
that, by the simple operation of moving WC. 
one foot forward first and then the other, he 45 
shall be sure to accomplish it. So it is in the TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON 
present case, and so it is in every similar 
case. A letter is written, as a conversation is Olney, July 12, 1781 
maintained or a journey performed, not by My very dear Friend, —I am going to 
preconcerted or premeditated means, a50send, what when you have read, you may 
new contrivance, or an invention never heard — scratch your head, and say, I suppose, there’s 
of before; but merely by maintaining a nobody knows whether what I have got be 
progress, and resolving, as a postilion does, verse or not;—— by the tune and the time, 


WILLIAM 


it ought to be rhyme, but if it be, did you 
ever see, of late or of yore, such a ditty 
before? 

I have writ Charity, not for popularity, 
but as well as I could, in hopes to do good; 
and if the Reviewer should say ‘to be sure 
the gentleman’s Muse wears Methodist 
shoes, you may know by her pace and talk 
about grace, that she and her bard have 


little regard for the taste and fashions, and10it to the account of family partiality. 


ruling passions, and hoidening play, of the 
modern day; and though she assume a 
borrowed plume, and now and then wear a 
tittering air, ‘tis only her plan to catch, if 
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from several different quarters, but never 
any (for obvious reasons) that has gratified 
me more than yours. I have a relish for 
moderate praise, because it bids fair to be 
5 judicious; but praise excessive, such as our 
poor friend ’s, (I have an uncle also who 
celebrates me exactly in the same language,) 
— such praise is rather too big for an or- 
dinary swallow. I set down nine-tenths of 
i 
know no more than you what kind of a 
market my book has found; but this I 
believe, that had not Henderson died, and 
had it been worth my while to have given 


she can, the giddy and gay, as they go that 15 him a hundred pounds to have read it in 


way, by a production on a new construction: 
she has baited her trap, in hopes to snap all 
that may come with a sugar-plum.’ His 
opinion in this will not be amiss; ’tis what 


public, it would have been more popular 
than it is. I am at least very unwilling to 
esteem John Gilpin as better worth than all 
the rest that I have written, and he has been 


I intend, my principal end, and, if I succeed, 20 popular enough. 


and folks should read, till a few are brought 
to a serious thought, I shall think I am paid 
for all I have said and all I have done, 
though I have run many a time, after a 


rhyme, as far as from hence to the end of my 25 like the original. 


sense, and by hook or crook, write another 
book, if I live and am here, another year. 

I have heard before, of a room with a 
floor laid upon springs, and such like things, 


Your sentiments of Pope’s Homer agree 
perfectly with those of every competent 
judge with whom I have at any time con- 
versed about it. I never saw a copy so un- 
There is not I believe in 
all the world to be found an uninspired poem 
so simple as those of Homer, nor in all the 
world a poem more bedizened with ornaments 
than Pope’s translation of them. Accord- 


with so much art in every part, that when 30 ingly, the sublime of Homer in the hands of 


you went in you was forced to begin a 
minuet pace, with an air and a grace, swim- 
ming about, now in and now out, with a 
deal of state, in a figure of eight, without 


Pope becomes bloated and tumid, and his 
description tawdry. Neither had Pope the 
faintest conception of those exquisite dis- 
criminations of character for which Homer is 


pipe, or string, or any such thing; and now 35so remarkable. All his persons, and equally 


I have writ, in a rhyming fit, what will make 
you dance, and as you advance, will keep 
you still, though against your will, dancing 
away, alert and gay, till you come to an end 


upon all occasions, speak in an inflated and 
strutting phraseology, as Pope has managed 
them; although in the original the dignity 
of their utterance, even when they are most 


of what I have penned, which that you may 40 majestic, consists principally in the simplic- 


do, ere Madam and you are quite worn out 
with jigging about, I take my leave, and here 
you receive a bow profound, down to the 
ground, from your humble me — 


W.L. 


TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON 


Dee. 10, 1785 


My dear Friend, — What you say of my 
last volume gives me the sincerest pleasure. 
I have heard a like favourable report of it 


ity of their sentiments and their language. 
Another censure I must needs pass upon our 
Anglo-Grecian, out of many that obtrude 
themselves upon me, but for which I have 


45 neither time to spare, nor room, which is, 


that with all his great abilities he was 
defective in his feelings to a degree that 
some passages in his own poems make it 
difficult to account for. No writer more 


50 pathetic than Homer, because none more 


natural; and because none less natural than 
Pope in his version of Homer, therefore 
than he none less pathetic. But I shall tire 
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you with a theme with which I would not must be satisfied, I believe, as indeed I 
wish to cloy you beforehand. have great reason to be, if she does not alter 

If the great change in my experience, of for the worse. She uses the orchard-walk 
which you express so lively an expectation, daily, but always supported between two, 
should take place, and whenever it shall*5and is still unable to employ herself as 
take place, you may securely depend upon formerly. But she is cheerful, seldom in 
receiving the first notice of it. But, whether much pain, and has always strong confidence 
you come with congratulations, or whether in the mercy and faithfulness of God. 
without them, I need not say that you and As to myself, I have always the same 
yours will always be most welcome here. 10song to sing — Well in body, but sick in 
Mrs. Unwin’s love both to yourself and to — spirit; sick, nigh unto death. 
Mrs. Newton joins itself as usual, and as 
warmly as usual, to that of 

Yours, my dear friend, 


Seasons return, but not to me returns 
God, or the sweet approach of heavenly 


day, 
Affectionately and faithfully, 15 Or sight of cheering truth, or pardon 
Wm. Cowper sealed, 


Or joy, or hope, or Jesus’ face divine; 
But cloud, &e. 


201 could easily set my complaint to Milton’s 
June 12, 1793 tone, and accompany him through the whole 
My dear Friend, — You promise to be con- passage, on the subject of a blindness more 
tented with a line, anda short one you must deplorable than his; but time fails me. 
have, hurried over in the little interval I I feel great desire to see your intended 
have happened to find between the con- 25 publication; a desire which the manner in 
clusion of my morning task and breakfast. which Mr. Bull speaks of it, who called here 
Study has this good effect, at least: it makes lately, has no tendency to allay. I believe 
me an early riser, who might otherwise, I forgot to thank you for your last poetical 
perhaps, be as much given to dozing as my present; not because I was not much pleased 
readers. 30 with it, but I write always in a hurry, and 
The scanty opportunity I have, I shall in a hurry must now conclude myself, with 
employ in telling you what you principally our united love, 
wish to be told — the present state of mine Yours, my dear friend, 
and Mrs. Unwin’s health. In her I cannot Most sincerely, 
perceive any alteration for the better; and 35 Wim. Cowper 


TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON 


NOTES 


OLD ENGLISH PERIOD 


References in poetry are to lines; in prose are to pages, columns (a and b), and lines. 


References to pages and columns are printed in bold-face type. 


2a BEOWULF 


Beowulf is the most ancient epic of the Ger- 
manic peoples and the only Old English poem 
that attempts a picture of life among the primi- 
tive Teutons on a large scale. Of the author 
we know nothing except what can be inferred 
from the text: he was a man of genius who 
knew how to write in the high epic style and 
liked to throw a veil of Christian morality over 
the pagan life of the long-gone past. The 
poem was composed probably during the 
seventh or early eighth century after Christ. 
Though there is reason to believe that Beowulf, 
the hero, was a real person (cf. note to |. 1202), 
his exploits as here described belong largely to 
the realm of folk-lore and mythology. Heis the 
Christianized ideal of the ancient warrior and 
gentleman, and much of the poem is devoted to 
“ noble sentiments and counsels of modesty and 
wisdom.” In spite of its sustained dignity and 
high moral tone, Beowulf contains grave faults 
of structure and makes an impression of cold 
and sombre sadness in a world where the sun 
never shines and even the finest of life is but 
vanity. It lacks the cheery note that so strik- 
ingly marks later English literature. Beowulf 
consists of four separate stories: (1) the hero’s 
fight with Grendel, (2) the fight with Grendel’s 
mother, (3) the triumphant return of the hero 
to his home, (4) the fight with the dragon. The 
poem opens with a brief survey of the ancestors 
of Hrothgar, King of the Danes, whose palace 
of Heorot is wasted by the nightly attacks of 
Grendel, a giant ogre of the race of Cain, the 
first murderer. Beowulf, with some brave 
Geats, crosses the sea (a day’s journey) to 
Hrothgar’s assistance, and in a terrible en- 
counter, tears off the arm of Grendel, who flees 
mortally wounded to his lair beneath a lake. 
Grendel’s mother comes to avenge her son. 
Beowulf follows her to her home in a cave under 
the water, where he finds Grendel dead and by 
means of a magic sword overcomes the mother. 
He returns to Heorot in triumph, bearing Gren- 
del’s head. Beowulf becomes king of the Geats 


and reigns over them until, after fifty years, he 
is mortally wounded in a conflict with a dragon 
that guards a treasure. 

As the translation follows the original line 
for line and attempts to reproduce some of the 
peculiar metrical and stylistic effects, the fol- 
lowing remarks should be carefully noted. 
(1) In the original every complete line is made 
up of two halves, each consisting of two accents 
and a varying number of unaccented syllables. 
The two parts are separated by a cesura 
(pause) and are united by alliteration. Alliter- 
ation is the rhyming of the initial sounds of 
words or of syllables. Im Anglo-Saxon poetry 
alliteration and accent, though not always 
found together, combine to emphasize the most 
important words or syllables of the line. In 
the following example the alliterating letters 
are printed in bold-face type: 


With warlike weapons and weeds of battle. 


(2) The style is more abrupt and there are more 
separate, disconnected words in apposition than 
in modern English. 
(3) Compound words are abundant; ¢.9., 
“land-prince”’ for ‘prince of the land”; 
“ war-speed ”’ for “ success In war.” 
(4) An object is frequently designated by a 
roundabout compound without ever being di- 
rectly spoken of; e.g., ‘‘ whale-road ” for “ the 
sea”; “ earl’s raiment” for “armor.” Such po- 
etic metaphors are called “ kennings.” 
(5) The pronoun often anticipates its anteced- 
ent, the subject of the sentence is changed 
without warning, and the style is frequently 
inverted in a fashion somewhat puzzling until 
one gets the hang of it; e.g., ‘ He thought that 
he would, ere day came, divide, the terrible 
monster, of every one, the life from the body,” 
for ‘‘ The terrible monster thought that ere 
day came, he would divide the life of every one 
from the body.” 

The following genealogical tables will be of 
assistance in understanding the relationship of 
the characters: 
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GENEALOGICAL TABLES 


DANES 


Scef 
| 
Scyld 
Beowulf (not the hero) 


| 
Healfdene 
| 


Heregar Hrothgar = Wealhtheow Halga Ongentheow (?) = Elan (?) 


Heoroweard Hrothulf (?) 
| 
Hrethric Hrothmund Ingeld = Freawaru 
GEATS 
Swerting 
Hrethel 


Ecgtheow =a daughter Herebeald Hethcyn ? = Higelac = Hygd 


Beowulf Eofor =a daughter Heardred 


SWEDES 


Ongentheow = Elan (?) 


| | 
Onela Ohthere 


| | 


Eanmund Eadgils 


SCYLFINGS 
Seylf 
| 
| 


Weeemund Ongentheow 


Ecgtheow Weohstan 


| | 
Beowulf Wiglaf 


2a | 


18. 


19. 


. Scyldings, the Danes. 


43. 


83. 


86. 
sil 


103. 
107. 


. Giver of rings. 


. Men, ete. 


NOTES 


earl. The word here conveys the general 
idea of nobility rather than of specific 
rank. 

Found thus forlorn. According to tradition 
Seyld, the founder of the Scylding dy- 
nasty, was washed ashore as a child in a 
boat, in which he was pillowed upon a 
sheaf of grain; hence his name “ son of 
Scef (Sheaf).”? Cf. 1. 45. 

Beowulf, a Danish king, not the hero of 
the poem. The name, so confusing here to 
the beginner, seems to have been inserted 
at this point by some copyist in place 
of the word *‘ Beaw,’’ which stood in the 
original. Beaw was probably a god of the 
ancient Scandinavians. 

Scedelands, Denmark. 

See genealogical 
tables. 

Royal favor was shown 
by gifts of rings used as armlets, neck- 
laces, ete. , 


. On the deck. The passage refers to the 


ancient Teutonic custom of ship-burial. 
The body of the dead king was placed on 
shipboard along with armor and treas- 
ures, and allowed to drift away to sea. 
See further ll. 3014 ff. 


. Bills and burnies, swords and coats of 


mail. 

Not at ail with less gifts. A fine example 
of litotes or understatement, a favorite 
figure in Anglo-Saxon poetry. (Cf. 1. 
1304.) The poet here means that the 
treasure far exceeded what had come in 
the boat that brought the king, when a 
helpless child, to shore. 

Compare this passage with 
the close of Tennyson’s The Passing of 
Arthur (p. 908). 


. Scylfing’s. The Scylfings were perhaps a 


78. 


Swedish people. 

Heort. The name “Heort (Heorot),”’ 
which means “ hart,’”’ seems to have been 
given to the hall because, with its deco- 
rated gables, it bore a fancied resemblance 
to astag’s head with antlers. The build- 
ing was probably rectangular, with op- 
posite doors and a hearth in the middle 
of the large hall. 

hateful fire. Presumably a reference to 
the fact that Heorot, like other medieval 
houses of wood, was destined ultimately 
to be destroyed by fire. The burning is 
not referred to elsewhere. 

fell spirit, the giant ogre Grendel, not 
referred to by name until I. 102. 

creation. The creation of the world was 
a favorite theme with Old English poets. 
Compare Czedmon’s ‘‘ Hymn” (p. 39). 
Though the Danes are heathens, the 
minstrel is represented as reciting a 
story told in the Bible! 

mark-stepper, one who dwells on the 
borders. 

Cain’s kin. It was a common tradition 


156. 


168. 


Ute 


. Sadly in songs. 


. Hrethel. 
. many exploits. 
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during the Middle Ages that Cain, be- 
cause of his wickedness and of God’s 
curse (Genesis iv, 8), was the ancestor of 
many uncanny creatures. Cf. |. 1261 
and note. 


12. Eotens, giants. 
. thanes, nobles attending upon the king 


in his court. After the Norman Conquest 
the title was replaced by that of baron. 
Poets, who acted as 
journalists and purveyors of news during 
the Dark Ages, spread abroad Grendel’s 
fame in sorrowful songs. 

nor with money compound. Grendel did 
not even offer monetary compensation 
for his erimes, as was permitted by Ger- 
manic law. Cf. 1. 470. 

Yet must he, etc, The passage is diffi- 
cult. It may mean either that (a), as 
rendered here, Grendel could not ap- 
proach the throne because of his evil 
deeds, or that (b) Hrothgar could not ap- 
proach his throne because of the will of 
God. 

destroyer of spirits, a name given by the 
Christian poet to the god of the heathen 
Danes. 


. Higelac’s thane, Beowulf, the hero of 


the poem. Higelac (Hygelac) was king 
of the Geats (Goths), a people settled in 
southern Sweden or Jutland. 


. war-king, Hrothgar. 
. swan-road, a kenning for the ‘‘sea.’”’ 
. cunning churls, retainers skilled in arms 


and council. The word ‘ churl”’ is used 
here without any low connotation. 


. stied, mounted. Cf. Modern English 


“stirrup ’’; 7.e., a “‘sty-rope,” a rope to 
mount by. 


. nesses, headlands. 

. Weders’ people, Geats. 

. battle-sarks, shirts of mail. 
. wood, spear. 


. word-hoard unlocked, spoke. A charac- 
teristic epic formula. Cf. 1. 2791 f. 
. Healfdene’s son, Hrothgar. See gen- 


ealogical tables. 


. mickle, great, important. 
. Wedermark, the land of the Geats, Beo- 


wulf’s home. 


. boar’s likeness, the figure of a boar worn 


as an ornament on top of the helmet. 
The boar was sacred to Freyr, a favorite 
god of the ancient Scandinavians. 


. the well-built hall, Heorot. 
. I knew him of old. 


That Hrothgar 
knows Beowulf and his lineage is evi- 
dence of the latter’s noble origin. 

See genealogical tables. 

The youthful exploits 
(enfances) of a hero are a favorite theme 
of epic and romance. Of Beowulf’s 
youthful deeds the poet gives us nothing 
except the swimming match with Breca, 
introduced incidentally (1. 506 ff.). See 
also |. 2426 ff. 
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422. 


445, 
454. 


455. 


467. 
493. 


499. 


. Brondings, Breca’s people. 


. Helmings’. 


. I throughout, ete. 


words. 


. Warlike. 
. Soon. Used in the older sense of “ 


NOTES 


nickers, sea-monsters. 

Hrethmen, Danes. 

Hreedla’s, Hrethel’s. See 1. 374. The 
armor, bequeathed to Beowulf by his 
grandfather, is here said to have been 
made by Weland, a famous smith, the 
Vulcan of Germanic mythology. 

Weird, Fate. The pagan idea of the 
unalterable character of Destiny, is 
frequently mentioned by Anglo-Saxon 
Christian writers. At times Weird is 
apparently identified with Divine Provi- 
dence. 

Heregar. See genealogical tables. 
bold-minded, Beowulf and his compan- 
ions 

Hunferth, the official orator or spokes- 
man of Hrothgar’s court. Cf. J. 1165. 
His discourtesy, Beowulf implies (1. 531), 
is due to drunkenness. The word-battle 
between him and Beowulf is called a 
fliting. 

The episode 
of Beowulf’s swimming-match with 
Breca is famous. 


. Son of Beanstan, Breca. 
. Not at all, etc. 


“He could not outswim 
me; I would not outswim him.” 


. let, hinder. 
. Bright beacon, a common kenning for the 


sun. 


. Finns’ land, land of the Laplanders. 
. giver of treasure, Hrothgar. 
. Wealhtheow. The part here played by 


the queenly Wealhtheow speaks well for 
the status of women in early Germanic 
society. 

The Helmings were the tribe 
to which Wealhtheow belonged. 

“T would fulfill the 
desire of your people completely.” 


. end-day mine, my last day. 
. spoke... 


. boastful words. In early 
Germanic society the warrior was privi- 
leged to boast, provided he made good his 
After the coming of chivalry, 
with its more sophisticated standards, 
the ideal gentleman 3s praised for mod- 
esty, and boastfulness is frowned upon. 
Compare Gawain’s words (p. 100b, 30 f.) 
and what is said of Chaucer’s Knight (p. 
140, 1. 43 ff.). 

Supply “Beowulf.” 

imme- 
diately.” 


. Warrior, Beowulf. 
. Outwards. 
. He, Beowulf. 

. They knew not. 


Supply ‘‘go.” 


When they attacked 
Grendel, they were unaware that the 
monster could not be injured by mortal 
weapons. 


. ere, formerly. 
. Sigemund, son of Wels (i.e., 


Welsing), 
879) by his own 
The story told here be- 


the father of Fitela (1. 
sister, Signy. 


891. 
901. 


913. 
915. 
OI 
924. 
928. 
O77. 


980. 


995. 
1008. 


i017. 


1030. 


1035. 
1036. 


1044. 
1068. 


L 6b 


longs to a large body of epic tradition 
which includes the legends of the Vol- 
sunga Saga and the Nibelungenlied, 
made familiar to modern readers by 
Wagner’s operas and William Morris’s 
Sigurd the Volsung. In these better 
known versions of the story it is Sige- 
mund’s son, Sigurd or Sigfried, who slays 
the dragon (cf. ‘Ll. 886). 

Worm, ‘dragon. 

Heremod. Mentioned here and again 
(1. 1709 ff.) as a stock example of a bad 
king. Sigemund is compared with Beo- 
wulf, the slayer of monsters and the 
friend of men; Heremod serves for con- 
trast. 

He, Beowulf. 

him, Heremod. 

they, those coming to see Grendel’s hand. 
The poet, having completed his account 
of the singer’s lay, returns somewhat 
abruptly to the main thread of his nar- 
rative. 

mead-path, path from the women’s 
apartment to the great hall, or mead- 
house. 

thanks. Note that Christian sentiments 
are here put into the mouth of a hea- 
then. Cf. note tol.91. See also 1. 1397 ff. 
bale, sorrow. 

son of Ecglaf, Hunferth, who had made 
little of Beowulf’s exploits. See |. 499 ff. 
webs, brocaded tapestries. 

Shall sleep after feast. Every one must 
die. Truisms emphasizing the shortness 
of life and the certainty of death are 
common in the literature composed under 
the influence of early English Chris- 
tianity. Cf. ll. 1886 f.,2590f. The Anglo- 


Saxons were fond of aphorisms. Cf. lL. 
1059. 
Hrothulf, the nephew of Hrothgar. See 


genealogical tables. He lives at Hroth- 
gar’s court. Nephew and uncle are here 
at peace (I. 1164); it appears that later 
they fell out. See note to 1. 1181. 
"Round the crown, etc. The passage 
seems to mean that the crown of the hel- 
met was crossed by a ridge of wires to 
prevent its being cut by swords hardened 
with files. 

earl’s defence, Hrothgar. 

to lead, etc. During the Middle Ages 
halls were frequently of such a construc- 
tion that’ horses could be led into the 
building. 

Ingwins, Danes. 

Finn’s sons. The Lay of Finn, covering 
lines 1068 to 1159, presents numerous 
difficulties. It belongs to a larger body of 
epic material of which part is preserved 
in a fragment known as the Fight at Finns- 
burgh. It appears that Finn, a Frisian 
chieftain, abducted Hildeburh, daughter 
of Hoe, King of Danemark. The father 
pursued the fugitives, but was slain in 


14a } 


1181. 


1190. 


1199. 


1214. 


1239. 


1240. 


1243. 
1248. 


1261. 
1270. 
1306. 
1312. 
1345. 


1357. 


1392. 


. Higelac. 


NOTES 


the ensuing fight. Later Hoc’s sons, 
Hneef and Hengest, invade Finn’s coun- 
try to revenge their father’s death, but 
are both slain — Hengest, by the son of 
Hunlaf. Two of their retainers, Guthlaf 
and Oslaf, escape to Danemark and, re- 
turning with fresh troops, slay Finn and 
earry off Hildeburh. 

Hrothulf. Wealhtheow appeals to 
Hrothulf (who is none too trustworthy) 
as the natural guardian of her two sons, 
Hrethric and Hrothmund (1. 1189). 
The youth. On formal occasions a special 
place in the hall was assigned to the 
“youth”? or younger members of the 
band, who were ealled geogoth, as op- 
posed to the duguth, or seasoned war- 
riors of the chieftain’s retinue (comztatus). 
Brosings’ collar. According to Scandi- 
navian mythology, the Brosings’ (really 
Brisings’) necklace belonged originally 
to the goddess Freyja and was stolen 
from her by the god Loki. It was later 
carried off by Hama (Heime) when he 
fled from Earmenrie (the Hermanric of 
history), king of the Ostrogoths (1. 1201). 
Another echo of an ancient epic. 

The poet tells us that the col- 
lar given to Beowulf passed into the 
hands of Beowulf’s lord Hygelac, who 
lost it during the encounter which cost 
him his life. Hygelac is a historical per- 
sonage who was slain about a.p. 512 
while on a raid into Frisian territory (cf. 
ll. 1207, 2914 ff.). Beowulf, who is said 
to have escaped by swimming (1. 2360), 
may also be historical. 

The hall resounded. That is, resounded 
with applause when the gifts were given 
to Beowulf. Having completed the his- 
tory of the necklace, the poet returns to 
the scene in Heorot. 

Emptied, etc. They set aside the mov- 
able benches and covered the floor with 
beds and bolsters for sleeping. 

A certain beer-servant. A%schere, one 
of Hrothgar’s retinue. He is referred to 
in |. 1294, but his name is not given till 
1, 1323. 

boards. The shields were made of boards. 
in each one. That is, both at home and 
on military expeditions. 

Cain. Cf. 1. 107 ff. A modern narrator 
would hardly indulge in this repetition. 
he, Beowulf. 

old king, Hrothgar. 

one of earls, Beowulf. 

I, etc. “I have heard my people say 
that,’ etc. 

Note the passage describing nature 
(ll. 1357-1375). Such extensive descrip- 
tions of nature are rare in Anglo-Saxon 
poetry. For the underground water, cf. 
“the sacred river” in Coleridge’ 8 
Kubla Khan (p. 714). 

he. The reference is of course to Gren- 


1926. 
1931. 


. Hrethel’s son, 


2. Not sooner, etc. 


jure. 
513. sea-hall. 


. Seized, etc. 
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del’s mother, though Beowulf uses the 
masculine pronoun. 


2. He, probably Hrothgar. 
. holm, sea. 
3. hooked swords. 


The reference is to the 
boar spears, which were hooked and 
barbed, 


. Hrothgar’s orator, Hunferth. See |. 499 
and note. 
. Hrunting, the ‘ Thruster.” Ancient 


Germanic swords frequently had names. 
This weapon, because of a spell, failed 
Beowulf at need (1. 1522). Later he re- 
turns it to Hunferth (J. 1807). 
Hygelac. See genea- 
logical tables. 


. The wonderful sword, Beowulf’s own 


sword or the one given him by Hrothgar. 
That is, she did not in- 


Beowulf is overcome by Gren- 
del’s mother and dragged to her lair, a 
great hall situated under but free from 


the water. 
Beowulf seized Grendel’s 
mother and threw her on the floor. 


6. brown-edged, burnished, bright. 
. Slew, etc. 


Grendel had seized and eaten 
fifteen of Hrothgar’s men while they 
slept. 


4. he, Beowulf. 
. The ninth hour. Probably the close of 


the day. 


. he, Hrothgar. 
2. the strangers, Beowulf’s companions. 
5. The sword. The story returns abruptly 


to Beowulf in the hall under water. Be- 
cause of the heat of the monster’s blood 
the sword melted in bloodstained drops. 
Cf. 1. 1667. 


. Sceden-ig, the Danish kingdom. 
. that he may say, ete. ‘ 


““ Whoever remem- 
bers as far back as I do may well say, as 
I say, that,” etc. 


. For his lack of wisdom. So great is his 


empire that he, because of his folly, ex- 
pects his kingdom to last forever. 


7. that cursed spirit, the devil. 

. for boasting, because of pride. 

. joy of heaven, a kenning for the sun. 
. ethelings, men of noble birth. 

73. hope of both. 


The translation is doubt- 
ful. The passage seems to mean that the 
old king had in mind two alternatives — 
he might not or he might live to see Beo- 
wulf again; he hoped for the latter. 
Hygd, Hygelac’s queen. 

Modthrytho, etc. Probably a_ better 
rendering of this and the following line 
would be: ‘“ Not Thryth’s pride showed 
she (Hygd), folk-queen famed, or that 
fell deceit.” In any case, Thryth, the 
proud and cruel wife of the Anglian king 
Offa and the mother of Homer, is here 
introduced in striking contrast. to the 
gentle Hygd. 
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1942. 
1945. 


1946. 
1948. 


1963. 
1968. 


1978. 
2025. 


2036. 


2085. 
2158. 
2187. 


2190. 
2199. 


2201. 
2202. 


2205. 
2206. 
2207. 


. a treasure protected. 


. steep stony mountain. 


NOTES 


peace-weaver, a kenning for a wife. 
kinsman of Heming, her husband, whom 
she slew. 

less did inflict. 
See note to l. 48. 
given to the young warrior. 
Thryth belonged to that class of heroines 
who, like Katherina in Shakespeare’s 
Taming of the Shrew, lose their ill nature 
after they are tamed by the right man. 
the brave, Beowulf. 

Ongentheow, king of the Swedes, slain by 
Hygelac. See genealogical tables. For 
the strife between the Swedes and the 
Geats, see ll. 2472 ff., 2922 ff. 

Kinsman. Hygelac is Beowulf’s uncle. 
Froda’s . . . son, Ingeld, son of Froda 
and king of the Heathobards (I. 1032). 
The Heathobards are perhaps the Lango- 
bards (Lombards), near neighbors of the 
Angles and Saxons on the Continent. 
bequest of the aged. Froda, it appears, 
was slain by a Danish warrior, who 
leaves the weapon to his son. This son 
accompanies the young princess [rea- 
waru to Ingeld’s court. When the 
sword is recognized and the circum- 
stances recalled by an old warrior, the 
feud is reopened. The Dane is killed, 
but the murderer (‘‘ the other,” 1. 2061) 
escapes. 

glove. Or rather a sort of bag into which 
he intended to stuff his prey. 


She inflicted none at all. 


Hiorogar, Heregar. See genealogical 
tables. 
slothful. The story of the sluggish, stu- 


pid boy who later becomes a hero of re- 
nown is a favorite in epic and romance, 
especially in the literature of Scandina- 
via. 

earl’s defence, Hygelac. 

better. The passage seems to mean not 
that Hygelac was morally ‘ better ”’ 
than Beowulf but that, being king, he 
occupied a higher position. 

Hygelac died. See note to 1. 1202. 
Heardred. See genealogical tables. 
Heardred was slain by Onela. See also 
I PBST) Ik 

Battle-Scylfings. See note to l. 63. 
nephew of Hereric, Heardred. 

After Beowulf, etc. After the death of 
Hygelac, Beowulf acted as guardian of 
Heardred. (See |. 2370 ff. and notes.) 
After Heardred was slain, Beowulf suc- 
ceeded to the throne and ruled long and 
well. 

The story of a 
treasure protected by a dragon is a com- 
mon theme both in Classical and in 
medieval tradition. Compare Jason’s 
winning of the Golden Fleece and the 
story of the Nibelungs referred to above 
(note to 1. 875). 

Great stone 
mounds, or barrows, are prominent land- 


Perhaps = 2215. 


2233. 


2460. 
2487. 


2488. 
2494. 


2502. 
2546. 


2577. 
2602. 


. fee-less fight. 


[ 24a 


marks in certain parts of England. See, 
for example, Mr. Thomas Hardy’s 
Egdon Heath. Some barrows have been 
found with a secret entrance somewhat 
lke that described in this passage. 

Some one of men. The same person as 
“the innocent warrior (man) ” referred 
to below (ll. 2221 and 2227). The finder 
of the treasure was banished, though 
innocent. The stolen vessel he carried 
as a ‘peace offering ’’ to his lord (1. 2283). 
Some one of men. Not the finder of 
the treasure but some ancient warrior, 
the last of a noble race, who had con- 
cealed the treasure in the barrow and 
then “banning words spoke.” (1. 2246); 
z.e., laid a curse upon it that it might 
never be touched. There is a mass of 
folk-lore about the dangers of meddling 
with buried treasure. As to the curse, see 
further |. 3052. 


. that, death. 
sew. 


. earth. The translation is a 
guess. Perhaps better: ‘‘ He shall seek 
treasure in the earth.” 


. That, the fact that the treasure had 


been robbed. 


. At the will of, as wished. 
. fire-drake, dragon. 

. died. 
. Hetwaras, one of the tribes against whom 


See note to 1. 1202. 


Hygelac was fighting when he was slain. 


. The child, Heardred. 
. Not sooner. 


Beowulf refused the crown 
but consented to act as guardian of the 
young king. 


. Ohthere’s sons. See genealogical tables. 
. A mighty prince, Onela, who pursued his 


nephew to the Geats’ court and slew 
Heardred. 


. Missed he the mark. Hethcyn killed his 


brother Herebeald by accident. 

Under the circumstances 
the father could claim no wergild or 
monetary recompense from one brother 
for killing the other. 


. his son hang. The poet does not mean 


that Hrethel actually hanged Hetheyn; 
he is merely supposing. 

he, the father. 

the aged Scylfing, Ongentheow, slain by 
Eofor. 

sword-pale, pale in death. 

Gifths, a name for the Gepide, a tribe 
living near the Baltic Sea. 

Hugs’. The Hugs were perhaps the 
Franks, among whom Hygelac met his 
death. See note to 1. 1202. 

burn’s, stream’s. 

relic, sword. 

Weohstan’s. Weohstan, Wiglaf’s father, 
was a kinsman of Hygelac and Beowulf 
(see above, |. 2151). While in the service 
of the Swedish king Onela (1. 2616), 
he had killed EHanmund (1. 2611) and 
won his arms. 


32b ] 


2680. Negling, the name of Beowulf’s sword. 

2684 ff. that hand . .. better. Nosword Beo- 
wulf tried could stand his strength. 
Epic heroes, especially those who, like 
Beowulf, were slothful in youth, are apt 
to be represented as possessing super- 
human strength. 

2695. The earl, Wiglaf. 

2738 f. nor... swore many oaths falsely. 
That is, “‘ I swore no false oaths.”’ 

2756. The seat. That is, the seat where Beo- 
wulf was. 

2772. took. That is, ‘“‘ had taken.” 

2785. the high-minded, Beowulf. 

2791 f. word’s point . . . breast-hoard. A dig- 

nified poetic phrase for ‘‘ spoke.” 

05. Whale’s ness. Other epic poets repre- 

sent their heroes as buried beside the sea. 
In the Odyssey (xxiv, 103), for example 
Achilles’ bones are buried under a mound 
overlooking the Hellespont. 

2814. Wegmundingas, the family to which 
Beowulf and Wiglaf belong. See genea- 
logical tables. 

2829. leavings of hammers, a kenning for 
swords. 

2836 ff. to few of men throve, etc. Few (i.e., 
none) succeeded in meeting the dragon’s 
breath. 

2846. cowardly ones, the rest of Beowulf’s com- 
panions. 

2860f. from the youth... valor. Any one 
who had yielded to fear, easily got an 
answer from Wiglaf. Wiglaf did not 
hesitate to express his opinion of the 
cowards. 

. . worse, his strength constantly 
waned. 

2881. stronger. Read “ less strongly.” 

2892. hedge, enclosure, fortification. 

2895 ff. inexpectance . . . man. They werein 
doubt whether Beowulf would meet his 
“ final day ” (i.e., death) or would return 
alive. ; 

2899-3025. These lines, giving the speech of the 
herald or messenger, may be omitted at 
the first reading. 

2977. Thane of Hygelac, Eofor, who avenged 
the blow dealt his brother Wulf (1. 2993). 

3015 ff. No earl shall wear, etc. The herald 

foresees misfortune as a result of Beo- 

wulf’s death. 

scorched with flames, burned by his own 

fire. 

A thousand winters. Poetical exaggera- 

tion. The phrase merely signifies a long 

time. 

barb, point of the arrow. 

house of bone, a kenning for human 

body. 

3150. the spouse. That this is the only refer- 
ence in the poem to Beowulf’s queen is 
not surprising. Generally speaking, 
women play only a minor part in popular 
heroic poetry. Perhaps Beowulf had 
married Hygd. So far as we know, how- 
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ever, he had no immediate family ties 
and hence, by his lonely position, was 
better fitted for the single-minded deeds 
of unselfishness and heroism that mark 
the ideal epic hero. 


CAIDMON 


HYMN 


Because of its antiquity the so-called 
Hymn is here given in the original as 
well as in translation. The Anglo-Saxon 
version represents the Old English lan- 
guage as written in the northern monas- 
teries during the eighth century after 
Christ. Csedmon is often referred to as 
“the father of English poetry’ and 
several metrical paraphrases of biblical 
stories were attributed to him as early 
as the seventeenth century, but these 
are now known to be the work of several 
authors and the Hymn is the only com- 
position that can with any degree of 
probability be assigned to the heaven- 
inspired poet whose legend is so beauti- 
fully told by Bede in one of our selections 
(pp. 45f.). 

middle-yard. A common expression for 
“the earth,” derived from pagan Ger- 
manic mythology. It implies an abode 
above and another below the earth. 


38b JUDITH 


20. 
21ff. There were, etc. 


The author of Judith is unknown. The 
poem is based on the book of Judith, one 
of the books of the Bible which, though 
excluded from the Canon (and hence 
called apocryphal), was extremely popu- 
lar during the Middle Ages. Although a 
part of the beginning of the poem is 
lacking, the portion preserved gives the 
impression of an artistic whole, and 
probably not much is lost. The Hebrew 
city of Bethulia is menaced by an Assyr- 
ian army under the command of the 
redoubtable Holofernes. Judith, a He- 
brew maiden, cuts off Holofernes’ head 
while the heathen les in a drunken 
stupor, and, accompanied by her maid- 
servant, carries back the trophy to 
Bethulia. The Assyrians are now routed 
by the Hebrews. The author of our 
poem thinks of the characters and the 
action in terms of Germanic rather than 
Hebrew conditions. The warriors might 
well have stepped out of Beowulf, and 
Judith, no longer a Hebrew, has become 
an orthodox Christian with a high and ° 
holy mission. The poem dates probably 
from the ninth century. The translation 
is by Henry Morley. 

his woe, his benighted, hence woeful, 
condition. 

The deseription of 


iw) 
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the drinking scene is famous. It is 
based on a bare suggestion in the original. 


85ff. Son of the Almighty, etc. Judith, 


though a Hebrew, includes the Christian 
Savior in her petition. 


106. Scather-foe, enemy who works harm. 
198 ff. lank wolf ...raven. The wolf and 


the raven (or eagle) are constantly 


2 


represented in Old English epic poetry 
as hovering around the battle field and 
ore on the corpses. See also I. 
275: 

28. thanes. The leaders of the Assyrian 
army are transformed into Anglo-Saxon 
thanes. See also “earls” in 1. 308 and 
note. 


PROSE 


ADAMNAN 


Adamnan was born about A.D. 625 in 
Donegal, Ireland. He entered the 
monastery of Iona, where he rose to the 
dignity of abbot in 679. He was noted 
for his piety and learning. He died in 
709. He was a kinsman of St. Columba 
and wrote in Latin his biography within 
a century after the great missionary’s 
death. Adamnan’s Life of Columba is 
one of the most complete biographies 
written during the Middle Ages and as 
such gives us a valuable picture of early 
Christian culture in the north of Brit- 
ain. 


LIFE OF COLUMBA 


Columba (521-597) was the great Irish 
missionary who introduced Christianity 
into the north of Britain as Augustine 
did into the south. He was of royal 
blood and was prominent both as a 
statesman and as an ecclesiastic. He be- 
came famous for his activity in copying 
manuscripts, in founding churches, and 
in spreading the Gospel among the Celts 
of Ireland and Scotland. In 563 he 
emigrated to Scotland, where he founded 
the monastery of Iona on a small island 
off the coast of the larger island of Mull. 
From ltona Christian culture spread 
throughout a large part of Scotland and 
as far south as Northumbria. 

3. oratory, a small chapel set apart for 
private prayer. 

. So far the Saint. The words mark the 
close of the quotation. 


44a 11. Scotic . . . Dalriadic. During the 


early Middle Ages the term “ Scotic’’ was 
applied to the Irish Celts. During the 
fifth or sixth century after Christ a ‘band 
of Irish crossed from Antrim to the 
opposite coast of Scotland and founded 
the Dalriadic kingdom in what is now 
Argyleshire. The prophecy foretells 
that the Celts of Ireland and Scotland 
alike shall honor Iona. 


5. Baithene. Said to have been Columba’s 


nephew. 


44b BEDE 


Bede, usually called the Venerable, was 
the most learned theologian and the most 
accurate Church historian of early 
England. He was brought up in Wear- 
mouth Abbey, and spent most of his life 
in the neighboring monastery of Jarrow, 
where he imbibed the simple, ardent faith 
and mysticism of the Irish monks settled 
in Northumbria. (Read his account of 
himself, p. 47.) He was a man of varied 
interests and broad knowledge. Besides 
his Ecclesiastical History of the English 
People (written in Latin), from which our 
selections are taken, he composed trea- 
tises on metrics and natural history and 
lives of saints and martyrs. His style is 
simple and clear, and conveys, even 
when viewed through the medium of the 
present English translation, a vivid im- 
pression of the glowing enthusiasm and 
childlike faith which breathes through 
the life of early Christian England. The 
translation is that of J. A. Giles, 1843. 


ECCLESIASTICAL HISTORY OF THE 
ENGLISH NATION 


44b 27. man of God, Paulinus. The Roman 
missionary Augustine landed in England 
in 595. Paulinus, one of his followers, 
accompanied the Kentish princess Adthel- 
burh when she went north to become the 
wife of Hadwine (Edwin), the powerful 
king of Northumbria (617-633). The 
conversion of Edwin took place in 627. 

29. that sign, the laying of his hand on the 

. king’s head. The sign was intended to 

remind Edwin of his promise made to a 
heavenly visitor before he became king. 

45a 28 ff. The present life of man, etc. The 
following passage has been often quoted 
as an admirable example of an extended 
simile. 

45b 52 ff. The Poet Cedmon. For directness, 
simplicity, and genuine artistry the story 
of Cedmon has rarely been surpassed. 
It is probably not altogether the product 
of Bede’s imagination, for there are other 
medixval tales of men inspired to com- 
pose in dreams, and Coleridge wrote his 
famous Kubla Khan (p. 714) under 
similar circumstances, 


46a | 


46a 6. English, which was his native lan- 
guage. The word ‘“ English” was first 
used of the tongue of the Angles, among 
whom Csedmon lived. Later the name 
was applied to the speech of the Anglo- 
Saxons in general. 

46a 45 ff. How, ete. This is Bede’s Latin 
prose version of Cedmon’s Hymn. The 
Anglo-Saxon text is given on p. 38. 

47a 19. The Eucharist, Holy Communion, 
the Lord’s Supper. 

33. viaticum, provision for a journey. Here 
applied to the last communion ad- 
ministered before death. 


THE ANGLO-SAXON CHRONICLE 


The Anglo-Saxon Chronicle began as a 
series of records kept by various Saxon 
monasteries, the monks of each monas- 
tery inseribing in their chronicle brief 
disconnected notes of events which 
seemed important to them. Toward the 
close of the ninth century the chronicle 
kept at Winchester was gone over and 
filled out until it became a sort of na- 
tional history. The work of revision is 
attributed to King Alfred the Great. 
After Alfred’s death (901) the chronicle 
at Peterborough was continued till nearly 
a century after the Norman Conquest. 
It ceases at the year 1154. Though rude 
and condensed, the Anglo-Saxon Chron- 
icle is often vigorous in style and is the 
most important existing source for the 
history of early England. 

47b 45. A.D. 435. Alaric, king of the Goths, 
captured Rome a.p. 410. The conse- 
quent withdrawal of the Roman legions 
from Britain, which they had held since 
the invasions of Julius Cesar (the Gaius 
Julius referred to in 1. 51), left the coun- 
try at the mercy of the Germanic in- 
vaders. This event made a profound im- 
pression upon the minds of the people. 
This and the following entry (a.p. 449) 
are of course not contemporary with the 
events. 

52. A.D. 449. This date is incorrect. Mar- 
cian and Valentinian III became joint 
rulers of the Roman Empire a.p. 450. 
The Germanic invasion here described 
took place probably about a.p. 428. 

48a 7. Picts, a people occupying a portion 
of the north of Scotland. They are 
often referred to as joining with the Scots 
(Irish) against the Britons or the Anglo- 
Saxons. 

30. Woden, the highest of the ancient Ger- 
manic gods. Medieval genealogists 
were fond of tracing noble families back 
to divine ancestors. 

48b 15. alderman, chief officer of a shire or 
county. 

49a 8. A.D. 897. The correct date is a.p. 896. 
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The passage describes the last great cam- 
paign of Alfred against the Vikings. 

25. horse-thane, a marshal, an officer of the 
royal household who had charge of the 
horses. 

31. esks. The esk (@sc) was a kind of 
Danish ship. 

49b 15. Frieslander. Alfred’s men were not 
very good sailors, so the king made some 
use of the Frisians because of their ex- 
perience in nautical matters. 

17. neat-herd, keeper of cattle. 

34. A.D. 1137. The remainder of the selec- 
tion is a translation of one of the last 
entries in the version of the Chronicle 
written at Peterborough Abbey, in 
Northampton. Besides representing the 
Middle English language as written less 
than a century after the Norman Con- 
quest, it is extremely valuable as a source 
for the history of the troubled period of 
Stephen and Matilda. It is against such 
a historical background as this that Scott 
presents the action of Ivanhoe, though the 
events are placed somewhat later. 

38. his treasure. The treasure is said to 
have amounted to £100,000. 

43. council at Oxford. The council was held 
in June, 1139. 

53 ff. every rich man... him. Every rich 
(i.e., powerful) man built himself castles 
and held them against Stephen. 

50a 21. crucet-house. Literally, ‘“‘torture- 
house.” 

27. Rachenteges. Literally, ‘‘ chain fetters.” 

40. tenserie, a kind of irregular taxation. 
This and other French words found in 
the original furnish valuable evidence 
that the importation of French into the 
English vocabulary had already begun. 

49. for a while. More probably to be trans- 
lated ‘‘ formerly.” 

60b13. Totill ... thesea. To plough the 
ground was as futile as to attempt to 
cultivate the sea. 

14. corn, grain, not maize, or Indian corn. 

16. Christ. . . saints. Christ and the saints 
no longer cared for the welfare of men. 


50b KING ALFRED 


Alfred ranks as one of the noblest 
sovereigns who ever ruled in England. 
When, after a bitter struggle, he suc- 
ceeded in saving his native Wessex from 
the Danish yoke, he set himself whole- 
heartedly and disinterestedly to re- 
establish the Christian culture which had 
existed before the Danes began their 
destructive invasions (A.p. 787). From 
the close of the seventh through most of 
the eighth century learning had so flour- 
ished in England, especially in the 
monasteries of the north, that students 
came even from abroad to study in 
English institutions. The low state to 
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50b 


30. 


42. 
47. 


. the Humber. 


NOTES 


which learning had fallen by 871 Alfred 
describes in the passage translated here. 
In order to remedy the evil, Alfred, like 
Charlemagne nearly a century before, 
gathered scholars about him and en- 
couraged learning. He translated into 
the vernacular several highly esteemed 
Latin works, among them Pope Greg- 
ory’s famous treatise on the duties of the 
clergy, and to him has been attributed an 
important part in compiling the Anglo- 
Saxon Chronicle. The translation is that 
of the Jubilee edition of Alfred’s Works, 
1858. 


PREFACE TO THE 


CURA PASTORALIS 


22. The Cura Pastoralis is the work of 
Pope Gregory the Great (ca. 540-604). 
It deals with the duties of the office of 
bishop and was long held in high esteem 
as an authority — facts which explain 
Alfred’s having copies of his translation 
placed ‘‘in each bishop’s see” in the 
kingdom (see p. 51b 1. 41). 

26. Werferth, Bishop of Worcester. 
formerly, that is, before the Danish inva- 
sion. Lindisfarne, Whitby (the home of 
Cedmon), Jarrow (that of Bede), and 
other Northumbrian monasteries first 
came into prominence as centres of cul- 
ture early in the eighth century. A cen- 
tury or so later, after the coming of the 
Danes, the chief centres of culture were 
in Alfred’s own kingdom. The best 
period of Anglo-Saxon learning was that 
of Alcuin (730?-804), who was educated 
in Northumbria and who, after the 
Scandinavians had begun their work of 
destruction, was called (790) by Charle- 
magne to help restore the culture of 
France. 


The river Humber marked 
the southern boundary of Northumbria. 
service, religious service. 

2. Thames. The river Thames marked 
roughly the northern boundary of 
Alfred’s dominions. 
WhenI... kingdom. 
the throne a.p. 871. 


Alfred came to 


. Stall, pulpit. 
. them, the churches. 
. laid waste, 


ete. The Danes, being 
heathen, showed no respect for the 
Christian churches, but plundered and 
burned them without scruple. 

reckless, ill advised. 

the Law, the divine law as given in the 
Old Testament. Alfred here argues for 
translating into the vernacular. 


51b 10 ff. so bring it about ... that, ete. 


11. 


Alfred here urges the importance of 
elementary popular education. 
rest, peace, quietude. 


3l. 


42. 
43. 


ol. 


62a 


52a 


. Minster, monastery. 


. so learned bishops. 


. Homo quidam, etc. 


{ 50b 
Pastoralis .. . Hind’s book. “ Hind’s 
book,” 7.e., ‘‘shepherd’s book.” The 


Latin word pastor, from which the 
adjective pastoralis is derived, means 
“shepherd ’; the bishop is the pastor 
or shepherd of his people. 

zstel, a book-mark or clasp. 
mancuses, coins of the value of 30 pence 
each. 

The word is pre- 
served in the name “ Westminster.” It 
has no connection with ‘‘ minister”’ or 
the Latin ministerium. 

Conditions had im- 
proved greatly during Alfred’s time. 
write others, that is, make manuscript 
copies. It should be remembered that in 
the centuries before the invention of 
printing, books were multiplied only by 
copying out with the hand. The medie- 
val monks were, however, industrious 
transcribers and manuscripts were not so 
Tare as one might imagine. 


ELFRIC 


lfrie was educated under Bishop 
/Ethelwold, who flourished about the 
middle of the ninth century and was 
active in carrying on the work of dissem- 
inating culture begun by Alfred. 
fElfrie is chiefly memorable for his 
educational and religious writings. Be- 
sides compiling a work for teaching 
Latin by the conversational method and 
a glossary which is the first Latin-Eng- 
lish dictionary, he composed some 
eighty homilies, or sermons, on the lives 
of the saints venerated by the Anglo- 
Saxon church. A!lfric’s homilies were 
designed to be spoken, not read as 
Alfred’s prose was. The order of the 
words is so rhythmical as to suggest verse 
almost as much as prose, and the general 
effect is that of clearness and _ finish. 
fElfrie’s style shows a distinct advance 
over that of Alfred. The translation is 
that of Benjamin Thorpe, Homilies of 
the Ane Oar Church (4lfric Society), 
1844. 


THE SECOND SUNDAY 
AFTER PENTECOST 


2. Pentecost, also called Whitsunday. 

This is the text for 
the sermon that follows. In the King 
James translation it runs: ‘ There was 
a certain rich man, which was clothed 
in purple and fine linen and fared sump- 
tuously every day” (Luke xvr, 19). 
It forms the beginning of Jesus’ famous 
story of the Rich Man and Lazarus. 
élfric, following the custom of the 
Catholic Church, quotes his text from 
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the Latin Vulgate. In ‘lfrie’s day only 
a small part of the Bible had been trans- 
lated into English. 

14. pope Gregory. See note, p. 50b, 22. 

34. in another place, Matthew xi, 7-15. 

62b 53. vapour. A translation of the Latin 
word chaos (vs. 26), which in the King 
James version is rendered “ gulf.’ 

53a 9. fordone, undone, ruined. ' 

42. dark likeness, in the older sense of body 
or background. 

63b 10 ff. Gain, ete. Christ’s actual words 
as given in the King James version are: 
** Make to yourselves friends of the mam- 
mon of unrighteousness; that when ye 
fail, they may receive you into ever- 
lasting habitations ” (Luke xvi, 9). 

22 a I was hungry, etc. Matthew xxv, 35- 
36. 

27. Lycaonia, a district of Asia Minor. 

48 Martyrius. There are several medieval 
saints named Martyrius. According to 
tradition the one referred to here lived 
in Lycaonia and, after his death, his rel- 
ics were depositedin the diocese of Tou- 
louse in France. One of the breviaries of 
the Roman Church gives his feast day as 
August 26. The story suggests the leg- 
end of St. Christopher, who carried Christ 
disguised as a little child over a river. 

54a 5ff. That which ye do, etc. Compare 
Matthew xxv, 40: ‘Inasmuch as ye 
have done it unto one of the least of 
these my brethren, ye have done it unto 
me. 


ANSELM 


Though an Italian by birth, Anselm 
spent nearly half his life in Normandy 
and was for more than a decade (1093- 
1109) Archbishop of Canterbury. He 
has been well called the second Augustine 
(not the person of that name who 
brought Christianity to England but the 


MIDDLE ENGLISH 


IRISH 
THE FEAST OF BRICRIU 
THE CHAMPION’S BARGAIN 

The Feast of Bricriu (pronounced 
Bric-riu) is one of the finest of the older 
sagas of Ireland. “The Champion’s 
Bargain,” which forms the closing epi- 
sode of the story in its present form, was 
originally an independent tale and as 
such may be considered as a separate 
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great author of The City of God). Skilled 
in the niceties of medieval logic and fired 
with a burning enthusiasm for spiritual 
truth, he wrote voluminously — dis- 
cussions of various theological questions, 
prayers, sermons, and letters. 


The Proslogium (from which our selec- 
tionis translated) and the Monologium are 
Latin treatises on God, His existence and 
attributes. . Throughout his writings 
Anselm takes his stand on a high plane: 
the seeker after religious truth can 
understand only if he believes first. 
Unbelievers, he says, fail to understand 
because they do not believe; we strive 
to understand because we do believe. 
In religion faith plays the same part that 
experience does in worldly things. In 
clarity of style and in spiritual fervor 
Anselm’s works furnish an admirable 
example of the type of religious writings 
which was to influence English religious 
and didactic literature for the next three 
centuries. 

33. thy Word, that is, thy Son. Compare 
John i, 1: ‘In the beginning was the 
Word, and the Word was with God, and 
the Word was God,” and John i, 14: 
“The Word was made flesh, and dwelt 
among us.” 

65a 7. Wisdom v.15. The reference is to the 
Wisdom of Solomon, one of the apocry- 
phal books of the Bible and hence not to 
be found in the version used by the Prot- 
estant Church. The verse reads: ‘ But 
the righteous live for evermore; their re- 
ward also is with the Lord, and the care 
of them is with the Most High.” 

56b 6ff. thou dost command ... ask. The 
reference is to one of Christ’s oft-quoted 
sayings in the famous Sermon on the 
Mount: ‘ Ask, and it shall be given you; 
seek, and ye shall find; knock, and it 
shall be opened unto you”? (Matthew 
Wily dos 


PERIOD 


literary entity. It should be known to 
all students of English literature, not 
only because it is an early example of 
good story-telling in the literature of 
the British Isles but also because it 
represents the Celtic source of the most 
distinguished piece of Middle English 
narrative poetry outside the works of 
Chaucer. An Irish story of a beheading 
game similar to that described in ‘‘ The 
Champion’s Bargain ” furnished the in- 
spiration for the picture of the Green 
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Knight, and for Gawain’s exploit at the 
beginning and the return blow at the end 
of the fourteenth-century English ro- 
mance of Gawain and the Green Knight. 
See especially pp. 98 ff. and 117 ff. 

The Feast of Bricriu belongs tothe Ulster 
or Red Branch cycle of early Irish litera- 
ture (which includes also the Ossianic 
cycle [ see note to p. 62b ] and the so-called 
Mythological eyele). The stories of the 
Ulster cycle centre around the court of 
King Connor (Conchobar), who, ac- 
cording to tradition, ruled ancient Ulster 
about the beginning of the Christian era. 
Many of the Red Branch tales, such as 
the Feast of Bricriu, recount the exploits 
of the youthful Cuchulainn (pronounced: 
Cu-hoolin), beloved hero of early Irish 
epic and romance. In its present form 
the Feast of Bricriu consists of a series of 
loosely connected episodes in which 
Cuchulainn, Conall, and Leary (Loe- 
gaire)—the three most renowned 
champions of Ulster — contend by feats 
of bravery for the choicest tidbits 
(‘the hero’s portion ’’) of a feast given 
by Bricriu. The final and deciding 
contest is described in our selection. 
“The Champion’s Bargain” is based ona 
widespread folk-tale of a supernatural 
being whose head comes off and on with 
ease and who proposes to mortals a game 
which only the chosen hero can win. 
Sometimes, as in the story of the Sphynx 
in Greek mythology, the uncanny crea- 
ture asks a riddle; in other versions, as 
in the Irish story, he proposes a beheading 
game. In certain Slavie countries there 
is a terrible supernatural woman who 
asks difficult questions of mortals that 
happen to come under her influence and 
slays them if they cannot answer. 

The author of the Feast of Bricriu is 
unknown. 
Emain, pronounced: Avin. Emain, or 
Emain Macha, as it is usually called, was 
the capital of ancient Ulster. To-day 
nothing of it remains except an extensive 
artificial earthwork, the ruins of the 
mound on which the ancient palace 
(doubtless thought of as much like 
Hrothgar’s hall in Beowulf, 1. 78 and 
note) and its outbuildings are said to 
have stood. As the Ulster sagas go back 
to a period before the establis shment of a 
centralized government in Ireland, Tara, 
the capital of Ireland immortalized by 
Tom Moore in ‘The Harp that once 
through Tara’s Halls” (p. 805), had not 
yet become a centre of romantic tradi- 
tion. Emain, now called ‘ Navan 
fort,” is situated near the httle town of 
Navan in county Louth not far from the 
hill of Tara. 
Conchobar, king of Ulster. His char- 
acter is more typical of the popular epic 


10. 


10. f. Conall . 
38. 
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than are the characters of Hrothgar and 
Hygelac in Beowulf. He is not always 
portrayed in a favorable light; he is 
often deceitful, and, although elderly, 
is UXOriOUS. The Irish pagan epics have 
in general been less christianized than 
those of the Anglo-Saxons and hence 
are more valuable as pictures of pre- 
Christian culture. Read the intro- 
ductory note to Beowulf, p. 1. 

Fergus mac Roig. Fergus mac Roig 
(pronounced: Rd6-igh) is the chief noble 
of Connor’s court. 

Cuchulainn, the chief hero of the Ulstér 
cycle. According to tradition, his name, 
originally Setanta, was changed to Cu- 
Chulainn (Hound of Culann) because, 
when a little boy, he slew a terrible watch- 
dog belonging to the Ulster smith Culann, 
and, to make amends, took the animal’s 
place. Trish saga writers never tired of 
recounting his ‘exploits. He has been 
called the Achilles of ancient Irish epic 
literature. He is the son of King Con- 
nor’s sister (or daughter) by a super- 
natural father. Like other popular 
heroes, he is precocious. He begins his 
heroic deeds at the age of seven. One of 
the finest epic passages preserved from 
the literature of the Middle Ages de- 
scribes his death, which took place when 
he was twenty-seven years old. His 
stronghold is placed by tradition at Dun 
Delgan (modern Dundalk). Though 
boastful, vindictive, and cruel, he is not 
without feelings of modesty, friendship, 
and honor, and is doubtless intended te 
exemplify the ideals of pagan Celtic chiv- 
alry. Contrast the character of Beowulf. 
. Laegaire. See introductory 
note to the Feast of Bricriu. 

Duach of the Chafer Tongue, so called 
because of his rough, biting, satirical 
speech. Duach (pronounced: ’Doo-ach) 
is the doublet of Brieriu, called ‘‘ Poison- 
Tongue ” because of the bitterness of his 
language. Both are usually represented 
as fomenting strife and discord. They 
are stock epic figures corresponding to 
Thersites in the Homerie epic, and to 
Sir Kay in Arthurian romance. 


oe 1. Erin, Ireland. 


3. 
4, 


22. 


2. Alba, Britain. 

Scythia, an ancient name for the remoter 
northern regions of Hurope and Asia. 
Piliars of Hercules, the two great prom- 
ontories that guard the straits of 
Gibraltar. 

Brigantium, in Spain. 

Gades, Cadiz. This and the other names 
of places are doubtless introduced merely 
to indicate vaguely a vast extent of 


territory. 
Sencha mac Ailill, pronounced: Shén- 
cha mac Al-ill. Sencha is the type of the 


old, wise counselor — a stock epic figure. 
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NOTES 


I may cut off his head. The giant, with 
grim humor, at first proposes the be- 
heading game in reverse order. The real 
bargain, which seems so “ strange ’’ to 
the mortals, is that the first blow shall 
be given by the Ulsterman, the return 
blow on the next night by the giant. 


. Munremar, son of Gercenn, literally, 


* Fat-Neck son of Short-Head,” next to 
Cuchulainn one of the most redoubtable 
heroes of Ulster. His nickname is said 
to have been derived from the fact that a 
Connaught warrior cast a spear at him 
and struck him in the neck, which swelled 
and became thick in consequence. 


. centaurs, mythical creatures, half men 


and half horses, who figure in Greek 
mythology as especially savage and 
strong. They fought against Hercules. 
f. By my people’s god. Just what gods the 
pagan Fish worshipped is doubtful. 
They probably adored the sun and other 
natural objects such as fountains and 
trees. 

36. ff. Loegaire ..... Conall. Clearly 
Loegaire and Conall agreed to the bar- 
gain and beheaded the giant, but failed 
to keep the promise to abide the return 
blow. 


. Champion’s Portion, the choicest part of 


the feast prepared by Bricriu and de- 
scribed at the beginning of the saga. It 
consisted of a hogshead of wine, a whole 
boar, a bull, and a hundred gigantic 
cakes cooked in honey. The strain of 
burlesque which runs through the Feast 
of Bricriu and other Irish sagas has been 
compared with the work of the great 
French humorist Rabelais. 

25.f. I would rather have death with 
honor. This is a fine epic sentiment. 
Cuchulainn’s delicate sense of personal 
honor is emphasized elsewhere in Irish 
literature. 


. stretched out his neck, ete. Cuchulainn 


is noted for his contortions, some even 
more fantastic than this. 


CONNLA OF THE GOLDEN HAIR, 
AND THE FAIRY MAIDEN 


The story of Connla is an admirable 
example of the type of ancient Celtic tale 
that stimulated the imagination of con- 
tinental and English poets during the 
Middle Ages and produced an abundant 
crop of romances and lays telling of love 
affairs between seductive fairy women 
and their mortal lovers. Such stories 
have furnished a storehouse for English 
poets from Chaucer till the nineteenth 
century. Read the introductory note to 
Guingamor (p. 70). Connla’s departure 
to fairy land should be compared with 
the Passing of Arthur as described by 
Layamon (p. 97), Malory (p. 184b, 


26. 


27. 


32. 
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14 ff.), and Tennyson (p. 913, 1. 361 ff.). 
The author is unknown. 
Conn the Hundred-fighter, according 
to tradition, high-king of Ireland from 
A.D. 123 to 158. 
Hill of Usna, one of the royal residences, 
situated in the district now known as 
Westmeath. 
Land of the Living, also called ‘‘ Land of 
the Young?’ (Tr na n-Og, pronounced: 
Teer na noag) and the “ Pleasant Plain”’ 
(Moy Mell): see 1. 45, below. It is the 
earthly paradise or Elysium of the pagan 
Trish. It is localized in various places, 
frequently, as here, on an island in the 
Atlantic Ocean. To this land of per- 
petual pleasure and eternal summer 
chosen mortals were sometimes trans- 
ported, there to enjoy youth and love 
for ever, or to return only to find, like 
Guingamor (p. 74a), that what had 
seemed an absence of three days had 
really been three hundred years. 


61b 7. druid. Little is known of the specific 


47. 


62a 14. canoe. 


62b 


. apple. 


functions of the Irish druids. Like the 
medicine-men of the American Indians, 
they practiced magic and acted as in- 
termediaries between mortals and the 
powers of the unseen world. Here the 
druid by his ‘‘ medicine” counteracts 
the charm of the fairy woman. 


. fairy woman, a rendering of the Irish 


bean-sidhe (pronounced: banshee), liter- 
ally “woman of the shee, or fairy hill.” 
The fairy woman of early Irish literature, 
like the fée of Arthurian romance, is 
young, beautiful, dignified, imperious. 
The modern Irish banshee is generally 
thought of as a lugubrious old hag 
whose appearance foretells death or 
other misfortune. Modern Irish fairies 
still carry off mortals to the other world. 
In folk-lore the apple is the sym- 
bol of love. Apple-trees figure promi- 
nently in the earthly paradise of the 
Celts. The Avalun to which Arthur 
departs in Layamon’s Brut (p. 97, 1. 325) 
is popularly supposed to be one of the 
names for the Celtic other world and to 


be connected with the Welsh word 
avall (apple). ‘Tennyson makes his 
Arthur refer to it as “ Avilion . .. with 


orchard lawns” (p. 918, 1. 427 ff.). 

A just one. ‘The reference is to St. 
Patrick, who, according to tradition, 
overeame the druids. 

The Irish writer had in mind 
a curragh (cf. p. 62b, 1. 26), or framework 
covered with skins —a type of boat 
used by the ancient Irish. 


OSSIAN 


Most students of English literature 
are aware that the rhythmical prose 
poems published between 1760 and 1763 
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NOTES 


by James Macphérson (see p. 588 ff.) 
and by him attributed to a mythical 
third-century Caledonian bard named 
Ossian are spurious, but few students 
are acquainted with the large body of 
authentic Gaelic poetry composed during 
the Middle Ages and attributed to the 
mythical Irish poet Ossian. The poem 
here translated is printed in order to 
illustrate the kind of literature that 
furnished the background for Maepher- 
son’s greatly admired imitations. Like 
Maecpherson’s work, it is tinged with 
melancholy, but it is simple and 
direct, whereas Macpherson’s Ossian 
is grandiose and vague. The Ossian of 
authentic tradition was an Irishman, the 
son of the famous Finn mac Cumbhail 
(Coo-ul), who figures in mediseval Irish 
legend as the leader of the Fiana, a 
distinguished band of hunters and 
warriors whose exploits took place, ac- 
cording to the Irish annals, in the third 
century after Christ. In the earliest 
Irish Ossianic literature Ossian is not the 
only poet who sings the exploits of Finn’s 
band; gradually he became the bard 
par excellence of the Fiana. As seen 
through the eyes of eighteenth-century 
sentimentalists, he was a great natural 
genius —the Homer of the ancient 
Celts. The earliest Ossianic poetry is 
not melancholy in tone, but as the cen- 
turies progress, the poems attributed to 
Ossian embody more and more Ireland’s 
longing for her departed glories. The 
name “Ossian” (spelled_in Irish “Osin,” 
“QOisin”’) is pronounced Ush-een in Mun- 
ster, Osh-in in Ulster and in Scotland. 


WELSH 


THE MABINOGION 


The literary men of ancient Wales 
practiced a highly technical art and 
were required to undergo a_ very 
careful training. Speaking strictly, the 
Mabinogion (pronounced: | Mab-i-né- 
gion) includes a group of four me-~ 
diseval Welsh tales (called the ‘ Four 
Branches of the Mabinogi’’?) which 
formed a sort of textbook for the young 
mabinog, or aspirant to the title of bard. 
More generally, the term ‘‘ Mabinogion ” 
is apphed to a collection of some dozen 
stories (including the four just referred 
to) which illustrate the cultural and liter- 
ary background of medizeval Wales. Al- 
though written in Welsh, they should 
be known to all students of English 
literature for more than one reason. 
Virst, they are told in delightful style 
and are packed with motifs drawn from 
the superstition and fancies of the folk. 
Even more important is the fact that 
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they help us to visualize the cultural | 
background against which some of the 
most fascinating of the legends of the 
Round Table should be viewed. The 
Four Branches (from one of which 
our selection is taken) do not mention 
Arthur and hence may go back to 
ancient pagan Welsh mythology before 
Arthur became a popular hero. Others 
of the Mabinogion contain Arthurian 
figures, but represent them as highly 
grotesque and markedly different from 
the courtly knights of Anglo-Norman 
romance. See the note to Geoffrey of 
Monmouth’s Hvstory, p. 75a. 


PWYLL PRINCE OF DYVED 


Pwyll, pronounced: Poo-ill, the 7J sounded 
somewhat like the lizin ‘‘million.” Pwyll 
was an ancient, probably mythical, 
Welsh prince, said to have been a con- 
temporary of King Arthur. Dyved, 
pronounced: Diiv-eth. ‘Dyved” is an 
ancient name for the western part of 
South Wales. The mabinogi of Pwyll 
combines a number of folk-lore themes 
often used both in medieval and in 
modern popular fiction. Especially note- 
worthy is the story of Rhiannon, who, 
like Connla’s mistress (p. 61) and the 
fairy heroines of numerous Arthurian 
romances and Breton lays, visits mortal 
soil in search of her lover. 

Gorsedd Arberth, the mound (or seat) 
of Arberth (or Narberth, 1. 10 above). 
Such mounds are often associated in 
Celtic tradition with supernatural ap- 
pearances or with buried treasure, and 
hence are dangerous. See the notes to 
Beowulf, ll. 2213 and 2223. 


64a 52 f. Mychief quest... thee. Soin Ar- 


thurian romance fairy ladies are not slow 
in betraying the purpose of their visits. 


64b 4. Rhiannon (pronounced: Reéan-on), 


or 
we) 


65a 


. Nay. 


one of the most charming and unfortu- 
nate of the heromes of medizval ro- 
mance. She belongs to a long line of 
ladies in folk-lore and romance who, in 
the face of the greatest misfortunes, 
carry to incredible lengths the virtue of 
patience under adversity. Perhaps the 
most famous example is Griselda, another 
heroine of medizval romance. The 
medizevals were fond of depicting virtues 
and vices carried to extremes. 

Heveydd Hén (pronounced: Héy-a-ith 
Hane), Heveydd ‘the Old,’ another 
probably mythical Welsh king. 

The stranger who arrives just in 
time for dinner and enforces a request 
by refusing to accept hospitality till his 
boon be granted is a common figure in 
medieval romance. 

Off. “What boon... have.’ Custom 
required that King Arthur and other 
worthies of medieval romance should 


J 
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t whatever boon was asked on a high 
estival. When once the king’s promise 
was given, it must be kept at any cost 
(see l. 23 below). 7 

2Q. Gwawl, pronounced: Godo-owl. 

66a 50. sureties. That is, sureties that he 
will keep his promise. 

67b 51. Teirnyon Twryv Vliant, pronounced: 
Téir-nion Too-riv Vlée-ant. 

52. Gwent Is Coed, an ancient name for the 
eastern division of South Wales. Com- 
pare the position of Dyved (note to 
Pwyll, p. 63a, above). 

68a 24. struck off the arm. Compare the 
scene in Beowulf (p. 11,1. 815 ff.), where 
the hero tears off Grendel’s arm. Both 
Beowulf and Pwyll illustrate the an- 
cient and oft-repeated theme of the 
haunted house — a building beset by a 
demon or other supernatural creature. 
In a folk-tale from the South the hero 
euts off the claw of a demon cat and so 
rids a dwelling of the monster’s visits. 

68b 6. Gwri Wallt Euryn, Gwri (pronounced: 
Goor-ee) “ of the golden hair.” : 

69b 9. Pendaran, pronounced: Pen-daran. 
According to tradition, Pendaran was a 
powerful Welsh chieftain and possessed 
an immense herd of swine. 

10. Pryderi, pronounced: Prid-éri. The 
name is suggested by the fact that 
Rhiannon has just used the word 
pryderi, which means “ trouble.” 

70a 7. Cantrevs. The cantren, literally “a 
hundred villages,’ was a measure of 
land used anciently both in Britain and 
in Ireland. 

11. Ystrad Tywi, part of Carmarthenshire. 


ANGLO-NORMAN FRENCH 
THE LAY OF GUINGAMOR 


Guingamor (pronounced: Gwin-ga- 
more) belongs to a group of short 
narrative poems written mostly in 
French during the twelfth and thirteenth 
centuries and known as “ Breton” 
lays because of their supposed origin in 
the Celtic folk-lore of Brittany or 
Britain (Bretagne). Some of them were 
translated into Middle English. Chau- 
cer’s Franklin’s Tale claims to be a 
Breton lay. They are generally love 
stories and include such folk-lore themes 
as human beings transformed into 
wolves (were-wolves), self-effacing wives 
(see note to p. 64b 4), boats that sail 
by magic, and mortals enamored of 
fairy women. Gwingamor, one of the 
most fascinating of the Breton lays, is 
based on a theme that was widely 
popular both on the continent and in 
England — the story of a mortal beloved 
by a fairy woman (compare Connla, 
p. 61 ff. and Pwyll, p. 63 ff.) and by her 
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lured through the agency of a fairy hunt 
to her happy other world. In no less 
than three Breton lays (one in Middle 
English) the hero is tempted by a queen, 
refuses her love, wins a fairy mistress, 
and departs to dwell in her land. In 
Guingamor, as in numerous Celtic and 
other folk-tales, the hero returns to 
mortal soil only to find that he has been 
absent for three hundred years. Com- 
pare the story of Herla, p. 82b. 

Of the writers of Breton lays, Marie of 
France is deservedly the most famous. 
Little is known of her life. She was 
certainly well educated and was probably 
a lady of rank. Though born in France, 
she lived and wrote in England, perhaps 
at the court of Henry II (1154-1189), 
and although she wrote in French, her 
work deserves to be recognized as part 
of the literary heritage of the English 
people. Taking as the subject of her 
poems stories told in the Norman castles 
by minstrels who were acquainted with 
Celtic tradition, she wrote in clear and 
simple style and with admirable narra- 
tive art. 

14. Brittany. The translation is uncertain; 
the rendering should perhaps be Britain. 

23 ff. he knew how to promise ... cour- 
tesy. Guingamor, like Chaucer’s knight 
(p. 140b, |. 45 ff.), was a perfect gentle- 
man according to the standards of 
Chivalry. Our ideals in this respect 
have improved little since the Middle 
Ages. 

30. bled. Until comparatively recent years 
“bleeding ”’ was practiced not only as a 
remedy but also as a preventive against 
disease. 

35. seneschal, a sort of steward of the royal 
household, who had charge of feasts and 
other domestic ceremonies. 

70b 24. The queen. ‘The behavior of the 
queen and of Guingamor on this occasion 
should be compared with the story of 
Potiphar’s wife and Joseph in the Bible 
(Genesis xxxix). 

72a 31. burghers, citizens. 

72b 50 ff. the adventurous land... the 
perilous river... the meadow-land. 
These are all stock features of descrip- 
tions of journeys to fairyland. 

73b 8. taking her robes. The explanation of 
this unknightly act, so contrary to 
Guingamor’s general character, is to be 
found in the nature of the story on which 
the lay is based. ‘The girl here intro- 
duced is a supernatural being somewhat 
like a swan-maiden — a type of creature 
who lays aside her swan garment or skin 
at times and can be captured only by 
the one who gets possession of her 
covering. Fairies, swan-maidens, and 
witches easily become confused in the 
popular mind. Compare the capture 
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ory (p. 83a 
48 ff. ‘i looked upon her gently, ete. 
Compare the love ait first sight in Connia 
(p. fos CB a. (p. 64a), and Courtiers’ 
es 
74a 14. Each an «..ledy. Lovers 
accompanied by perpetual fairy mis- 
tresses are a common feature in the fairy 
world of Celtic folklore and medieval 
courtly romance. 
74b 10. neither eat nor drink. Mortals who, 
like Guingamor, have spent a long period 
of time in the fairy world sre in grave 
danger if they again eat mortal food or 
even set foot on mortal soil. See Walter 
Map’s story, p. 82b, Il. 21 ff. In fact, con- 
sorting with the fairy folk in any fashion 
is likely to render mortals abnormal. 
Compare the behavior of the knight in 
Keats’ La Belle Dame sans Merci, p. 
790a. 
8. nones, originally about 3 p.w., the 
ninth hour of the day reckoning | from 
six in the morning. Later“ nones”” was 
shifted so as to mean “‘midday,” our noon. 


75a 


LATIN 


GEOFFREY OF MONMOUTH 


Geoffrey of Monmouth was a monk 
and at one time was arehdeacon of 
Monmouth in Wales. He may have 
been 2 Welshman. His History af the 
Kings of Brita, written in Latin, 
ca. 1136, claims to be a translation of an 
ancient British book. Since no such 
book has been discovered, literary 
historians have been aceustemed to 
speak of Geoffrey as one of the greatest 
liars in history. However much Geof- 
frey may have derived from Celtic 
tradition, to him is due the eredit of 
establishing Arthur as a great emperor, 
the conqueror of many lands, whose 
court is a centre of culture to which all 
resort who wish to learn the proper rules 
of courtly etiquette and chivalry. To 
Geoffrey may safely be ascribed the 
establishment of Arthur’s court and his 
Round Table as chivalric institutions. 
Whatever be the Celtic background of 
Arthurian romance, the chief characters 
are essentially medieval ladies and 
gentlemen. He also introduced into 
polite literature the story of King Lear 
and other stories used later by play- 
wrights and poets. The passages here 
translated give us an excellent picture of 
a coronation and other doings of high 
society during the early twelfth cen- 
tury at an Anglo-Norman court such 
as that of Henry I (1100-1135). Geof- 
frey’s History was popular throughout 
the Middle Ages. 


NOTES 


HISTORY OF THE KINGS OF 
BRITAIN, BK. 
40. Whitsuntide, the week of Whitsunday, — 
the seventh Sunday after Easter. Ch 
note to p. 58a, 2 


TV5b 23. City of Legions, Caerleon, Situated 


upon the Usk river near the Severn in 
76a . pres prepa: 
76b 4. Trojans. j eae to a favorite — 
tradition, perpetuated LA Geotirey’s 
History, Bnitain was first settled ee 
descendants of refugees from Tree. 


14. vair, perhaps 3 kind of f of fur of mixed grey 
and white. 
19. brave, fine. 


= 


| 
; 
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34 ff. And the dames . . . for their love. 


This passage is especially important _as _ 
illustrating the intimate connection 
which Chivalry established between 
knightly prowess and love. 


JOCELIN OF BRAKELOND 
CHRONICLE OF ST. EDMUNDSBURY 


The chronicle from which the selections 
in the text are taken was —— in 
Latin during the latter part of the 
twelfth century by one Jocelin, a monk 
of the monastery of St. Edmundsbury, 
or Bury St. Edmonds, i _ Suffolk. Joce- 
lin’s work is of especial importance to 
the student of English hterature for two 
reasons. First, it gives us.an ex 
ceedingly realistic picture ef monasti- 
cism, which played so important a part 
in the life of the Middle Ages. Second, 
it imspired a large portion of Thomas 
Carlyle’s Past and Present (i848). 

A monastery was an abode of men 
or women who, in order to eseape from 
temptation and save their own souls, 
lived together in common, ate at the 
same table, slept in the same dormitory, 
worshipped in the same church, an 
were buried in the same graveyard. The — 
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- 
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numbers of inmates sometimes ran into | 


hundreds, the activities were numerous 
and far-reaching, and the influence upon 
life both secular and religious enormous. 
The essential buildings of a monastery 
were the church, the cloister, the dermi- 
tory, the refeetory, and the chapter- 
house. 
owed no allegiance to some larger estab- 
lishment. 


An abbey was a monastery that 


The Abbot Samson, referred to in the © 


first line, became abbot in 1182 and ruled 
over the monastery for thirty years. His 
abbacy covers senallys or in part the 
reigns of three ish Kings: Henry II 
Richard I, and J He was a man 
marked personality with a keen sense of 
duty, strong common sense, and great 
self-reliance. He is the hero of Jocelin’s 
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narrative. Of Jocelin we know little. 
He reminds us of James Boswell, who 
six centuries later recorded in such detail 
the sayings and oe of Dr. Samuel 
Johnson (see p. 627 ff.). 

77a 14. the lord abbot, Samson. 

15. The night before. Samson became abbot 
on March 21, 1182. 

27. Benedictus Dominus, ‘Blessed is the 
Lord.” Compare Luke i, 68. This and 
the following Latin phrases are taken 
from the service of the medieval Cath- 
olic church. 

29. Martiri adhuc, “The martyrs up to the 
present.” 

30. St. Edmund or Edmund, a ninth-century 
king of East Anglia (including Norfolk 
and Suffolk), was taken prisoner by the 
Danes, bound to a tree, and, like 
St. Sebastian, shot to death with arrows. 
The monastery was founded in his honor. 

34f. Omnipotens ... huic, “ All-powerful 
eternal God, have mercy upon this 
person,” part of the Roman liturgy. 

38. precentor, leader of the choir. 

41. peace laudamus, ‘“‘ We praise Thee, 


43. prior, the officer next below the abbot 
in dignity, a sort of prime minister or 
chief executive to the abbot. 

46. chapter. See note to p. 79a, |. 5, below. 

48. Benedicite, ‘‘ Bless ye’’; “‘ Bless ye the 
Lord.” 

Tb 6. Wimer, sheriff of the counties of 
Norfolk and Suffolk. 

34. mitred effigy, a figure or likeness of 
himself wearing a mitre to indicate his 
high dignity. 

78a 16. Ranulf de Glanville. Ranulf (Ran- 
dolph) Glanville was justiciar or chief 
justice of England from 1180 to 1189 
under Henry II. He was a distin- 
guished lawyer and wrote the first 
treatise on English law. He died a.p. 
1190. 

28. demanded an aid... knights. Mon- 
asteries were great landowners. Knights 
occupying monastery lands owed mili- 
tary service in payment for their lands, 
or “fees.” In place of rendering this 
service they might pay a sum of money 
— scutage, literally “ shield money ”’ (see 
1. 34 below). Under these circumstances 
the abbot became extremely powerful 
and occupied a position on a level with 
the higher feudal nobles. 

43. villeins, villagers, peasants, somewhat 
above the serfs, or slaves. 

78b 6. cultivation. The monks did excellent 
work in clearing land and improving 
methods of agriculture. 

93. hundreds. The “hundred” was a 
measure of land next below a “ shire” 
in size. 

23 f. leets and suits, districts marked off for 
purposes of legal enforcement. 


34, hidages. Hidage was the income due 
from a “‘ hide,” theoretically the amount 
of land required to support one family. 

79a 5. chapter, a meeting of the monks for 
the transaction of business. 

20. subsacristan, assistant to the sacristan, 
or sexton, who had charge of the utensils 
and movables of the abbey church. 

36. this, the sternness of the abbot’s manner. 

42. Melun, the school of mediswval logic 
founded by Peter Abelard, the great 
twelfth-century theologian, best known 
for his love affair with the beautiful 
Héloise. 

79b 31. Almoner, the officer who distributed 
the charity, or alms, of the abbey. 

80a 10. the fall of Jerusalem. Jerusalem 
was taken from the Crusaders by the 
great Mohammedan leader Saladin on 
October 2, 1187. ‘The event shocked the 
Christian world profoundly. 

80b 21. On his manors; 7.e., absent from the 
monastery on some one of his estates. 

81a 2. offices, outhouses such as kitchens, 
stables, ete. 

10.1... guests. Jocelin had obviously 
long wished for a new guest-house and 
now he was to have one. : 

35. alienated, transferred or disposed of to 
raise money. 

36. Mildenhall, a manor which had belonged 
originally to the abbey but had passed 
into the hands of the king at the time 
of the Conquest. Abbot Samson bought 
it back from Richard I for one thousand 


marks. 

36 f. the ransom of King Richard. Return- 
ing from his crusade, Richard I fell into 
the hands of his enemy, Henry VI 
of Germany, and was held for ransom. 
All the English monasteries were obliged 
to hand over their gold and silver to the 
government in order to help make up the 
sum demanded — 100,000 marks, an 
enormous ransom for that time. Richard 
was released in 1194. 


WALTER MAP 


Genial, urbane, friendly, sympathetic, 
mildly satirical, Walter Map (or Mapes) 
reminds us more of Chaucer than does 
any other man of his time. He was born 
of gentle parentage on the border of 
Wales (perhaps in Herefordshire), 
studied at the great university of Paris, 
became a member of the brilliant court 
of Henry IL of England, served the 
crown in various capacities, notably as 
ambassador to Rome in 1179, and be- 
came Archdeacon of Oxford in 1197. 
He was popular at court and was ac- 
quainted with John of Salisbury, Thomas 
& Becket, Geraldus Cambrensis (Gerald 
of Wales), and other distinguished men of 
his day. His arrogance, his supersti- 
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tion, and his prejudice, which appear 
everywhere in his pages, were but faults 
of the courtiers of his day. Clergyman, 
eourtier, gentleman, amstocrat, cosmo- 
politan, man of letters, he stands out as 
one of the most interesting personalities 
in an age when interesting personalities 
Were not uncommon at the English court. 
Anyone who sets out to understand the 
English temper of the twelfth century 
and neglects Walter Map, is guilty of s 
SQMjoUs OMISVON. 


Sib COURTIERS’ TRIPLES 


Map has been called “The first 
> Instead of expending 


medieval theology, he has given us in 
his Courtiers’ Troles (written in Latin) 
something far mere valuable — court 
sossip, food stones, and vivid reminis- 
eences of interesting people of twelfth- 
eentury England, and seraps gleaned 
from his reading in many books. Cowr- 
jere’ Trifles is not a systematic treatise} 
it is a senes of Misconnected notes and 
memoranda, made over a series of a 
domen years, but it is all the more 
valuable on that account. It gives us a 
mpse of the daily talk and mental 
ture of a gentleman at the English 
Quring the latter part of the 
th century. Though Map’s Latin 
m chattered up with classical and 


learning, the author is a bern 


stor) , a master of bnef narrative. 
He lived in an age when superstition 
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amorous, or 
s known as Goliardie 
*s Confession,” 
p. 85d), but the evidence of his author 
ship is unreliable. 
Sib The Story of King Herla. With this 
Wels! f * Journey to the 
the student’ ald 


np. 61 


h version oF the 


the Anglo-Norman Gur 


= : : 
See also the notes to p. Gla, lL. 32 and 
74b, 1. 10. 
= : . 
>= The story of 


ural wife by a 


commands are broken is found 


NOTES 


[ 81b 


in the folk-lore of many peoples. Map’s 
version appears to come from Welsh 
tradition and represents a phase of 
popular literature which was reflected in 
the romances and lays of England and 
the continent. 

88a Of. Edric Wilde. Edrie the Wild (Szl- 
eaticus) figures in history as a powerful 
lord of the Welsh frontier who resisted 
William the Conqueror and for years 
maintained his independence. 

14. North Ledbury, in Hereford on the 
border of Wales. 

40. plagues. Map playfully refers to all 
women as plagues. 

44. Dictinna, the Greek goddess Diana. 
Actwon spied upon Diana while she was 
bathing and was punished by being 
changed into a stag and eaten by his own 
dogs. As Map observed, it is dangerous 
to pry into the affairs of supernatural 
beings. 

45, Dryads, minor female divinities of Greek 
mythology. They are associated with 
fountains, caves, trees, etc. 

45. Spectral squadrons. Creatures of the 
world of ghosts, demons, and witches are 
often confused with fairies. Compare 
the character of Geraldine in Coleridge’s 
Christabel (p. 708 ff.). 

83b 12. seized her. Here, as in Guingamor 
(see note to p. 78b, 1. 8), the woman is 
won by foree. Some authorities tell us 
that the true Celtic fée, uncontaminated 
by swan-maidens and other weak civa- 
tures, is never captured. They point to 
the fairy woman of Connla (p. 61a ff.) 
as more truly typical. 

29 ff. until thou shalt cast, etc. Fairies, like 
other supernatural beings, shrink from 
publicity. In stories of the type repre- 
sented here the fairy woman usually 
forbids her husband to reproach her 
with her origin or to mention her name 
in public. As here, failure to observe 
the prohibition or tabu, brings disaster. 

38. anent, concerning. 

42. William, the Conqueror (reigned 1066- 
1087). 

842 Three Hermits and Their Wonderful 
Penance. This is one of many stories 
told of the penances imposed upon them- 
selves by medieval religious devotees 
who believed that Heaven could be 
attained only by excessive mortification 
of the flesh. In some instances the 
penances were far more severe than that 
described here. 

84b Advice of Valerius to Ruffinus Not to 
Marry. Many attacks upon women were 
composed during the Middle Ages. 
Map’s tract, originally independent of 
Courtiers’ Trifles, was widely known 
and greatly admired. It was, however, 
long supposed to be the work of the 
Roman writer, Valerius Maximus, the 


. 


84b J 


NOTES 


mistake being due to the accidental 
identity of names. The Valerius of 
Map’s work is Map himself, and the 
treatise is addressed to a friend (whom 
Map calls Ruffinus) about to marry. 
We need not take Map’s_ bitterness 
against women too seriously. Contrast 
the medieval idea of a good wife (p. 86 f.) 
and the more liberal views of the seven- 
teenth-century poet, Pomfret (p. 446b). 


84b 20. The first wife of the first man. 


According to the Bible (Genesis ii, 17; 
iii, 3, 6) Eve ate of the fruit of “ the 
tree of knowledge of good and evil” 
in disobedience to God’s command 
and so caused the fall of man. 


84b 32. I have found a man, etc. 1 Samuel 


35. 


45. 


51. 


xii, 14; Acts xiii, 22. 

from adultery to homicide. The story 
of King David’s unlawful love for 
Bathsheba and thé death of her hus- 
band Uriah the Hittite through the 
treachery of the king is first recorded in 
the Bible (2 Samuel xi, 3-17). It has 
often been retold in literature and 
depicted in art. 

Delilah, the mistress of the famous 
biblical strong man Samson. Through 
her wiles Samson was led to reveal the 
secret of his strength and so fell into the 
hands of his enemies (Judges xvi, 4-20). 
Solomon, famed not only as the richest 
of the ancient kings of Israel but as the 
wisest of men. According to 1 Kings x, 
4, his wives caused him to turn away 
from God and worship heathen idols. 


85a 4. Baal, the chief male divinity of 


25. 


. the pheenix. 


certain heathen neighbors of the ancient 
Israelites. 


. Phebus, Apollo (or Helios), the Sun- 


god, one of the most important divinities 
of the ancient Greeks. He allowed his 
son Phaeton (or Phaethon) to drive his 
chariot, but Phaeton, being too weak to 
hold the horses, allowed them to come 
so near the earth as almost to set it on 
fire. As a punishment Phaeton was 
dashed down by a flash of lightning and 
Apollo was forced to serve a mortal for 
one year. He accordingly became the 
shepherd of Admetus, a mythical king 
of the Pherz in ancient Thessaly. 

See note to A Praise of 
his Lady, p. 203, 1. 18. 

Lucretia, a lady of ancient Rome famous 
for her chastity. Her rape by Sextus 
Tarquinius led to the dethronement of 
Tarquinius Superbus and the establish- 
ment of the republic. Penelope, the 
wife of Ulysses. Throughout her hus- 
band’s long absence during and after the 
Trojan war, she maintained her chastity 
in spite of the importunities of many 
suitors. The story is told in Homer’s 
Odyssey; see especially Books xiv, 
xxi, and xxii. 


26. 


85a The Decadence of Society. 


47. eighty years. 
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Sabine women, the women of a tribe 
near ancient Rome, raped, according to 
tradition, by the followers of Romulus, 
who lacked wives. 

It was a 
common opinion in early times that 
man was not so tall of stature, so 
long of life, or so pure of morals as he 
had been immediately after the creation. 
According to a Jewish tradition, man was 
created so tall that his head reached the 
heavens. We are informed in Genesis v, 
5 that Adam lived 930 years. The de- 
pressing idea that, as the result of 
Adam’s original sin (Genesis iii, 1-28), 
the human race was gradually degenerat- 
ing in morals and in physique is in strong 
contrast with the more optimistic phi- 
losophy which became popular in 
Europe during the Romantic period 
(see pp. 404, 646). The Latins and 
Greeks also believed in the degeneration 
of the human race from a state of hap- 
ae and perfection in the Golden 
Age. 

Compare Psalm xe, 10. 


ANONYMOUS LYRICS 


85b THE GLUTTON’S CONFESSION 


This and the following song are given in 
order to illustrate one of the lighter as- 
spects of medieval life, of which we are 
too apt to lose sight if we read only the 
literature of religion or instruction. 
The Glutton’s Confession is one, 
perhaps the most famous, of a large 
body of poems composed in Latin during 
the Middle Ages by wandering students 
who migrated from university to uni- 
versity and who sang in jocund or 
irreverent vein of the clergy or of wine, 
women, and song. ‘These poems are 
known as Goliardie and are attributed 
to one Golias, the imaginary head of a 
fraternity of vagrant and lawless stu- 
dents. The Glutton’s Confession 
was known in England and has been 
attributed, though incorrectly, to Walter 
Map (see notes to p. 8lb). In general 
the Goliardic poems attributed to Map 
express the protest of a considerable part 
of the English people against the abuses 
of the twelfth and thirteenth centuries. 
ichor, in Classical mythology ‘an 
ethereal fluid that supplied the place of 
blood in the veins of the gods’”’; here 
merely the inspiration resulting from 
wine. 


GAUDEAMUS IGITUR 


The title, which means “ Let us rejoice 
therefore,’ forms the first line of the 
original.  Gaudeamus Igitur is an- 
other student song, the Latin form of 
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which was well known during the Middle 
Ages and hss misined it populanty 
down to eur own Gay. 


BARTHOLOMEW 


8b A MEDIEVAL ENCYCLOPEDIA 


The passages quofed are taken from 
the fourteemth<cemtary Exeish trans 
—Iation of the De Proprictatiias Rerum 
(Concerning the Properties of Things), 
& Lat encrelopedia of general Informa- 
tion compiled by Bartholomew (Rar 
thelomseus Angicus), an Ee far 
who wrote about 1252 Bartholomew's 
work was designed for men of htile 
learning and was probably the most 
of the numerous compilations 
of universal knowledge composed dur 
ine the thirteenth century—the great 
eentury of medieval encyclopedias. 
Tt gives an excellent idea af the notions 
of the ordinary medieval man regarding 
astronomy, physielesy, physies, chem- 
istry, gecoeraphy. and natural history, 
as well ss many msiters of social eti- 
quette. Im additien to its purely 
historical value. the English irandation 
possesses unusual interest because of its 
quaint phraseology and genuine literary 
ity. 

21. might and strength. The writer appar 
ently imseimes that wr is derived from 
virtus, ““ strength.” 

27% Miarnitus ... Metrem. The ciymolos- 
ical connection befween mariixus (mar 
ned man, husband) and mairem (mother) 
is fanciful. Medieval etymologies are 
frequently based upon fancied or acci- 
dental samisnty rather than upon 
fact. 

32. behoveth and obligeth. Spondere Sgni- 
fies ““to pledge one’s self solemnly,” 
“to place one’s self under obligation.” 

8Ta 7. cheer, look, appearance. This is 
the older meaning. 

29. passing and ayenceming, going and re- 
turning. 

87b 7. of srace than of kind, endowed rather 
with heavenly grace than with earthly 
qualities. 

22. entaileth, bestoweth as a heritage. 

45. forms, benches. In the older schools 
each clsss was known as a “form” 
because the students were supposed to 
sit on the same bench. 

88a 3. messes. Properly a “ mess” was a 
service of food for four persons. 
To have only two people at a mess, as in 
the opening scene of Gewairn and the 
Green Knighi, was extremely sumptuous. 

11. wash . .. their hands. The guests ate 
with their fingers. Forks for table use 
were not introduced into England until 
after the Middle Ages. 


NOTES 


[{ 86a 
MEDICINE 
Note the eradeness of the diagnosis 
and method of treatment. 
48. nice, foolish. 
Q@HOGRAPRY 


SSb 2. most, largest. 

24. Brate. According to a fanciful medieval 
etymology Britain derived its name from 
one Bratus Erie), a descendant of 
refugees from Troy. See p. 97 and note 
to p. TS, 1 4 Numerous medieval 
chronicles giving the traditional history 
of Britain were called Bruies. Compare 
Layamon’s Brui (p. 94), 

40. Anglia. The etymologies of the name 
Anglia given here are of course fanciful. 
The word is derived from the fact that 


the district was settled by Angles, repre- | 


sentatives of one of the Germanic tribes 
that invaded land in the fifth 
century, On the basis of Angle are 
formed the words “ England” and “ Eng- 
Bish.” The story of Gregory and the Eng- 
lish children was first told by Bede and 
has often been repeated. 


NATURAL HISTORY 


88a Lore such as that presented in this 
section not only served for popular 
Natural History during the Middle 
Ages but furnished material for Hterary 
allusion long after it had become anti- 
quated as science. 

49. Hexameron, a work more properly at- 
tributed to Basil the Great, ca. 330-379. 

89b SS. kept away beasts, etc. Compare 
the ballad of “The Three Ravens” 
(p. 1638), 

37f. Garamantus. An excellent illustration 
of how stories sometimes start. This 
King and the report concerning him 
probably owe their existence to a mis- 
translation of a passage in Pliny’s 
Natwrel Hesfery, a popular source-book 
during the Middle Ages. Pliny says 
that two hundred dogs brought back 
Garemanieon regem (the king of the 
Garamantes) out of exile and fought 
agaist those who resisted. The trans- 
later mistook Garamanium (genitive 
plural) for an accusative singular, and 
so manufactured a new king whom he 
represents as bringing, not being brought 
by, the dogs. The Garamantes were an 


African people deseribed by some 
classical authorities as weak and un- 
warlike, 


44. Saint Anthony. St. Anthony of Egypt, 
ealled “the Great” (an. 251-3567), 
the reputed founder of Christian mo- 
nasticism. He is said to have sold his 
property, given the proceeds to the poor, 


88b ] 


and retired to the desert, where he was 
often tempted by the devil and en- 
countered many strange creatures. The 
Temptation of St. Anthony is a theme 
famous in literature and art. 

89b 50. Cynocephali, a Greek word meaning 
Dogs’ Heads 


51 f. by the working, by their actions. 

90a 2. Cyclops. The cyclopes, giants with 
round or circular eyes, elon to Greek 
mythology. They are descri differ- 
ently by different writers. According to 
Homer, each of them had only one eye 
in the center of his forehead. 

15. Scythia, an ancient name for the remoter 
parts of northern Europe and Asia. 

18. Ethiopia, a name for ancient Abyssinia. 

25. Cynopodes, dog-footed creatures. 

29. Lybia, an ancient name for Africa. 

34. sirens, in classical mythology sea maid- 
ens who had the power of charming all 
who heard their song. They sat on the 
shore and lured sailors to destruction. 
Later tradition represented them as 
having wings. 

37. some-deal, partly. 

46. Physiologus, a widely known and often 
quoted medieval work in which fabulous 
qualities of various animals are used for 
moral instruction. The Middle English 
version of the Physiologus, dating from 
the early thirteenth century, is called the 
Bestiary. 

90b 9 f. the great Alexander’s story. Alex- 
of the most popular figures in medieval 
romantic literature. Before the begin- 
ning of the Christian era the Alexander 
legend had been set down in a Greek 
work called the Pseudo-Callisthenes, 
which furnished directly or indirectly 
many strange tales. In England stories 
concerning Alexander “‘ had a continuous 
history from the close of the Anglo- 
Saxon period to the accession of Eliza- 
beth.” 


RICHARD DE BURY 
PHILOBIBLON, OR LOVE OF 
BOOKS 


Richard Aungerville, or, as he is more 
generally known, Richard de Bury (7.e., 
Bury St. Edmonds) is one of the most 
interesting figures in the life of medie#val 
England. Born of a distinguished line, 
he early became the tutor of the young 
prince (afterward Edward ITI), and later 
achieved high distinction in church and 
state. He was a great patron of learning 
and an insatiable collector of books. He 
is said to have possessed a larger library 
than all the other English bishops of his 
time. He was, moreover, a genuine 
lover of books; his Latin Philobiblon, 
completed just before his death, is not 
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only one of the best books in praise of 
books ever written but also one of the 
clearest evidences of literary culture in 
England during the thirteenth century. 

34, treasure. Cf. Proverbs xxi, 20. 

34 fi. The desirable treasure, etc. One of 
the best indexes of culture is the regard 
in which books are held. Even to-day it 
would be difficult to find a more enthu- 
siastic appreciation of the treasures of 
wisdom to be found in books than this 
one from the thirteenth century. 

36f. infinitely surpasses... world. Sug- 
gested by a passage in the apocryphal 
book of the Wisdom of Solomon vii, 8-9. 

40. at whose splendour...to look upon. 
Cf. Wisdom of Solomon vii, 29. 

43. are bitter. Cf. Wisdom of Solomon viii, 


16. 

44. that fadeth not. Cf. Wisdom of Solo- 
mon vi, 12. 

48. the Father of lights. Cf. Jamesi, 17. 

91a 1 f. those who eat... thirst. Suggested 
by a passage in the apocryphal book of 
Ecclesiasticus, or the Wisdom of Jesus 
the Son of Sirach xxiv, 21. 

7. By thee kings reign. Cf. Proverbs viii, 15. 

13 ff. would have melted... ploughshares. 
That is, would have adopted an inglo- 
rious mode of life. The reference is 
to Isaiah ii, 4, where the prophet fore- 
tells that at the coming of Christ’s king- 
dom universal peace shall prevail; 
“they (men) shall beat their swords 
into plough-shares, and their spears into 
pruning-hooks.”’ Cf. Joel iii, 10. 

16. the prodigal. The reference is to the 
story of the Prodigal Son, one of the 
most beautiful of Christ’s parables. See 
Luke xv, 11-32. 

23 ff. everyone who asks...opened. Cf. 
Matthew vu, 8. 

26. cherubim, an order of angels especially 
noted for their wisdom. See also Exo- 
dus xxv, 20. The word cherwbim is the 
Hebrew plural of cherub, which now has 
a very different suggestion. 

33 f. celestial, terrestrial, and infernal. Cf. 
Philippians ii, 10. 

38. the ideas of Plato. Plato, 429?-347 B.c., 
was a distinguished philosopher of an- 
cient Greece and one of the most influ- 
ential moral teachers in history. He 
taught that wisdom is the attribute of 
God and that moral abstractions, such 
as wisdom, truth, and love, correspond 
to actual ideas in the mind of God. 
Plato’s philosophy grew out of that of 
his teacher Socrates; and he himself was 
the instructor of the great philosopher 
and rhetorician, Aristotle, who in turn 
was tutor to Alexander the Great. See 
also note to p. 91b, 19 ff. 

39. the chair of Crato. Obscure. Perhaps 
Crato is a mistake for Cate. The Roman 
philosopher Cato, 95-46 8.c., was famed 
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for his stern moral virtue (ef. 1. 53 below). 
He has been repeatedly introduced into 
literature, notably in Addison’s once 
famous drama which bears his name. 
Fabricius. A story famous in Roman 
annals tells how the Roman statesman 
Fabricius (third century before Christ) 
refused the bribes of Pyrrhus, king of 
Epirus, and remained faithful to his 
country. He is noted for his simplicity 
of life and integrity of character. 
9ib1if. Ptolemy...Almagest. Claudius 
Piolomzeus, or Ptolemy (second century 
before Christ), celebrated during the 
Middle Ages as a mathematician, as- 
tronomer, and geographer, wrote numer- 
ous influential treatises, of which the 
Almagest deals with astronomy. Piol- 
emy’s system of astronomy, which made 
the earth the center of the universe, was 
accepted throughout the Middle Ages 
and was used in literature (e.g., in Mil- 
ton’s Paradise Lost) even after it had 
been largely discarded by scientists. 
Ptolemy also wrote a geography which 
was a standard authority during the 
Middle Ages. 
17. things new and old. Cf. Matthew niii, 52. 
19 ff. which ...friendship. The idea comes 
ultimately from Amstotle, whose doc- 
trines, remterpreted by medieval schol- 
ars, were extremely influential during 
our period. See also note to p. 91a, 38. 
holy Boethius. Boéthius (4.p. 470?-524) 
was a Roman statesman and philoso- 
pher. His Consolation of Philosophy, 
written while the author was in prison, 
consists of a dialogue between Boéthius 
and Philosophy, who comforts him in his 
misfortunes and proves to him that the 
only true happiness lies in the soul and 
that wisdom and virtue are the only 
things that matter. The sentiments of 
the book are noble and exalted, and, al- 
though Boéthius does not mention 
Christianity, he was famed throughout 
the Middle Ages as one of the greatest 
Christian philosophers. The Console- 
tion of Philosophy was known to practi- 
cally all cultured people during the Mid- 
dle Ages. It was translated by- Alfred the 
Great, Chaucer, and Queen Elizabeth. 
In the history of human thought Boé- 
thius stands out as one of the most im- 
portant intermediaries between Platonic 
philosophy (see note to p. 91a, 38) and 
Christianity. 
26f. the meaning of the voice... sound. 
Cf. I Corinthians xiv, 11. 
27 f. wisdom that is hid. Cf. Ecclesiasticus 
xan Sh 
92a 17. given us by inspiration of God. Cf. 
2 Timothy iu, 16. 
golden pots. Cf. Hebrews ix, +. 
rocks flowing... honey. Cf. Deuteron- 
omy xxxi, 13. 


53. 


22. 


28. 
29. 


NOTES 
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31. garners ever full, Cf. Psalms exliv, 12 

31 f. the tree of life. Cf Genesis ii, 9; Rev- 
elation xxii, 2. 

52. the fourfold river of Paradise. Cf. 
Genesis ii, 10. 

35. the ark of Noah. CY. Genesis vi, 14-16, 

Sof. the ladder of Jacob. See Genesis xxviii, 
12. 

36 f. the troughs, ete. Cf. Genesis xxx, 3S. 

3S. the stones of testimony. Cf. Joshua iv, 7. 

39. Gideon. Cf. Judges vii, 16, 

40 f David... Goliath. Cf 1 Samuel xvii, 

42 f. the arms of the soldiers of the church. 

Cf. 2 Corinthians x, 4. 

darts of the wicked. Cf. Ephesians vi, 16. 

vines of Engadi. Engedi (Engadi), a 

place in Palestine celebrated for its vine- 

yards (Song of Solomon i, 14). 

46. burning lamps. Cf. Luke xii, 35. 

92b 15. the Lord's body, the holy sacrament. 

51. halm, straw, stalk of grain. 

98a 7. wallet, the bag in which clerical stu- 
dents received the alms which they got 
by begging from door to door. 

24. quatrefoil, a leaf with four leaflets, as 

sometimes that of clover. 

the Latinist and sophister. Students in 

medieval universities were required to 

use Latin in ordinary conversation; 

hence they might be called * Latinists.” 

In the third year of his residence at the 

university the student was allowed to 

become a * sophister,”” and to take part 

in logical discussions. 

93b 4. anathema, curse. Here used jocosely, 

Sf. no grease-stained finger. Read note 

to p. SSa, 11. 

17. clerk, scholar, learned man. Cf. Chau- 
cer’s Clerk (Prologue, 1. 285 ff). 

32 ff. Moses... Take, he says, ete. Cf. Ex- 
odus xxv, 16. 

43 f. S. Luke. The reference is to Luke iv, 
20. 


44. 
45. 


44. 


LAYAMON 


Layamon (Lagamon), or Lawman, seems 
to have been a Saxon priest and to have 
resided on the Severn river in northern 
Worcestershire near the border of Wales. 
He writes more like a Saxon scop 
(ef. p. 1) than a Norman courtly poet. 
In spite of his probable Germanic an- 
cestry, his sympathies as expressed in 
the Brut are all with the Britons and 
against the Saxons — a fact which shows 
how completely the two races, so long 
enemies, had become one people by the 
close of the twelfth century, Layamon’'s 
work is pervaded by a spirit of simple 
earnestness and genuine emotionalism. 
He was a true poet and a sincere patriot. 
Of the medieval poets who treated the 
Arthurian story, he is the first to make 
Kang Arthur the hero of the English 
people. 


94a BRUT 


Layamon’s Brut is a rhymed chronicle 
giving the legendary history of Britain 
from the fall of Troy (see notes to p. 76b, 4, 
and p. S8b, 25) te the late seventh century; 
that is, a hundred years or so after the 
traditional date of Arthur’s death. It 
exists in two versions: the earlier dating 
from about 1205, the later a revision 
made some fifty years afterward to suit 
the rapidly changing English language. 
It is written in one form of the Southern 
dialect. In style, in language, and in 
subject matter it is a work of great sig- 
nificance for students of English literary 
history. In style (observe particularly 
the alliteration) it resembles the Anglo- 
Saxon epic (see introductory note to 
Beowulf, p. 1). In language it repre- 
sents the transition from Anglo-Saxon 
to Middle English. * The story of King 
Arthur and the legendary history of 
Britain, which had been given in Latin 
prose by Geoffrey of Monmouth about 
1135 (see note to Geoffrey, p. 75a) and 
in courtly French verse by the Norman 
poet Wace about 1155, appears here for 
the first time as the adopted heritage of 
the English people. On the name Brut, 
see note to p. 88b, 25. 


THE PASSING OF ARTHUR 


Through ostensibly a translation of 
Wace’s Brut, Layamon’s poem is about 
twice as long as its original and contains 
much material barely suggested or not 
even referred to by Wace. Layamon’s 
additions are particularly important in 
the parts of the poem that deal with 
King Arthur. Layamon, for example, 
gives us for the first time a full account 
of the founding of the Round Table and 
the Passing of Arthur. The latter, per- 
haps drawn from Welsh popular tradi- 
tion, was afterward to make its literary 
fortune at the hands of Malory (p. 134) 
and Tennyson (p. 913,1. 361 ff.). 
1. Modred, Arthur’s sister’s son, the villain 

of the story. For the further develop- 
ment of his character, see note to p. 130b, 
14. Malory spells his name Mordred. 
At the point where our selection begins 
Modred has seized the kingdom and 
married Queen Guenevere during Ar- 
thur’s absence on the continent. 

17. Whitsond, Wissant, on the French coast 
near Calais. ald 

30. Romerel, probably Romney in Kent. 

94b 43. Walwain, Gawain, Arthur’s nephew 
and, according to the older tradition, 
Modred’s brother. Gawain is one of the 
most famous knights of the Round Table. 
He is the hero of several independent 
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romances. (See Gawain and the Green 
Knight, p. 97 ff.) In the older ro- 


mances Gawain is the “ father of cour- 
tesy”’ (see p. 106a, 19), the beau ideal of 
the mediseval gentleman; in Malory he 
is an interesting mixture of attractive 
and unattractive qualities; in Tennyson 
he is almost entirely bad. See the ac- 
count of his character on p. 103b. 

47. Childriches. Elsewhere in the poem we 
learn that Childerich was a powerful 
emperor in Alemaine (Germany). He 
had come to Britain and had been van- 
quished by Arthur. 

53. an eorle Sexisne, a Saxon earl. 

61. mine swevene. Larlier in the poem 
Arthur had a dream (sweven) which 
seemed to portend the death of Gawain 
and the calamities that follow. 

63. Angel, a king of Scotland whom Arthur 
had helped. The name Angel may have 
developed out of the Scotch Angus. 

69. Aifne than worde, accordingly with 
speed. Literally, ‘‘ even with the word.” 
Cf. 1.337. 

95a 88. Lundene, London. 

94, Winchestre. Winchester is situated 
in Hampshire (see Literary Map). It 
was the seat of Alfred’s kingdom and, 
according to one tradition, of Arthur’s. 
It has been identified with the Camelot 
of Arthurian romance. But see note to 
1, 247 ff. 

107. Tha a there, then on that. 

113 ff. He bihehte...neoden, He promised 
the citizens ever more free laws provided 
they would help him at high (great) need. 

95b 139. lette him to cleopien, had called to 
him. 

144, ae feond hine aye, may the devil take 

im. 

145 f. that fole gode...for-wurthe, left all 
that good people there perished (gone 
wrong). 

152. Hamtone, Southampton, in Hamp- 
shire not far from Winchester. See note 
to 1. 94. 

155 ff. nom... neode, took all the ships that 
were good there, and forced all the pilots 
to the ships. 

159. Cormwalen, Cornwall. See Literary Map. 
The extremity of Cornwall and the sub- 
merged territory off Land’s End have 
been identified with the Lyonesse of 
Arthurian romance. 

160. forcuthest...dayen, most cowardly of 
kings in those days. 

172. while, formerly. 

175. Merlin, the magician and prophet of 
Arthur’s court. A considerable body of 
romance recounts his sayings and doings. 

177. Eouwerwic, Evorwic, an older form of 

York. See Literary Map. 

179. Wenhaver, Guenevere (Guinevere), Ar- 

thur’s famous queen. 


1 For convenience the two halves of each line are here printed separately. 
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324. Utheres, Uther’s. Uther Pendragon was 


96a 186. on life, alive. 

189. Karliun, Caérleon. For location, see 
note to p. 75b, 23. 

193 ff. me...wife, one (they) covered 
her head with a holy veil, and she was 
there a nun, most sorrowful of women. 

197 ff. Tha nusten...watere. Then men 
knew not concerning the queen what had 
become of her, nor for many years after- 
ward was it known truly whether she 
were dead [and how she went hence] or 
whether she had drowned herself. The 
bracketed half-line, added from another 
manuscript, breaks the continuity of the 
sense. 

208. a-neoste, the correlative of a-néouste in 
1.210. Translate the two: “first,” “‘next.” 

209. Sex-londe, land of the Saxons. 

220. thaneodecuman weneth, when he believes 
need is coming. The reading is a guess. 

227 f. sonde yeond, messengers throughout. 

231. tha... weoren, that to fight were brave. 

96b 247 ff. Tambre ...Camelford. The 

writers of Arthurian chronicles and 
romances do not agree as to the place 
of Arthur’s last battle, usually referred 
to as the battle of Camlan. The Tambre 
may be the river Tamar, which forms 
the northern boundary of Cornwall. 
There is a Camelford in northern Corn- 
wall, but it is some twenty miles from 
the river Tamar. Malory (p. 132a, 39) 
places the battle ‘‘ by the seaside ”’ near 
Salisbury (in Wiltshire). The fact that 
after the battle Arthur is transported to 
a neighboring shore and departs across 
the water seems to favor northern Corn- 
wall as the scene of the battle. The 
present Camelford, it should be noted, 
is near Tintagel Castle, a noble ruin on 
the Cornish coast closely associated with 
Arthurian romance (see, for example, 
note to 1. 324). Camelford has beer 
identified with Camelot, the capital of 
Arthur’s dominions in the romances, but 
here again another tradition identifies 
Camelot with Cadbury in Somersetshire. 
In the Lady of Shalott (p. 877 f.) Tenny- 
son, following an Italian source, places 
Camelot near the sea. For another iden- 
tification, see note to 1. 94. Everything 
considered, it seems best to think of the 
dream city of Camelot as located near 
Tintagel and not far from the wild 
rocky coast of northern Cornwall. The 
Welsh annals treat Arthur’s last battle 
as historical and date it a.p. 537. 

263. luken...longe, long swords interlock. 

287. Bruttes, Britons. 

97a 295. ithare lasten; 7.e., into the smallest 

of Arthur’s wounds. 

298. i... lave, in that fight as a remnant. 

304. wunder ane swithe, wonderfully much, 
very sorely. 

220. thines lifes ende, Translate “to thy’ 
life’s end.” 


[ 96a 


the father of Arthur by Igerna, wife of 
Gorlois, Duke of Cornwall, who had his 
stronghold at Tintagel Castle. See note 
to l. 247 ff, 


97b 325. Avalun. Avalon (Avalun) is the 


327. 


338. 


name given in Arthurian romance to the 
Happy Other World or Earthly Paradise 
corresponding to the Land of Youth of 
Irish tradition. Read the note to p. 61a, 
32 and compare the Irish story of Connla 
of the Golden Hair (p. 61f.). Geoffrey 
of Monmouth merely refers to the place 
asanisland. Avalon was early identified 
with Glastonbury in Somerset, where, 
according to one tradition, Arthur was 
buried. Medieval etymologists con- 
nected Avalon with the French word val, 
“valley,” and with the Welsh word aval, 
“apple,” and hence spoke of the place 
sometimes as a valley, sometimes as the 
“Tsle of Apples.” Tennyson had both 
ideas in mind when, in the Passing of 
Arthur, he describes Avalon (which he 
calls “‘ the island-valley of Avilion ’’) as 
“fair with orchard lawns’ (p. 9138, 1. 
430). 

Argante. This lady’s name is a puzzle, 
but her character is perfectly clear. She 
is mentioned neither by Geoffrey of Mon- 
mouth nor by Wace, Layamon’s imme- 
diate source. Her name is perhaps con- 
nected with that of Morgan le Fay, a 
fairy queen of Arthurian romance who, 
in Malory’s account, is one of the ladies 
who carry the wounded king away in the 
magic boat (see p. 135b, 3). As regards 
her character, she belongs to the same 
class of Celtic supernatural beings as the 
fairy woman who transports Connla to 
the Land of the Young (see note to p. 
61a, 32). In |. 354, Arthur refers to her 
as ‘fairest of all elves.” 

seothe ich cumen wulle, etc., afterward 
I will come, etc. The disappearance of 
a popular hero and the belief that he will 
ultimately return is found in the folk- 
lore of many peoples, but seems to have 
appealed particularly to the imagination 
a ee Celts. See, further, note to p. 135b, 

1! aie 


338 ff. ther com of se, etc. This, the first 


appearance in English literature of the 
romantic tradition of Arthur’s passing, 
should be carefully compared with the 
more elaborate account given by Malory 
(p. 184b, 14 ff.) and the highly mystical 
and richly ornate description by Tenny- 
son (p. 9138, 1. 361 ff.). 


97a SIR GAWAIN AND THE GREEN 


KNIGHT 
Of the author of Gawain and the Green 


Knight we know only what can be de- 
rived from his work. He seems to have 


97a | 


been well educated and was obviously 
acquainted with the best society of his 
time. He was intimately versed in the 
practice of chivalry and may have be- 
longed to the knightly class. At the 
same time, he shows deep religious feel- 
ing and has been credited with the au- 
thorship of a religious poem called 
Pearl and other works of a moral charac- 
ter. Whoever he was, he was a conscious 
and highly trained literary artist. Ga- 
watn and the Green Knight is one of a 
number of Middle English verse ro- 
mances based on French originals, but it 
far surpasses the rest in narrative excel- 
lence. Aside from the work of Chaucer, 
it is easily the best piece of narrative 
verse that has come down to us from 
English literature of the fourteenth cen- 
tury. It is a stirring account, full of the 
best traditions of honor and purity. It 
belongs to a small group of Middle Eng- 
lish poems written in exceedingly diffi- 
cult alliterative verse and in a dialect 
known as North-West Midland. The 
impetus that gave rise to these writings 
is generally spoken of as the Alliterative 
Revival, the supposition being that in 
them alliteration, which is so striking a 
feature of Anglo-Saxon verse (see in- 
troductory note to Beowulf, p. 1), was 
“revived.”’ It-is, however, more prob- 
able that Old English alliterative verse, 
though not used for literary purposes 
from the Norman Conquest till the four- 
teenth century, maintained a continuous 
existence during that period. 

Although most critics are agreed that 
Arthurian romance owes much to the im- 
aginative literature of the Celts, Gawain 
and the Green Knight is one of the few ro- 

’ mances of the Round Table whose debt 
to Celtic is universally acknowledged. 
The beheading episode near the begin- 
ning and the account of the return blow 
at the end of the English:romance go 
back, probably through a I’rench inter- 
mediary (see note to p. 98b, 1.19) to a 
Celtic story resembling part of the early 
Irish saga of the Feast of Bricriu (p. 
59 ff.). The Irish tale should be com- 
pared carefully with the English romance. 

97a 1. Troy. On the tradition that Britain 
wassettled by descendants of Trojan refu- 
gees, see notes to p. 76b, 1. 4 and p. 88b, 
P20. 
97b 5. Felix Brutus. Brutus, according to 
tradition, was the great grandson of 
7Mneas. See note to p. 88b, 1.25. The 
source of the name “ Felix” is unknown. 
10. Western Isles, the countries west of 
Troy, including Britain. 
98a 9. Camelot. On the location of Came- 
lot, see note to Layamon’s Brut, p. 96b, 
247 ff. 


16. carols. The carol was a kind of round 
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dance accompanied by singing. See 
also p. LO7a, 18. Contrast the meaning 
as used on p. 181. 

42. dais, a platform on which sat the more 
distinguished members of the household. 

44. Tars, a place often referred to during 
the Middle Ages as famous for silks and 
tapestries. 

98b 19. a la dure main, French for “ of the 
hard hand.” Our romance is based on a 
French original, now lost. See the refer- 
ence to ‘‘ the book,” p. 103b, 58. Agra- 
vain was one of Gawain’s brothers. 

21. Bawdewyn, Baldwin. 

22. Ywain, Yvain, known as the ‘ Knight of 
the Lion,” the hero of a fine romance by 
Chrétien de Troyes. On Chrétien, see 
Chronological Outline. 

34. to each two, etc.; that is, there were 
only two instead of four (the usual num- 
ber) at a mess. This was unusually 
sumptuous. See note to p. 88a, 1. 3. 

99a 49. ell-yard, an old measure of length. 
The English ell was forty-five inches. 

100a 16. jest. Gomen, the word in the 
original, means ‘‘ game,” 
100b 17. Gawain. See note to p. 94b, 1. 43. 

30 f. the weakest ... the feeblest of wit. 
Notice Gawain’s humility, and contrast 
Beowulf’s boasting (note to p. 9, 1. 675). 

102a 5. dossal, a frame hung with tapestry 
above the dais. 

30 ff. each season, etc. Such long and sym- 
pathetic descriptions of the various sea- 
sons are exceedingly rare in medieval 
literature. If you read the romance 
through with your eye out for nature 
descriptions, you will find an unusually 
large number. 

32. Lent, a period of forty days beginning 
with Ash Wednesday and continuing un- 
til Easter, observed by most Christian 
churches in memory of Christ’s fast in 
the wilderness (Matthew iv, 1-11; Luke 
iv, 1-13; Mark i, 12-18). Called 
““crabbed ” because those who observe 
Lent are supposed to deny themselves 
certain worldly pleasures during that 
period. 

102b 8. Michaelmas, autumn. In the church 
calendar Michaelmas is September 29, 
the feast of the archangel Michael. 

11. All Hallows Day, All Saints Day, Novem- 
ber 1. 

103a 2. byrny. See note on burnies (Beowulf, 
1. 40). 

10. bawdrick, sash. 

13. hearkened Mass; that is, heard Mass, 
as a good Catholic should. Mass is a 
service of the Catholic Church that in- 
cludes the consecration and offering of 
the Sacred Host, the body of the Lord. 

19. Gringalet, Gawain’s famous horse. 

32. vintail, or ventail, part of the visor, or 
movable front portion of the helmet, 
intended to admit air (French vent). 
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42. pentangle, a five-pointed figure used 
here as Gawain’s heraldic device. The 
elaborate interpretation that follows is 
an interesting evidence of the medieval 
fondness for allegory. 

103b 8 ff. the five wounds. . . the five joys. 

The five wounds of Christ and the five 
joys of the Virgin Mary are often re- 
ferred to in medieval literature. 

104a 2. Logres, often used in medieval ro- 

mance as a name for England or Britain. 
8. Anglesey, an island off the northwest 

coast of Wales. Just outside Anglesey 

lies the smaller island of Holyhead (1 10). 
9f. foreland, headland. 

11. wilderness of Wirral, on the northwest 
side of Cheshire near the Welsh border. 
Gawain has traveled northward through 
Wales and then turned east. 

104b 19. matins, the morning devotional serv- 

ice in the Catholic and certain other 
Christian churches. 

20f. Paternoster, ‘““Our Father,” the Lord’s 

prayer. Ave, the first word of the Ave 

Maria, “ Hail, Mary,” — the words of 

the angel who announced to Mary that 

she was to become the mother of Christ 

(Luke ii, 29). Credo, ‘‘I believe,” the 

Creed (from Latin credo). All appear in 

the service of the Catholic Church. 

castle. The author appears to have in 
mind a real castle. The Green Knight’s 
dwelling apparently was somewhere in 

Cheshire or Derbyshire. 

Saint Julian, the patron saint of travel- 

ers, noted for providing his votaries with 

good lodging. 

hostel, lodging. 

corbels, carved stone brackets support- 

ing the battlements. 

105a 21. by Saint Peter. The porter very 
properly swears by St. Peter, who bears 
the keys of Heaven. 

44. the lord. Really the Green Knight, 
though Gawain does not recognize him. 

105b 47. sodden, boiled. 

106b 5. gorget, a sort of ruff worn around the 

neck. 

5. wimple, a covering for the neck worn by 

men and elderly ladies. 

. fool it with the best, etc., compete with 
the best in acting the fool, so as not to 
lose his hood. 

. light the tapers, 7.¢., as a signal to go to 
bed. 

107a 14. Saint John’s Day, December 27. 

34. behest, command. 

46. wend, go. 

107b 28. solace, pleasure. 

38. waked, kept awake, stayed up late. 

108a 21. mails, bags, trunks. 

27. sop, slight repast, snack. 

109a 2. rede, advise. 
4.»my knight whom I have captured. The 

episode should be compared with that in 
Guingamor, p. 70b, 24 ff. The essential 


30. 


37. 


40. 
51. 
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difference consists in the fact that here 
the lady, unlike the queen in Guingamor, 
is not really in love with the knight. She 
is merely testing him. See p. 118b, |. 29 ff. 
109b 45. holt and heath, grove and open 
country. Cf. Chaucer, Prologue, |. 6. 
110a 4. tale, count, sum. 
23. gramercy, thanks. 
112b 7. prime, about 9 a.m. 
38. spinney, small thicket. 
113b 33. marks. The mark was a coin for- 
merly used in England and worth a little 
over thirteen shillings. 
114a 48. assoiled, absolved. 
114b 47. mine is behind. Apparently, “ my 
gift is behind yours in value.” 
53. Rood, the Cross on which Christ was 
crucified. 
115a 17. deal the doom of my weird, take the 
judgment of my fate. 
115b 18. did on, put on. 
do on, “ don.” 
cognizance, device or sign used in her- 
aldry to identify a knight when he wore 
armor and hence would otherwise be un- 
recognizable. 
116b 31. let, hinder. 
45, greet, weep. 
117a 7. mound. Compare the association of 
mounds with uncanny happenings in 
Beowulf (see notes to ll. 2218, 2223) and 
the Welsh Pwyll (note to p. 63a, 16). 
22. oratory. See note to p. 48a, 3. 
25 f. in five wits, in my five wits. 
117b 1. dight, made ready 
10. brent. Read bent, Hilletde! 
Lowe Degre, |. 65. 
118b 45. covetousness, one of the seven 
deadly or most heinous sins, according to 
medieval belief. 
51. largess, liberality, freedom in giving — 
- virtue highly prized during the Middle 
A ges, 
119a 34 ff. Adam...Solomon...Samson... 
David, famous examples often cited dur- 
ing the Middle Ages of men who were 
brought to sorrow through their relations 
with women. Read again the notes to 
Walter Map’s “ Advice of Valerius to 
Ruffinus ” (p. 84b). : 
samite, a rich silk fabric woven or em- 
broidered with gold. Tennyson uses the 
word in a famous line in the Passing of 
Arthur (p. 911, 1. 199, and p. 912, 1. 327). 
The word samite is derived from the 
Greek. 
pride, the first of the seven deadly sins. 
See note to p. 118b, 45. 
5. Morgain le Fay, a famous supernatu- 
ral woman of Arthurian romance. See 
note to Layamon’s Brut, p. 97b, 327. 
Here she is at enmity with Guenevere 
(1. 16), probably because Arthur has re- 
jected her love and married her rival. 
29 f. Prince of Paradise, Christ. 
120a 27. Brutus. See note to p. 88b, 25. 


The past tense of 
ills 


Cf. Squyr of 


44. 


49, 
119b 


120a | 


THE SQUYR OF LOWE DEGRE 


Composed within a century after Gawain 

and the Green Knight (p. 97 ff.), the Squyr 

of Lowe Degre is one of the best of the 
small number of Middle English ro- 
mances for which no single French source 

is known or suspected. It is made u 

almost entirely of stock themes, of whic 

two — (1) the youth who, in spite of 
many obstacles, rises from comparative 

obscurity to wealth and power, (2) a 

pair of young lovers who, though sepa- 

rated for a time, are finally united — 
have an eternal and irresistible appeal, 
especially to the young. The Squyr 
marks a step in the gradual evolution of 
the modern novel of manners; it is val- 
uable for the light it throws not only on 
the mental furniture of the fiction writer 
of the fifteenth century but also on the 
courtly life of the time. The unknown 
author shows considerable skill in weav- 
ing together his various materials and 
unusual freshness and delicacy in his 
general treatment. ‘‘ Though often 
neglected in the ordinary histories of 

English literature as being a mere type 

of a class, the Squyr, in its brilliancy of 

description and in its passages of genuine 
poetry, rises far above the level of the 
average fifteenth-century romance.” It 
was widely popular in its day and main- 
tained its vogue till well on into the 
age of Elizabeth. 

1. squyer. Compare the description of 

Chaucer’s squire, Prologue, |. 79 ff. 

1. of lowe degre, of low estate or station, 
not menial. In 1. 20 he is called a “ gen- 
till ’’ (well-born) man. 

2. the kings doughter of Hungre, daughter 
of the king of Hungary. Hungary is here 
merely a distant country, fit setting for a 
romantic story. 

7. seven yere, the conventional number of 
years for such service. 

8. set the lords. It was his duty as marshal 
to arrange them in order of rank. 

11. styll mornyng, ‘‘ always mourning ”’ be- 
cause of ill success in love. 

120b 15. Christente, Christendom, the whole 
Christian world. 

28. arber, here ‘‘ a garden of fruit trees.’’ 

31 ff. The tre it was, etc. Such lists of trees 
were popular in medieval literature and 
were introduced by imitators of romance 
such as Chaucer (in Sir Thopas) and Spen- 
ser (in the Faerie Queene, p. 217, |. 69 ff.). 

32. Jesu chese. The cypress, according to 
medieval tradition, was one of the trees 
that furnished wood for Christ’s cross; 
hence Christ may be said to have 
** chosen ”’ it. 

52. mery, sweet, pleasant, agreeable, with- 
out reference to mirth (Campbell). Cf. 
the phrase ‘‘ Merry England.” 
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65. bente. See note to p. 117b, 10. 

67. lened his backe to a thorne. By leaning 
his back against a thorn he places him- 
self in a state of bodily discomfort in 
harmony with his unhappy state of mind. 
To the medievals the plaintive note of 
the nightingale, the bird of love, sug- 
gested that it was leaning against a 
thorn. See 1. 801. 

121a 78. Syr Lybius, Sir Libeaus Desconus 
(The Fair Unknown), hero of a fa- 
mous Middle English romance. The 
poet gives a brief summary of the ro- 
mance later (1. 615 ff.). 

80. Syr Guy, Sir Guy of Warwick, the hero 
of a popular medizwval romance. 

82. Syr Colbrande, a giant Danish champion 
a by Guy of Warwick. See note to 

90. sowned, swooned. The heroes and hero- 
ines of mediwval romance were given to 
fainting under emotional stress. In the 
sentimental fiction of the eighteenth cen- 
tury swooning again became popular. 

93. oryall, an oriel or bay window. 

95. Fulfylled...with ymagery, filled with 
painted figures. 

96. by and by, one after another. 

98. Sperde, fastened. 

116. it, the mourning. 

121b 140. Lynen cloth...were; i.e, I will 
forego soft raiment and wear rough 
clothing. 

148. his love that harowed hell. According 
to a tradition which was widespread and 
exceedingly influential during the Middle 
Ages, Christ, after his crucifixion, de- 
scended into hell, where he rebuked 
Satan and comforted the damned souls. 
There are versions of the story in Old 
and in Middle English, and it is the 
theme of the oldest Inglish mystery 
play, The Harrowing of Hell. 

162. and, if. 

163. woyng, wooing. 

168. drawe, the past participle of drawe, 
which means “to extract the bowels 
from.’’ Compare the phrase “ hang, 
draw, and quarter,’”’ used of criminals. 

172. chyvalry. Cf. note to p. 76b, L. 34 ff. 

174 wynne your shone, or, as we should say, 
“win your spurs.” Cf, 1. 248. 

122a 184. by and by, one (night) after an- 
other. 

198. the Rodes, Rhodes, an island in the east- 
ern Mediterranean which knights errant, 
as well as palmers and pilgrims bound for 
the holy sepulcher in Jerusalem, would 
naturally visit on their journeys. 

199 f. I hold... But, I do not count you 
worthy of praise unless, etc. 

204. sable, a dark, almost black, color used 
in heraldry. Compare the description 
of the Squire’s armor with that of Ga- 
wain in Gawain and the Green Knight 
(p. 102b, I. 50 ff.). 
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210. true loves, true lovers’ knots. 

214. A reason...me, a motto. The motto, 
given in the next two lines, is Amor, 
Love. Compare the motto of Chaucer’s 
Prioress, Prologue, |. 162. 

229. cote armoure, a coat worn over the ar- 
mor, upon which the wearer’s coat of 
arms was usually embroidered. 

232. yemen. Cf. Chaucer’s yeoman, Pro- 
logue, 1. 101 ff. 

122b 236. Jerusalem. After the completion 
of his fighting, the Squire must, like 
many other mediwval knights, make a 
pilgrimage to the sepulcher of Christ in 
Jerusalem. 

244. on lyve, alive. 

251. to, for. 

258. whele of vyctory, the wheel of victory; 
7.e., ‘may the wheel of victory (like the 
wheel of fortune) turn to your advan- 


tage.’ Or perhaps whele simply means 
wele, ‘‘ welfare,’ ‘‘ success.”? See also 
1, 592. 


288. bewraye, betray. 

123a 304. gente, graceful, pretty. 

305 ff. he araied him, ete. Cf. the gay dress 
of Chaucer’s squire, Prologue, 1. 89 f. 

308. barres, stripes or bands on the belt. 

317 ff. deynty meates, ete. Cf. the descrip- 
tion of a meal in Bartholomew’s Encyclo- 
pedia (p. 87b, |. 42 ff.) and in Chaucer’s 
Prologue, |. 341 ff. The medizevals were 
hearty eaters and were fond of elaborate 
and highly seasoned dishes. 

123b 352. can he fle, did he flee. 

364. to longe, to long for, to desire. 

380. purchase, the acquisition of an estate by 
any method other than descent (hery- 
tage). 

386. For, on account of. 

392. fame, defame. 

399. And, if. 

400. dede, death. 

124a 430. Or, before. 

437. But yf, unless. 

124b 461. panter... butler. Originally the 
pantler had charge of the bread (French 
pain), the butler (botler) of the bottles. 

464. bordes. The tables consisted of boards, 
which were brought in and laid on 
trestles and were removed after the meal. 
Hence “‘ voyding the borde ”’ (ef. 1. 468) 
was a more serious matter than it is now. 

486. can gone, did go. 

125a 517. yet, even then. 

524. by his owne, by himself. 

526. tyll, to. Still used in Scotland. 

534. ‘Your dore undo!’ ete. This scene be- 
came so popular that the phrase ‘“‘ Undo 
your door’? was sometimes used as a 
title for the whole poem. 

543. but, unless. 

125b 578. make slee, cause you to be slain. 

583. at, at the hands of. 

588. Otherwyse...to, you shall win me in 
some other way. 
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597. worshyp, honor. 

611. symple kynne. A yeoman might be re- 
ferred to as of “‘ simple kin ” in contrast 
to the gentry (nobles). 

615 ff. When the dwarfe and mayde Ely, ete. 
The following passage gives a summary 
of the romance of Sir Libeaus Desconus 
(see note to l. 78), where, however, the 
lady’s name is Hlene. 

617. kyng. The correct word is knight. It 
was Sir Libeaus, not Arthur, who won 
the lady of Synadowne. 

623. semeth, befits. 

126a 626. distaunce, dissension (?). 

627. They...victory. Apparently: when 
they (the maiden and the dwarf) saw 
that Sir Libeaus had won the victory for 
them. 

637. in-fere, together. 

638 ff. Theyr enemyes approched, etc. The 
following scene needs a word of explana- 
tion. Although the attack upon the 
Squire was contrary to the king’s orders, 
we must understand that it was the king 
who sent the armed men and who after 
the fight agrees with the Squire to test 
the lovers’ affection for seven years. 
There is some confusion in the account 
of the fight — who ordered the Steward’s 
body to be disfigured, disguised, and 
laid at the Lady’s door, is not clear. 

663. wemme, injury. 

667. cast thee, planned, resolved. 

675. weale away! wo alas wo, welaway. 

126b 699. closed hym, ete. The story of a 
lady who kept her dead lover’s head in 
her chamber was told by Boccaccia and 
arte ae the inspiration for Keats’ Jsa- 

ella. 

692. gynnes, devices, contrivances. 

704. offre to them. Offerings for the dead 
were common during the Middle Ages 
and even in more recent times. 

713. ruddy read, complexion red. 

714. browes bent, arched eyebrows, regarded as 
a sign of beauty during the Middle Ages. 

720. oryent, bright. 

127a 737. every deale, every part, bit. Cf. 
Modern English ‘‘ great deal.’ 

750. Trapped, supplied with trappings. 

753 ff. rumney, etc. Lines 753-762 contain a 
list of various sorts of wine. 

772. his rechase. Perhaps, the recall of the 
hounds after the deer had been brought 
down. 

776. egle horne, a kind of hawk. 

127b 790. countre note and dyscant, counter- 
point and descant, musical terms. 

816. or, before. 

128a 841. fustyane. See footnote to Chaucer’s 
Prologue, p. 141a, 1. 75. 

858. thore, there. 

878. The whyles, the times. 

885 ff. Tuskayne, ete. Cf. p. 140, 1]. 51 ff. 

894. a hee imts the Holy Sepulcher. Cf. 

243 ff 


128b | 


128b 911. Let none... meyne, let none of my 
household know. 
923. Nor ...she knew, Vor she knew not. 
940. Fy, Fie. In the older language fie was a 
much stronger word than it is to-day. 
129a 957. for, in respect to any relations with. 
129b 1026. dyd of, took off. 
130a 1070 ff. harpe, ete. Lines 1070-1077 in- 
clude a list of musical instruments. 
1088. thee, succeed. 
1112. comunalte, the common people. 


SIR THOMAS MALORY 


Sir Thomas Malory came of an ancient 
and distinguished family. He seems to 
have been born about 1400 (the year of 
Chaucer’s death) in Warwickshire, the 
county of Shakespeare. He was brought 
up according to the best ideas of what a 
fourteenth-century gentleman should be. 
As a youth he served in the retinue 
of the Earl of Warwick, who was known 
as ‘the father of courtesy’ and who 
made a point of keeping up the customs 
of chivalry, which had gradually become 
antiquated during the three centuries 
since their establishment in England 
(see Introduction to Middle English 
Period, p.58). It wasin this environment 
that young Malory doubtless imbibed 
the romantic admiration for knighthood 
and knightly exploits that inspired the 
Morte Darthur. In 1445 Malory was a 
knight and sat in Parliament for War- 
wickshire. During his late years he 
seems to have devoted himself to the 
extensive reading that must have pre- 
ceded the writing of his great romance. 
He died in 1471. 


LE MORTE DARTHUR 


Malory’s Morte Darthur (usually written 
thus rather than according to modern 
spelling, Morte d’ Arthur) is one of several 
medieval romances bearing the same 
name. It is the most famous Arthurian 
romance of the Middle Ages and proba- 
bly the only romance of medixwval Eng- 
land that is widely read to-day. The 
name Morte Darthur means the ‘‘ Death 
of Arthur,” but the book is far more 
than an account of Arthur’s passing. It 
is a great treasury of Arthurian romance 
based largely upon French sources (cf. 
p. 131b, 16) and so arranged by Malory 
as to give a complete history of the 
knights of the Round Table from Ar- 
thur’s birth till his last battle. Though 
not the first to undertake such a task, 
Malory was the first to make Arthur the 
central figure of his narrative, and he 
shows a certain amount of originality 
in the choice and arrangement of his 
materials, though he omits some good 
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stories, such as Gawain and the Green 
Knight (p. 97 ff.). He is not altogether 
just to Gawain (see note to p. 94b, 1. 43), 
and in recounting the death of Tristram 
(Tristan) he uses a far less poetic tradi- 
tion than that preserved in Wagner’s 
opera. At times Malory’s characters are 
portrayed as fifteenth-century ladies and 
gentlemen, but in general they lack the 
flesh-and-blood reality to be found in 
the epic and in realistic fiction. Taken 
altogether, however, his book embodies 
the finest ideals of chivalry and the best 
traditions of ‘ old romance.”’ The Morte 
Darthur is the chief source of Tennyson’s 
Idylls of the King (see note to The Lady 
of Shalott, p. 877a). 

1. Sir Mordred. See note to p. 94a, 1. Mal- 
ory, following an older though probably 
not original tradition, makes Mordred 
the son of Arthur (p. 131la, 17) by his 
half-sister, the daughter of Igerna by her 
first husband, Duke Gorlois (see note to 
p. 97a, 324). Hence Arthur’s downfall 
comes as a retribution for his youthful sin. 

14. his uncle’s wife and his father’s wife. 
According to Malory, Arthur is both 
Mordred’s uncle and his father. See 
note to |. 1. 

131a 6. shot great guns. From age to age the 
Arthurian stories have been more or less 
made over to suit contemporary condi- 
tions. The mediwvals were especially 
lacking in historical perspective. The 
original Arthurian romances, of course, 
knew nothing of cannon fired with gun- 
powder, which did not come into use 
in England until the fourteenth century. 

16 f. tolet...toland. See footnote to p. 126, 
1. 668. Contrast the meaning of let, ‘ to 
cause to,” in I. 80, below. 

27. maugre, in spite of. 

131b 15. he was shriven, he had made his 
last confession. 

19 f. King Lot’s son of Orkney, son of King 
Lot of Orkney. A common form of ex- 
pression in Middle English. See note to 
p. 120a, |. 2. 

23. The old wound. The battle in which 
this wound was received is described by 
Malory in Bk. XX, Chap. xxi. 

44. straitly bestead with, hard beset by. 

132a 12. his Saviour, the last Sacrament. 

39. by the seaside... Salisbury. On this 
and other traditional locations of Ar- 
thur’s last battle, see note to p. 96b, 
]. 247 ff. 

52. by, during. 

132b 5. condescended, agreed. 

133a 24 ff. your night’s dream, ete. During 
the preceding night Arthur had two 
dreams in one of which the ghost of Sir 
Gawain appeared and warned him 
against doing battle the next day. 

35, avail, advantage. 

133b 11 f. do me to wit, cause me to know. 


1186 


21. 
Sl. 


134s 7 i. Excalibur. 


29. 


~~ 
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heamess, armor. 

works, turns. 

Arthur’s famous sword 
Exealibur came originally from the fairy 
world (ef. p. 912, 1. 272 #.). Tennyson 
(p. 911, lL. 197 ff), following a passage in 
Malory not given here, tells how Arthur 
received the sword from a mysterious 
hand that rose out of a Iske. Malory’s 
aceount of the disposal of the sword by 
Sir Bedivere should be compared care- 
fully with the corresponding passage in 
Tennyson’s Passing of Arihur (p. 911, 
I. 204 f.). 

lief, beloved. 


i$4b 15 #. hoved a little barge. Compare the 


21. 
36. 


42 


earher account of Arthur’s passing by 
Layamon (p. 97, |. 337 if.) and the later 
version by Tennyson (p. 913, 1. 361 ff.). 
The mourning of the ladies is probably 
due to a confusion between two tradi- 
tions: (1) Arthur was wounded, but de- 
parted slive to fairy Iand, @) Arthur 
died and was buried in morial soil (ef. 
p. 135a, 1. 11 ff., p. 135b, | 30 ff), and 
hence was to be Ismented. 

softly, carefully. 

Avilion, Malory’s spelling for Avalon, on 
which see especially note to p. 97b, 325. 
took the forest, took to the woods. 


135a 6. deeming, inference. 
185b 3. Morgan le Fay. See notes to p. 119b, 


6. 


5, and p. 97, 1. 327. 
Nimue, a fairy personage sometimes 


identified, as here, with the Lady of the 
Lake, Arthur’s supernatural helper and 
the giver of Excalibur. Under the variant 
form of Vivien she is the beloved of Mer- 
lin. 


31f. Hic jacet . .. futurus, Here lies Arthur, 


136a 


king formerly and destined to be king 
again. 


WILLIAM LANGLAND 


An old tradition attributes Piers the Plow- 
man to one William Langland (or Lang- 
ley), and an imaginary life has been 
made up for the poet; but it is now be- 
lieved that the poem in its various forms 
is the combined work of several different 
authors of varying degrees of technical 
skill and originahty. The authors all 
agree in satiniaing contemporary society 
and in urging a return to the customs of 
the past.” Chaucer and many other me- 
dizeval writers give the point of view of 
the aristocracy; Piers the Plowman is note- 
worthy because its authors give a picture 
of the times as viewed by the masses. 


PIERS THE PLOWMAN 


Piers the Plowman exists in three forms or 
versions: Version A, about 1862; Ver- 
sion B (the one printed here), about 
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26. 


2. 


33. 


7. A faire felde ful of folke. 


[ 133b 


1377; Version C, about 1397. The poem 
was exceedingly popular during the 
fourteenth and fifteenth centuries and 
still remains one of the most important 
pieces of social criticism in the English 
Janguage. It is satire in that it points 
out abuses, but the authors are not re- 


formers in the sense that they have new | 


ideas to propose nor are they opposed to 
the Church or Society as a whole. Piers 
the Plowman is the type of the hard- 
working, honest, conservative laborer. 
The poem is an allegory in that many 
parts have a double meaning — one lit- 
eral, the other figurative. For example, 
the ‘‘ faire felde ful of folke’’ near the 
beginning of the poem not only gives a 
satirical picture of actual fourteenth- 
century English society but also repre- 
sents allegorically the world with its 
labors, amusements, and other interests. 


Piers is the typical representative of the _ 
lower classes; he is also a sort of humble 


Christ. And soon. An even more elab- 
orate allegory is found in the Faerie 
Queene (see introductory note to p. 216a). 
Piers the Plowman also belongs to what 
is known as“ vision literature,” of which 
Dante’s Divine Comedy is the best medi- 
zw val representative. The seer falls asleep 
and has a vision — in this case a vision 
of the great panorama of fourteenth- 
century society. 

The poem is written in Old English 
alliterative verse and was composed un- 
der the same impetus that gave rise to 
the so-called ** alliterative revival ”’ of the 
fourteenth century (see introductory note 
to Gawain and the Green Knight, p. 97). 
2f. shepe...heremite. The dress of a 
shepherd is said to have resembled that 
of a hermit. 

Malverne hulles, a range of hills separat- 
ing Worcester from Hereford. The real 
scene of the poem is, however, London 
with its varied occupations and types of 
humanity. See also note on the “ faire 
felde,”’ 1. 17. 

The “ fair 
field’ is the world (Matthew mi, 38). 
The whole vision surveys the world, 
heaven, and hell. Visions, especially 
visions of heaven and hell, were popular 
during certain periods of the Middle 
Ages. The part of our poem beginning 
with 1. 17 is often referred to as the “ vi- 
sion of the field full of folk.” 

22. wonnen...destruyeth, won that 
which wasteful men spend in gluttony. 
putten hem to pruyde, take to pride, 
behave proudly. 

ful streyte, very strictly. 

hevene-riche blisse, the bliss of the 
kingdom of heaven. 

murthes, mirths. 


36 ff. Feynen,ete. This passage may be ren- 


~ 
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40. 


41 


42. 


137 


45. 
47. 


-—— 


58. 


60. 
62. 


62. 
64. 


65. 
66. 


68. 


dered thus: ‘ Feign fancies for them- 
selves, and make fools of themselves, 
and (yet) have their wit at their will, 
(able) to work if they were obliged. As 
for such fellows, that which Saint Paul 
(2 Thessalonians iii, 10) preaches about 
them, I will not adduce it here; (else I 
might be blameworthy myself, since) he 
who speaks slander is Lucifer’s (Satan’s) 
servant ’’ (Skeat). The passage which 
the author refuses to quote for fear of 
speaking slander, reads: ‘‘ St quis non 
vult operari, non manducet,” — “If any 
one will not work, neither shall he eat.” 
The lines in Piers the Plowman are inter- 
esting for the light they throw on the 
minstrels and wandering entertainers of 
the fourteenth century. 
Bidders, beggars. 
. her bagges, the bags carried by beggars 
to receive whatever was given them. 
atte ale, at the alehouse. 
a 43. hii, they. 
evre, ever, always. 
Seynt James, the famous shrine of St. 
James of Campostclia, in Galicia, Spain. 
. seyntes in Rome. ‘There were many 
shrines in Rome. 
. To eche a tale, in regard to each tale. 
Walsyngham, the shrine of Our Lady of 
Walsingham, in Norfolk. It was a popu- 
lar resort of pilgrims. The followers of 
John Wyclif, were opposed to pilgrim- 
ages thither. 
. shopen hem, arrayed themselves as. 
the foure ordres, the four great orders of 
friars: Carmelites (white friars), Augus- 
tines (Austin friars), Dominicans (black 
friars), and Minorites (gray friars). Dur- 
ing the Middle Ages the friars fulfilled 
much the same functions as the Salvation 
Army does to-day. Originally they la- 
bored among the poor and owned no 
property. They should be carefully dis- 
tinguished from the monks, who sepa- 
rated themselves from the world and 
were property owners. See especially 
note to p. 78a, Ll. 28. 
Glosed...lyked, interpreted the gospel 
as it pleased them well. 
this maistres freris, these master friars. 
at lykyng, as they like. 
sith ...lordes, since love (charity), the 
special function of the friars, has turned 
peddler, selling absolution instead of giv- 
ing it, and since the friars have devoted 
themselves chiefly to shriving lords. 
ferlis, strange things. 
But...togideres. The regular clergy 
and the friars quarreled as to which had 
the right to hear confession. Sometimes 
(see 1. 81) they agreed to share the prof- 
its. Here the poet says, “ Unless they 
hold together better, the greatest mis- 
chief in the world will result.” 
Pardoner, an officer of the medieval 
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church commissioned to travel through 
the country and dispense absolution. 
bulle, a bull, a letter or edict of the pope. 


70 f. assoilen hem alle Of falshed of fast- 


yng, absolve them all from the sin of 
breaking their vows of fasting. 


137b 74. blered here eyes, deceived them. 


78. 
79. 
80. 
81. 
82. 
83. 
83. 
84. 


85. 


87. 
88. 


oC 
93. 


NE 


oS) 


101. 


138a 


LT: 


113. 


Were the bischop yblissed, if the bishop 
were really a holy man, as he should be. 
sent to deceyve; 7.¢., sent to the par- 
doner to be used by him in deceiving. 
by, against. 

parten, divide. 

yif thei nere, if it were not for them. 
Persones, parsons. 

pleyned hem, complained. 

sith the pestilence tyme. The reference 
is perhaps to the Black Death, which 
appeared in England in 1348. 

To have, etc.; that is, they petitioned 
the bishop that they might have, etc. 
Chaucer praises his Parson because he 
did not rent his country living and hurry 
up to London to get a more lucrative 
position (Prologue, |. 507 ff.). 

bachelers, novices in the church. 

cure, a cure, or care, of souls; a position 
as priest or curate. 

an elles, and at other times. 

chalengen his dettes, claim the debts 
due the king. The exchequer decided 
all cases dealing with revenue due the 
king from the various wards of the city 
and also claimed for him all waifs and 
strays—1.e., property without owner. 
oures, prayers recited at stated hours of 
the day. 

consistorie. The last great court held 
by Christ at the day of judgment is 
likened to a consistory or council of the 
medieval Church. 

as the boke telleth. The reference is to 
the famous words of Christ to Peter 
(Matthew xvi, 19): ‘“‘ I will give unto 
thee the keys of the kingdom of heaven: 
and whatsoever thou shalt bind on earth, 
shall be bound in heaven: and whatso- 
ever thou shalt loose on earth, shall be 
loosed in heaven.” 

102 ff. he it left, etc.; 7.e., Peter left the 
power of the keys, delegated to him by 
Christ, to the four eardinal virtues — 
Prudence, Temperance, Fortitude, and 
Justice. The poet refers to these as 
“closyng gatis’”’ because the adjective 
“ cardinal,’ applied to them, 1s con- 
nected with the Latin word cardo, “a 
hinge.” 

I can and can naughte, I can speak more, 
but I must not, out of respect for the 
holy power which the cardinals possess 
of electing the pope. 

Might of the comunes...regne, the 
power of the commons caused the king to 
reign. Note the democratic idea that the 
king derives his power from the people. 
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114. kynde wytte, common sense. 

114. clerkes, learned men. Cf. the picture of 
Chaucer’s Clerk, Prologue, 1. 285 ff. 

117. Casten, planned. 

117. hem-self fynde, provide for themselves. 

118. kynde witte craftes, handicrafts that 
could be practiced by means of ordinary 
intelligence. 

120. travaile, labor. 

122. Shope, disposed, ordered. 

123. a lunatik. Perhaps the reference is to 
the poet himself because his doctrine 
seemed like that of a madman to his 
contemporaries. 

129 ff. for lewed men ne coude, etc. The 
poet ironically says that ignorant men 
ought not to be told how to justify them- 
selves. 

138b 132 ff. Sum Rex, etc, “(You may 
say) ‘lama king, I am a prince,’ (but if 
you are not careful,) you will be neither 
ere long. O thou who dost administer 
the special laws of Christ the king, as 
thou art just, be also merciful, in order 
that thou mayst do this better! Justice, 
naked, desires to be clothed by thee with 
mercy; such crops as thou desirest to 
reap, these sow. If justice is stripped 
bare (by thee), let bare justice be meas- 
ured out to thee; if merey is sown (by 
thee), mayst thou reap mercy.’’ The 
angel speaks Latin, the language of the 
Church and of official eommunications. 

139. a Goliardeys. Originally the goliard was 
a reciter of irreverent stories and rhymes 
(see note to ‘‘ Anonymous Lyrics,” p. 
85b); here the goliard is a ‘ glutton of 
words,” a user of many words. 

141 f. Dum rex, etc., ‘ While the king may 
be said to have his name (rex) from regere 
(to rule), he has the name without the 
thing itself unless he is zealous to keep 
the laws.” The goliard’s words involve 
a sort of pun. 

145. Precepta Regis, etc., ““ The King’s pre- 
cepts are for us the bonds of the law.” 
Note that the common people know only 
the Latin that the rulers would have 
them know. 

146 ff. a route of ratones, etc. The following 
is one of the best versions of the old 
fable of the rats and mice holding a par- 
liament to determine who shall hang a 
bell on their enemy the cat. Here the 
story is a political allegory, and would 
be appropriate in 1377, when the old 
king Edward ILI was lying ill and the heir 

apparent was Richard, then eight years 
yld (see note to 1. 190). The “ old cat ” 
may, however, be John of Gaunt. If so, 
the poem comes somewhat later in time. 
The “rats”? are the more influential 
men among the commons; the “ mice ”’ 
the people of less importance. 

55. us lotheth, we loathe. 

55. or, before. 
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157. aloft, beyond his reach. 

159. for a sovereygne help to hymselve, so 
far as he was concerned. 

139a 165. beighe, collar. 

180. helden hem unhardy, thought them- 
selves not daring enough. 

183. Stroke forth...alle, brushed quickly 
past the rest and stood before them all. 

189. is sevene yere ypassed, seven years ago. 

139b 190. kitoun, Richard, son of Edward the 
Black Prince, who, while still a boy, 
ascended the throne of England in 1377 
as Richard II. 

192. Veterre, etc. Woe to the land where the 
king is a child. The words are a para- 
phrase of Heclesiastes x, 16. 

193. may no renke, etc. The mouse suggests 
that the rats themselves (the more 
powerful of the commons) need to be 
kept in order and that the real trouble 
is that the true cat (the king) is a child. 

195 f. better is a litel losse, etc. The mean- 
ing is, “‘ The confusion in which we are 
(a litel losse) is better than having a de- 
praved ruler (a shrewe).”’ 

197 ff. many mannes malt, etc. We mice 
would destroy many a man’s malt (for 
making ale and beer) and you rats 
would tear men’s clothes, were it not 
for that court cat, which can catch you. 

201. I se so mykel after, I foresee so much 
that will come afterward. 

203. costed me nevre, would have cost me 
nothing (for I would have given nothing 
toward its purchase). 

204 ff. though it had coste me catel, etc. 
The general sense is, ‘“‘ Though I had 
contributed to the purchase of the bell, 
I would not acknowledge it, but would 
let him do what he likes; both the cat 
and the kitten, coupled together or un- 
coupled, may catch what they can.” 

207. uche a wise wighte, every wise man. 

207. wite, guard. 

208. bemeneth, means, signifies. 

209. Devine ye, for I ne dar, Guess ye the 
meaning, for I dare not. 

211. Serjauntz, lawyers, who wore coifs as a 
sign of their profession. 

213. unlese, unclose. 

215. but, unless. 

216. bonde-men, peasants. 

216. als, also. 

140a 222. Of ...somme, of laborers of every 
lind there leaped forth some. 

223. dykers, ditchers. 

224. dryven forth... Emme! pass the livelong 
day singing, ‘“‘God save you, dame 
Emme! ” (evidently the refrain of some 
popular song). The meaning is that the 
laborers wasted their time. 

225. knaves, servants. 

225. Hote pies, etc. It was the custom for 
cooks, shopkeepers, ete., to advertise 
their goods by such cries as these. 

229. the roste to defye, to digest the roast. 


140a ] 


CHAUCER 


Geoffrey Chaucer was a fourteenth-cen- 
tury English man of affairs who, in the 
leisure hours snatched from a busy life, 
wrote poetry. His business brought him 
in contact with all classes of society; and 
although his training was aristocratic, 
he was a sympathetic observer of the 
lower orders. Few poets have ever been 
more gifted and none more thoroughly 
human than Chaucer. 

He was the son of a substantial London 
wholesale merchant and exporter. He 
early entered the service of the court, 
where he occupied in turn the positions 
of page, squire, diplomat, and public of- 
ficial. For many years he seems to have 
been regarded with special favor by 
John of Gaunt, Duke of Laneaster. In 
1359, while still a youth, he went to the 
continent as a soldier, fought against the 
French in the Hundred Years’ War, was 
taken prisoner, and was ransomed by the 
King. In the late sixties or early seven- 
ties he married Philippa, a lady in wait- 
ing to the Queen. From 1366 till the end 
of his life he received various pensions, 
special evidences of royal favor. In 1370 
he went to the continent on the first of 
several diplomatic missions. In 1372 he 
visited Italy for the first time. In 1374 
he was appointed controller of customs 
on wools and hides for the port of Lon- 
don, and in 1382 controller of petty cus- 
toms. In 1386 he was a knight and a 
member of Parliament for Kent. In 1389 
he was appointed Clerk of the King’s 
Works, in which capacity he had the 
oversight of the buildings and repairs of 
Westminster Palace, the Tower of Lon- 
don, and various royal manors. In 1391 
he was appointed a subforester of one of 
the estates of the Earl of March. In 
1394 he received from Richard II a pen- 
sion, which was increased considerably by 
Henry IV (cf. notes to The Compleint 
of Chaucer to His Empty Purse, p. 159a). 
He died about 1400 and was buried in 
Westminster Abbey. 

Chaucer was a great reader, but, like 
many other poets, he was not learned, 
nor was he a scholar, even when judged 
by the standards of his own day. He was 
an urbane, genial, kindly, mildly satirical 
man of the world whose genius for por- 
traying humanity elevated him to a place 
among the immortals. 

His genius seems to have developed 
late. As the court in which he grew up 
was largely French and as the most in- 
fluential literature read and discussed 
there was of French origin, he naturally 
began his poetical career by imitating 
French models. Among his early works 
imitative of French are a translation of 
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part of the great French allegorical love- 
poem the Roman de la Rose (“‘ Romance 
of the Rose ’’) and a poem commemorat- 
ing the death of Blanche, the wife of John 
of Gaunt. In what is usually called his 
“ second period ” (beginning about 1379) 
Chaucer showed clearly that he had felt 
the spirit of the Renaissance, which had 
already begun in Italy. In 1872 and 
again in 1378 he went to Italy on diplo- 
matic missions, and these visits in- 
fluenced profoundly the development of 
his genius. He became acquainted with 
the works of Dante, Petrarch, and Boc- 
caccio (see Chronological Outline), and 
from them derived not only new poetic 
material but a new conception of literary 
art. In the second period belong the 
House of Fame and the Legend of Good 
Women, both considerably indebted to 
Italian models, and Troilus and Criseyde, 
which is based largely on a work by Boc- 
caccio. As Chaucer developed further 
in intellect and creative power, he de- 
pended less and less upon foreign models. 
His third, or “ English,” period includes 
the Canterbury Tales, the plan of which 
seems to have been conceived by the 
poet about 1385. The work as a whole is 
essentially national and English. 


THE CANTERBURY TALES 


THE PROLOGUE 


The Canterbury Tales are the fruit of 
Chaucer’s ripest genius. They are the 
most readable of the numerous collections 
of stories made during the Middle Ages. 
Most of the tales had been told many 
times before Chaucer took them up, but 
in Chaucer’s hands they generally ac- 
quired added picturesqueness and charm. 
Like the stories in Boceaccio’s Decame- 
ron, Gower’s Confessio Amantis (see intro- 
ductory note, p. 159a), and other medix- 
val and modern collections, Chaucer’s 
tales are fitted into a ‘ frame,” or plot, 
but Chaucer’s frame owes little to its 
predecessors. Moreover, the tales are so 
skillfully adapted to the character and 
profession of the narrators that they 
make no impression of being lugged in 
as do the tales in many frame-stories. 
Though the tales are not all told with 
equal zest and success, the best, among 
which are the two given here, are su- 
preme examples of the art of narration. 

Prefixed to the Canterbury Tales is a 
prologue, which explains how the charac- 
ters came to be in company and intro- 
duces them to the reader. One day in 
May (the sixteenth, to be precise) Chau- 
cer, so he tells us, found assembled at the 
Tabard Inn in Southwark some thirty 
persons, all bound on a pilgrimage to the 
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famous shrine of Saint Thomas 4 Becket 
at Canterbury, about fifty-six mules 
distant. Chaucer, who is also going to 
Canterbury, soon makes the acquaint- 
ance of the other pilgrims, and, being a 
good mixer, is admitted to their ‘ fellow- 
ship.” Harry Bailey, the genial host of 
the inn, proposes that they pass the time 
on the road by telling stories. Hach 
pilgrim is to tell four tales — two going 
and two on the return journey (cf. note 
to Prologue, 1. 794). The host even offers 
to accompany them and act as master 
of ceremonies and as judge of the relative 
merit of their stories, the teller of the 
best tale to have a supper at the expense 
of the rest on their return. The proposal 
is accepted, and on the next morning the 
company ride forth. When they have 
gone about two miles and have stopped 
to water their horses, lots are drawn, and 
the “cut”? by good luck falls to the 
Knight, the most distinguished person 
present, who forthwith begins his tale of 
chivalry. Chaucer never completed the 
ambitious program he thus laid out. He 
wrote only twenty-four of the more than 
one hundred tales called for; he never 
got his pilgrims to Canterbury, much less 
back to Southwark; and the “frame ” 
contains numerous gaps. 

The Canterbury pilgrims represent 
almost every class of fourteenth-century 
English society. Each is thoroughly 
typical of his class or profession, but the 
pilgrims are far more than mere types. 
They are rendered much more interesting 
by the discovery that, in some cases at. 
least, they reveal characteristics bor- 
rowed from actual individuals with whom 
Chaucer’s varied activities had brought 
him in contact. (See especially Profes- 
sor J. M. Manly, Some New Light on 
Chaucer, 1926.) In reading the Canter- 
bury Tales, we should remember that the 
stories are told not to us but to a holiday 
group of individuals who represent va- 
rious more or less antagonistic classes or 
professions, who are trying to obliterate 
for the time being all social distinctions, 
but who constantly reveal their personal 
peculiarities and their class prejudices, 
even in their tales. 

Chaucer and the English Language. — 
Before the Norman Conquest the Ger- 
manic inhabitants of England spoke 
various dialects, of which those most 
frequently adopted for literary purposes 
were (1) Northumbrian, used in the 
northern monasteries (cf. introductory 
note to Cedmon’s Hymn, p. 38a), and 
(2) West Saxon, the language of Alfred 
the Great (see introductory note to 
“ Alfred the Great,” p. 50b, and note to 
p. 50b, 30). During the Middle-English 
period, extending roughly from the early 


twelfth to the late fifteenth century, the 
confusion and variety of language be- 
came less marked as some one dialect 
gained the day over the others in the 
various parts of England. Asa result the 
Middle-English language came to em- 
brace three important dialects: South- 
ern (the language of the south of Eng- 
land and of the region west of the 
Thames), Northern (the language of 
ancient Northumbria enriched by con- 
tributions from Scandinavian and spoken 
over a territory considerably larger than 
its old domain), and Midland (the lan- 
guage spoken in the territory between 
Northern and Southern). London, it 
will be remembered, is situated in the 
Midland district. Its importance as the 
capital of the country caused the form 
of English spoken by Londoners (called 
the ‘‘ King’s English’’) to become 
gradually the most important of the 
Middle English dialects. Thus Midland 
English, with a considerable admixture of 
Northern forms, became the basis of the 
standard modern language. By boldly 
adopting his native London English as a 
vehicle for literature, Chaucer aot only 
gave it a dignity it had never possessed 
before but he made it the beautiful and 
flexible medium of poetic expression that 
it still remains. 

The Pronunciation of Chaucer's Eng- 
lish. —'Though the beginner need not 
learn to pronounce Middle English in 
order to derive either pleasure or profit 
from his reading, it is important for him 
to remember that great changes have 
taken place in the pronunciation of the 
English language since the Middle Ages 
and that the English of Chaucer was in 
general fuller and rounder in tone and 
hence more musical than modern English 
(note especially the long open vowels). 
Consequently some of the best effects 
are lost if the text of Chaucer is not read 
with some approximation to the original 
pronunciation. The following lst in- 
cludes some of the Middle-English vowels 
and consonants the sounds of which 
should be noted especially by the mod- 
ern reader. 

long a is pronounced like the a in art: ga-men, 
grace. 

short a like the a in artistic: fat, carl. 

long ‘‘ open” ¢ like the e in there: ded (dead), 
heed, hede (head). 

long “ close ” ¢ like the ey in they: feld, scheld. 

short e like the ein men: fell, slep-te. 

long 7 (or y) like the 7 in machine: lif (lyf), 
prime. 

short 7 like the 7 in pin: wiht, simp-le. 

long “ open ”’ o like the o in lord: cold, rose. 

long “close ” o like the 0 in note: god (good), 
cok (cook). 

short o like the oin not: of, long. In some cases, 
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as in Modern English, the sound is repre- 
sented by an o but is pronounced like the wv in 
put: sonne, som. 

long « somewhat like the uw in juzce, or, more 
correctly, like French uw and German tw: just, 
nature. 

short wu like the u in full: drunken, us. 

at (ay), et (ey) like the ey in they: dai (day), 
streit. 

au (aw) like the ow in how: felawe, cause. 

eu (ew) like the ew in few: knew, hewe. 

ot (oy) like the oy in joy: clois-ter, joint. 

ou usually like the oo in boot: now, flour. 

ch like the ch in rich: chirche, speche. 

gg usually like j: jugg-en (judge), hegge (hedge). 
But sometimes like g in get where the hard 
g-sound occurs in modern English: dogge, 
pig-ges. : 
gh after a vowel like ch in the German word 
ach: knight, dogh-ter. 

f between vowels like v: wyfes, lyfes. 

final s like the s in this: was, wys. 

s between vowels like z: ese, les-en (lose). 

In pronouncing kn both letters are sounded: 
knowe, knave. 

r is trilled. 

In Chaucer’s day many words were 
written with an e at the end, this e being 
the last remaining sign of some termina- 
tion in the older language. In poetry 
“final e,’’ as this letter is called, might 
be pronounced or not according to the 
requirements of the meter. As most of 
Chaucer’s lines in the Canterbury Tales 
are of the five-accent, ten-syllable type 
familiar in Shakespeare’s plays and in 
Tennyson’s Idylls of the King, the be- 
ginner will have little trouble with the 
final e’s if he will remember that they are 

ronounced as a separate syllable, much 
ike the er in such words as better, bother, 
etc., whenever a syllable is required to 
produce the rhythmic alternation of 
accented and unaccented syllables, and 
sometimes when a line contains eleven 
syllables. In the following lines the pro- 
nounced final e’s are printed in bold face 
type: 
And sma’|le fo’w! les ma’| ken me’|lody’e 
The te’n | dre crop| pes, a’nd | the yo’n|ge 

so’/nne 
Ne we’tte|hir fi’ng|res i’n|hir sa/u|ce 

de’pe. i 

140a 1ff. Whan that Aprille, etc., ‘‘ When 

April with his sweet showers hath pierced 
the drought of March to the root, and 
bathed every vein in that sap by whose 
power (vertu) the flower is engendered, 
and when Zephyr (the West Wind) also 
with his sweet breath hath inspired the 
tender shoots in every grove and space 
of open country, and the young sun hath 
run half his course in the constellation of 
the Ram.’’ The Ram (Aries), one of the 
signs of the Zodiac, covers the period 
from March 21 till April 11. According 
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to one form of the calendar used during 
the Middle Ages, the year began on 
March 25; hence the sun might be called 
“young’”’ in April. Chaucer was fond 
of astronomy and is here telling us in 
roundabout, astronomical language that, 
April had come in and that the sun had 
run through the part of the Ram that 
lies in that month; in other words, it was 
after April 11. 

13. palmers, pilgrims who went to the Holy 
Land and brought back palm branches as 
a token; hence their name ‘ palmers.”’ 

17. The holy blisful martir, Thomas 4 
Becket, whose tomb at Canterbury was 
the most famous shrine in medieval 
England. Thomas was a distinguished 

- churchman under Henry II, but quar- 
reled with the King and was murdered 
at Canterbury by four of the King’s 
knights. Henry was blamed for the act, 
and Thomas was worshiped as a saint. 

140b 18. holpen, the past participle of helpen. 

19. Bifel, it happened. 

20. Southwerk, Southwark, across the 
Thames from London on the south. 

20. Tabard. Chaucer represents his pilgrims 
as putting up at an inn that had as its 
sign a tabard, or Jacket without sleeves. 

22. corage, heart. 

24. Wel, quite. 

25. y-falle In felawshipe, fallen into asso- 
ciation. 

46. fredom, generosity. 

48. therto, besides. 

49. hethenesse, heathen lands, as opposed to 
Christendom. 

51 ff. Alisaundre, etc. Medieval knights 
frequently fought in foreign countries 
that happened to be at war (cf. Squyr of 
Lowe Degre, p. 122, 1. 190 ff. and p. 128, 
l. 885 ff.). Chaucer gives a list of the 
countries and places where the Knight 
had traveled or fought: Alexandria 
(Alisaundre), Prussia (Pruce), Lithuania 
(Lettow), Russia (Ruce), Granada 
(Gernade), Algezir (in Spain), Belmarye 
(a Moorish kingdom in Africa), Lyeys 
(in Armenia), Satalye, Tramissene, Pala- 
tye (all three in Asia Minor). He had 
also been at many a noble landing of 
troops in the Grete (Mediterranean) Sea, 

52 f. ofte tyme, etc., “‘ often in Prussia he 
had been honored by being placed at the 
head of the table above all other na- 
tions.” 

62f. foughten, etc. Three times had he 
fought for our faith in the lists (where 
tournaments were held) in the Moorish 
kingdom of Tramissene. 

65. Sometyme, at one time, formerly. 

141a 67. sovereyn prys, exceedingly great re- 
nown. 

71. no maner wight, no kind of person. 

74. His hors were gode... gay, ‘His 
horses were good, but he himself was not 


1192 


77{. For he was, etc. 


Sop 


101. 


108. 
104. 


109. 


gaudily dressed.” 


. Squyer, esquire. 


2. fresh. 


NOTES 


Hors is an old neuter 
plural (ef. 1. 598). 

Without changing his 
clothes, he went to perform his pilgrim- 
age, which he had vowed in gratitude for 
his safe return. 


knight and bore his lance and shield. 


. lovyere, one skilled in the niceties of 


courtly love (an elaborate code govern- 
ing the relationship between the sexes). 


. bacheler, a young aspirant to knight- 


heod. 


3. Flaundres, etc., Flanders, Artois, and 


Picardy — ancient provinces of northern 
France. The Squire, though young, had 
already seen service. 


. space, length of time. 
. stonden.. 


. grace, stand well in his 
lady’s favor. Lady is an old genitive. 
The word has none of the modern 
suggestion of fresh in the sense of ‘‘ im- 
pudent.”’ Note the contrast between the 
simplicity of the father’s dress and the 
gay attire of the son. 

faire, gracefully. 


. Sleep, slept, an old past tense. 
. carf, carved, an old past tense. 


The 
Squire was well brought up according to 
the ideas of the time. 

Yeman, yeoman, a servant of the degree 
next above a groom. Cf. Locksley in 
Scott’s Ivanhoe. 

he, the Yeoman. 

A sheef of pecock-arwes, a sheaf of ar- 


"rows with peacock’s feathers. 


not-heed, head with hair cut short. 


141b 115. Cristofre, a figure of St. Christopher 


120. 


137 
138. 


139 f. peynéd hir . 


worn as a good- luck charm, 

by séynt Loy. As the patron saint of 
travelers, St. Loy was an appropriate 
saint for the Prioress to swear by under 
the circumstances. Swearing was com- 
mon among ladies in old times. The 
Prioress’s oath is a very mild and lady- 
like one. 


5. Stratford atte Bowe, a Benedictine con- 


vent near London. The Prioress was 
head of the convent school, a sort of 
young ladies’ seminary.. She spoke, not 
Parisian French, but the particular kind 
of Anglo-French used at Stratford atte 
Bowe. Chaucer is not ridiculing her 
pronunciation. 


. of greet disport, readily amused. 


port, carriage. 
. . court, took great pains 
to imitate courtly manners. 


142a 160. shene, bright. 


161. 


162. 


164. 


crownéd A. The A stood for Amor, Love 
or Charity. 

Amor vincit omnia, ‘‘ Love conquers all 
things.” Unless Amor stood for 
‘ heavenly love,” this was hardly an ap- 
propriate motto for the Prioress. 

three. This seems to be a mistake; only 


He attended on the 


165. 
166. 


173. 


176. 


[141a 


one priest is mentioned elsewhere (cf. in- | 
troductory note to Nonne Preestes Tale, 
p. 149b). 

a fair for the maistrye, suitable for the 
highest place. 

out-rydere. The Monk was appointed 
to ride out and inspect the manors, 
farms, etc., belonging to his monastery. 
He was also in charge of a “‘ cell,” one of 
the branches of the monastery. 

seint Maure — seint Beneit. St. Bene- 
dict (Benet) formulated early in the 
sixth century the oldest of the ‘ rules,” 
or sets of monastic regulations, of the 
Roman Church. The Benedictine “rule” 
was introduced into France by St. Bene- 
dict’s disciple, St. Maur, and into Eng- 
land by St. Augustine (cf. note, 1. 187). 
He held . . . space. He governed him- 
self according to the new state of things. 
When monasteries grew rich, it was of 
course difficult to enforce the old strict 
regulations such as those of St. Benedict, 
which were particularly insistent upon the 
importance of manual labor. 


177. yaf, etc. We should say, ‘ He didn’t 
care a rap,” or something of the kind. 

177. pulléd hen. Plucked hens were said not 
to lay. 

184. What, why. : 

187. Austin. St. Austin (Augustine) intro- 
duced Christianity into England in 597 
(see Introduction to the Old English 
Period). He, like Chaucer’s monk, was 
a Benedictine. 

187. How ... be servéd? How shall the 
business of the world get done? 

193. seigh, saw. 

194. of a lond, in the land. 

200. in good point, in good condition (French 
embonpoint). 

202. steméd .. . leed, shone like a furnace 
under a cauldron. 

142b 208. Frere. With Chaucer’s description 
of the Friar, compare what is said: of 
friars in general in Piers the Plowman, 1. 
58 ff. Recall also Friar Tuck in Scott’s 
Ivanhoe. 

208. wantown, lively. 

209. limitour, a friar who begged within a 
certain “limitation,” or assigned district. 

210. ordres foure. See note to Piers the Plow- 
man, |. 58. 

210. Can, knows. 

211. daliaunce and fair langage, gossip and 
flattery. 

214. post, pillar or support. 

217. worthy, respected. 

219. curat, a minister in charge of a parish. 
See note to Piers the Plowman, |. 88. On 
the disagreement between the friars and 
the parish clergy as to the right of hear- 
ing confession, see note to Piers the 
Plowman, |. 66. 

224. Ther as he wiste to han, where he ex- 


pected to receive. 


142b ] 
226. 


237. 
239. 


y-shrive, confessed. 
he bar the prys, he carried away the prize. 
There-to, besides. 


243 ff. For, etc., for in the case of such a 


250. 


251. 
253. 
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258. 


285. 


286. 


288. 


291 f. he had geten, etc., “he had not yet . 


143b 297 f. al be that, etc. 


307. 


2. Flaundrish . . . hat. 


. Middelburgh and Orewelle. 


respected man as he it was not becoming, 
considering his natural gifts, to deal with 
such poor people. Contrast the proper 
work of the friars as indicated in the note 
to Piers the Plowman, 1. 58. 

lowly of servyse, humble in offering his 
services. 

vertuous, capable. 

sho, shoe. 

254. ‘In principio,’ ‘‘ In the beginning.” 
Friars in going from house to house were 
accustomed to repeat in Latin the first 
verse of the first chapter of the gospel 
according to St. John, “‘ In the beginning 
was the word,”’ etc. 

love-dayes, days fixed for settling differ- 


ences out of court by arbitration. The 
umpire was frequently a friar. 
. That rounded ... presse. His semi- 


cope (short cape), which was round as a 
bell, had just been pressed. 


. for his wantownesse, out of affectation. 
. forked berd. Forked beards were fash- 


ionable in Chaucer's day. 
Flaundrish (Flem- 
ish) hats were popular in England. 


3. faire and fetisly, gracefully and neatly. 
. kept for any thing, kept (safe from pi- 


racy) at any cost. 

Middle- 
burgh, a port of the island of Walcheren, 
off the Netherlands; Harwich, formerly 
Orewelle, on the English coast directly 
opposite. 

Clerk. The term “clerk” might be 
applied to any learned man. Here, of 
course, the Clerk is a university student 
preparing for the ministry. 

logik. The Clerk had long since taken 
up the study of the philosophy of Aris- 
totle; i.e., he had entered the higher 
realms of medieval education. See 1. 
295 and the notes to p. 9la, 38, and p. 
91b, 19 ff. 

undertake, affirm. 


obtained a position as a priest nor was 
he worldly enough to get a secular office.” 
One of the easiest ways for a young 
scholar to rise in the world was to enter 
administrative work or the service of 
some rich nobleman (cf. note to 1. 507 ff.). 
A philosopher 
might be at the same time an alchemist 
and so be chiefly interested in searching 
for the philosopher’s stone, which would 
turn the baser metals into gold. Chau- 
cer, with delicate humor, observes that 
although the Clerk was a philosopher, he 
was not an alchemist, for he had but 
little gold (money). 

souninge, tending to. 
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319. 


323. 
327. 
331. 


336. 


340. 


340. 
341. 
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parvys, the portico of St. Paul’s Church, 
in London, where lawyers commonly met, 
for consultation. See also note to Piers 
the Plowman, |. 211. The title ‘“ser- 
eant”’ was given only to lawyers of the 
ighest rank. 
Al was... effect. The Sergeant was 
clever enough to avoid any legal encum- 
brance and so pass the property on to the 
heirs free from all limitations or condi- 
tions. He was a specialist in settling es- 
tates. 
In termes, at his command. 
coude, knew. 
Frankeleyn, a substantial though not a 
noble landholder and a man of impor- 
tance in his community. In the four- 
teenth century the franklin occupied ap- 
proximately the same position as a 
modern. English country gentleman. 
Chaucer’s Franklin was sheriff and a 
knight of the shire (1. 355 f.). 
Epicurus owne sone. Hpicurus was a 
Greek philosopher (342-270 B.c.). He 
taught that pleasure of a high and ethical 
character is the chief end to be aimed at 
in life; later he was said to have em- 
phasized sensual pleasure. Chaucer, fol- 
lowing the popular notion, observes that 
the Franklin, who was a good liver, was 
a true son or disciple of Epicurus. 
Seynt Iulian, the patron saint of hos- 
pitality. Cf. note to p. 104b, 37. 
contree, countryside. 
after oon, of the same quality. 


144a 345. snewéd. So abundant a provider 


351. 
359. 


863. 


372. 
377. 


379. 
385. 


was the Franklin that it fairly snowed 
meat and drink in his house. 

but-if, unless. 

His table dormant. Cf. note to p. 124b, 
]. 464. The fact that the Franklin’s 
table was always set was a sign of his 
hospitality. 

clothed in o liveree. Each was clad in 
the distinctive dress of the guild (frater- 
nitee) or union of the trade that he 
followed, 

alderman, head of a guild (ef. note to 
]. 363). 

vigilyés, meetings of the parishioners in 
the church or churchyard on the eve of 
a festival. On such occasions it was a 
fine thing to have precedence over the 
wives of other tradesmen. 

for the nones, for the occasion. 
ally, ‘‘ for the once.” 

it thoughte me, it seemed to me. 


Liter- 


144b 389. Dertemouthe, Dartmouth on the 


390. 


south coast of Devonshire. 

as he couthe, as well as he was able. 
Being a sailor, he was little accustomed 
to riding horses. This is one of the fine 
touches of realism that characterize 
Chaucer’s descriptions. Chaucer must 
have known shipmen intimately through 
his connection with the customs. 
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396 ff. Ful many a draughte, etc. Full many 


404. 
406. 


410. 


4lbiieekepthe = 


429 ff. Esculapius, etc. 


a draught of wine had he drawn (stolen) 
from Bordeaux on the coast of France 
while the merchant to whom the wine 
belonged was asleep, for he cared nothing 
for delicate conscientious scruples, If 


he had a fight at sea and got the better ~ 


of his enemies, he made them walk the 
plank (sent them home by water). The 
Shipman, like most sailors of his day, was 
a thief and somewhat of a pirate. 
Cartage, Carthage in Spain. 

With ... shake. Thisisa highly poeti- 
cal and justly famous line. 
Maudelayne. There was a real vessel 
called the Maudelayne belonging to 
Dartmouth during the latter part of the 
fourteenth century. This is another in- 
stance of Chaucer’s use of details bor- 
rowed from real life. 

. magic naturel. According 
to medieval astrology, human events 
were largely determined by the position 
of the planets with regard to each other 
and to the horizon at important moments 
such as that of birth or of beginning some 
undertaking. The Physician, by means of 
‘natural magic’ (7.e., magic produced 
by natural means), was able to bring 
it about that the patient was treated at 
just the moment when the “ ascendant ”’ 
(the relation of the planets to the hori- 
zon) was favorable. The “ natural 
magic’’ used consisted in treating a 
little image (1. 418) made to resemble the 
patient. Such images might be used 
either for good purposes as the physician 
used them, or for evil, as in Rossetti’s 
Sister Helen. Witches have long been 
accustomed to torture little images of 
clay or wax in order to injure their ene- 
mies. 


. hoot or cold, or moiste, or drye. Accord- 


ing to medixval science, the world is 
composed of four elements — earth, air, 
fire, and water — which represent four 
qualities — hot, cold, dry, and moist. 
These qualities or ‘“‘ humors” (]. 421) 
are the causes of the four “‘ complexions ”’ 
or characteristic temperaments of men 
—the melancholy (cold and dry) tem- 
perament, in which black bile pre- 
dominates; the choleric (hot and dry) 
temperament, in which choler pre- 
dominates; the phlegmatic (cold and 
moist) temperament, in which phlegm 
predominates; and the sanguine (hot 
and moist) temperament, in which warm 
blood predominates. Our modern ad- 
jectives ‘melancholy,’ “ choleric,”’ 
‘‘ phlegmatic,” and “‘ sanguine” derive 
their meanings ultimately from medixval 
medical science. 

Chaucer here gives 
a list of the chief authorities on medicine 
during the Middle Ages. Esculapius was 


145a 438. His studie, 


442. 


AAS Feigoldin yt 


445. 


447. 


448. 


449 f. ne was ther noon. 


453. 
453. 
454. 


457. 
460. 
461. 
465. 
466. 
466. 


468. 


[ 144b 


the god of Medicine among the Ancients; 
Dioscorides, Rufus, Hippocrates, and 
Galen were Greek physicians; Haly 
Rhasis, Damascenus, Serapion, an 
Avicenna were Arabians; Averroés was 
a Moorish scholar; Constantyn was a 
monk of Monte Cassino in Italy; ‘ Gil- 
bertyn ”’ is perhaps the celebrated Eng- 
lish medical authority, Gilbertus Angli- 
cus; Bernard was a professor of medicine 
at Montpellier; and John of Gatisden 
was a noted physician of Oxford. The 
two last named were contemporaries of 
Chaucer. 

etc. Doctors were 
commonly regarded as skeptics. Cf. Sir 
Thomas Browne’s words at the begin- 
ning of his Religio Medici. 

wan in pestilence, acquired during the 
pestilence. See note to Pers the Plow- 
man, |. 84. Besides the great plague of 
1348-1349, there were lesser plagues in 
England in 1362, 1369, and 1376. 

cordial. Powdered gold in 
oil was regarded as a remedy for certain 
diseases. Chaucer jokingly observes that 
the Physician, knowing the value of gold 
(money), loved it especially. The Doctor 
charged high for his services. 

A good Wyf...of bisyde Bathe. 
Chaucer’s picture of the Wife of Bath is 
one of the best in the Prologue. It seems 
that the poet had in mind a real woman 
who lived in.a small village near Bath 
in Somerset. 

clooth-making. In Chaucer’s day and 
long afterward Bath and the surround- 
ing district were famous for cloth making. 
Ypres and Gaunt, Ypres and Ghent, 
towns in Flanders famous for manu- 
facturing clothing. 

No woman in the 
parish could go ahead of her when the 
congregation went forward to kiss the 
relics and make an offering. 
coverchiefs, coverings for the head. 
ground, texture. 

ten pound. Medieval headdresses were 
often heavy with gold and silver net- 
work. 

moiste, soft. 

chirche-dore. Marriages were celebrated 
at the church door. 

Withouten other companye, besides other 
lovers. 

Boloigne. There was an image of the 
Virgin at Boulogne in France. 


Galice. See note to Piers the Plowman, 
1, 47. 
Coloigne. At Cologne were said to be 


preserved the bones of the three kings 
(or wise men) who came from the East 
to worship the new-born Christ. 

gat-tothéd . . . seye, to tell the truth, 
her teeth were set wide apart. An old 
saying has it that, if your teeth are wide 
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apart, you will travel. The Wife of Bath 
was a great traveler, 

475. remedyes of love. ‘The reference is to 
Ovid’s Remedia Amoris (** Remedies of 
Love ’’), a well-known book during the 
Middle Ages. 

476. the olde daunce, the old game of the art 
of administering love remedies. 

478. Persoun. The Parson, a representative 
of the parish clergy, is described with the 
greatest sympathy, a fact which shows 
that Chaucer recognized and approved 
the spirit of true religion when he found 
it. With Chaucer’s portrait should be 
compared that by Goldsmith in the De- 
serted Village (p. 572b, 1. 141 ff.). 

145b 486. Ful looth were him, etc. He dis- 
liked extremely to excommunicate those 
who refused to pay tithes, monetary ob- 
ligations to the church. 

494. muche and lyte, high and low. 

503. take keep, take care. 

507 ff. He sette nat, etc. Hedid not leave his 
parishioners in the care of a strange priest 
while he sought at St. Paul’s in London 
the easy and lucrative position of a 
chantry or joined a brotherhood in order 
to save living expenses. Chantries were 
establishments founded by men who 
wished to employ priests to pray for their 
souls. 

525. wayted after, looked for, expected. 

529. Plowman. Compare Chaucer’s Plow- 
man with Piers the Plowman — the 
type of unspoiled humanity and true 
religion (see introductory note to Piers 
the Plowman). 

146a 534. him gamed or smerte, it was 
pleasant or unpleasant to him. 

541. mere. Had the Plowman been a man of 
quality, he would have scorned to ride 
amare. + 

542. Reve. The Reeve was a sort of steward 
or overseer in charge of an estate. 

543. Somnour. The business of a sommoner 
was to act as bailiff to summon offenders 
against ecclesiastical law before the ec- 
clesiastical courts. It should be remem- 
bered that in Chaucer’s day the Church 
had its own system of courts for the trial 
of offenses against church law. 

543. Pardoner, see note to Piers the Plowman, 
1. 68, and Prologue, |. 687. 

545. for the nones. Here probably means 
“ extremely.” For another meaning, see 
1.379. 

548. ram, the usual prize at wrestling matches. 

560. goliardeys. See introductory notes to 
Anonymous Lyries, p. 85b, and to Piers 
the Plowman, 1. 139. 

562. tollen thryes, take toll, or payment, three 
times for grinding the grain. 

563. a thombe of gold. A miller tested the 
output of his mill with his thumb, and his 

rofits depended upon his skill in testing. 
‘ An honest miller,’ runs an old saying, 


NOTES 


1195 


“has a thumb of gold.” The meaning is 
that, since no miller actually has a thumb 
of gold, no miller is honest. Chaucer’s 
Miller was not honest, but he had a 
thumb of gold, nevertheless, for he paid 
himself well for his labor. 

. Agentle Maunciple ... ofatemple. A 
manciple’s business was to purchase sup- 
plies for a monastery, a college, or, as 
here, a “temple,” one of the inns of 
court or community houses occupied by 
a legal society. 

571. achat, buying. 

572. ay biforn, always ahead. 

573 ff. Now, ete. Now is it not a goodly gift 
of God that an unlearned man like the 
Manciple can hoodwink (‘set the cap 
of,” 1. 586) a whole household of men 
trained in the law? See note to 1. 567. 

146b 581. propre, own. 

582. but he were wood, unless he were mad. 

587. colerik. Cf. note to l. 420. 

594. auditour, an auditor, a person appointed 
to check the Reeve’s accounts. 

604. he, the Reeve. 

605. the deeth, the plague. 

619. Northfolk. The spelling indicates the 
etymology of the word Norfolk. 

622. route, company. 

147a 624. cherubinnes face. Cherubs were 
usually depicted as having red faces. 

642 f. a jay, ete. A jay can pronounce the 
name ‘‘ Wat” (Walter) as well as any 
man, even the pope. The English jay 
can be trained to talk. 

646. ‘Questio quid iuris’, ‘‘ The question is, 
what is the law (bearing on the case)? ” 
This is one of the scraps of Latin picked 
up by the Summoner while attending the 
law courts. 

650. good felawe, disreputable person. This 
was a slang usage in Chaucer’s day. 

652. a finch .. . coude he pulle, he knew 
how to trick an ignorant person. 

654 ff. He wolde techen, etc. He would 
teach the offender not to fear excommu- 
nication if he possessed money, for by 
paying a certain sum he could escape 
punishment, except that, of course, en- 
tailed by the loss of his money. The 
archdeacon was the officer who presided 
over the lowest ecclesiastical court. 

660. him drede, be afraid. 

662. war him of, let him beware of. 

662. signjficavit, the writ issued by the secu- 
lar authorities for the apprehension of an 
excoramunicated person. 

665. was al hir reed, was entirely their ad- 
viser. 

666 f. gerland ... ale-stake. Extending from 
the front of alehouses was commonly 
a pole, or “ ale-stake,” to which was 
attached a ‘‘ bush,” made of ivy leaves, 
and a “‘ garland,’ made of three hoops 
set at right angles to, each other and 
covered with ribbon. 
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ing, ae ener, —— the London 
or “ cell” (ef. mote, L 166) of the 


—— ede orien abi’ 
673. bar .. . burdeum. The 


are, 7¢., fram one end 
By eee pred 

702, up-on lend, in the country. 

148a 726. n’arette it . . a not 
aseribe it to my ill breed Chancer 
skillfully shifts to the of his 
characters the respensibility re some of 
the shady stories he tells, 

734. large, coarsely. 

740. vilemye, vulgarity. 

741. Plate. This saying of Plate comes from 
Boethius’ Consolation qf Philosophy, on 
which ef. note, RB 91b, 22. 

752. marshal. See Squyr qf Lowe Degre, 1. 
7 and I. 311 ff 

753. stepe, large. 

754. Chepe, Cheapside in Lenden. 

765. herberwe, inn. 

148b 770. The bisfel martir ... mede, 
May the blessed martyr reward you. 

785. Us thoughte . . . wys, it seemed to us 
not worth while to make it a matter of 
deliberation. 

78S. Lordinges, Gentlemen. 

794, othere two. This would make each pil- 
grim tell four tales. As a matter of fact, 
Chaucer never completed one tale far 
each. There are actually oaly twenty- 
four Canterbury Tales. 

795. whylom, formerly. 

79S. sentence, meaning. 

799. our aller cost, at our joimt expense. 

149a S17. In heigh and lewe, im all respects. 

$26. watering of seint Thomas, a place for 
watering horses at a brook two miles out 
from London on the road to St, Thomas’ 
shrine at Canterbury. 

S829. forward, agreement. 

S38. draweth cut, draw lots, draw straws. 

S4S. composicioun, agreement. 


149b THE NONNE PREESTES TALE 


The story that Chaucer puis into the 
mouth of the nun’s priest (see note to Pro- 
logue, 1. 164) is one of the most charming 
and characteristic of The Canterbury 
Tales. A convincing evidence of Chau- 
cer’s skill is the fact that thoxth he atinb- 
utes to Chanticleerand Pertelote (Partlet) 
the language and behanor of fourteenth- 
century courtly gentlemen and ladies, he 
never overdoesit; they ave stilli interesting 
as barnyard fowls. The following points 
should be remembered in connection 
with the tale. (1) It is not a fable, like 
those of Alsop; t.e., a stery in which the 
animal characters are merely used to 
point a moral. The Nenne Preesizs Tale 


perfectly conscious: 
artist, sndivadeal § in bis heer 
although he uses the high epic 


dees so only mm gentle are hu 
tol. 359%. and 4077). aye ae ‘ 


“gers I. 165 ff, 247 ff, 406 ff., 
media’ 


12. beur. ienunies castles 


pubhe ving and dining reom. The h 
mor of Chaucer's hme may consist in- 
Chaucer’s having vibendedil the wider’ s 
cottage as containing but ene room which — 
was without fireplace or chimmey— hence 
— with smoke — and which 


place for the chickens (1. 64) an i 
as‘ aah and “bewer” fer the widow 
and her daughters. 


29. Chauntecleer, the name for the cock in he 
beast epic of Renard the Far (see a 


ductory note). The means 
Clear Singer.” 
31. orgon. In Chaucer's day the word “a 


gon“ (organ) was treated as plural, 
doubtless because the instrument has a. 
number of pipes. 

35 ff. Knew he, ete. The meaning is that the 
cock by imstinct knew how to estimate 
the time required for the sun te move one 
degree in the latitude in which he lived; 
whenever it had 15°, Ze, one 
hour, he crew. Chaucer was inte astie 
in AStroNOMy and wrote a treatise on the 
a See also note to Prolegue, 1. 
415 

1508 St in hold, in 
59. ‘my lief is faren in londe my beloved has 
gone away. The title of a — song 
of the time. 
1. verray, true, sound. 
4. me mette, I dreamed. Cf. the phrase 
* me thought.” : 
Sl. wolde han had me deed, would have 
killed me. : 

O4. free, conerous. 

10th:Qes Seskoweiapons 
105. humours. See note to Prolegue, 1. 420. 
106. met, dreamed. Cf. note tol. TA 

108. rede colera, sometimes called “* red hu- 


~ 
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mor,” the result of too much bile and 
lood. It was said to cause one to dream 
of red things just as melancholy caused 
dreams of black things. See note to 
Prologue, |. 420. 
112. lyte, little. 
120. Catoun, Dionysius Cato, a writer of un- 
known date, to whom is attributed a 
collection of moral precepts called 


** Distichs,” from which Dame Partlet 
quotes. The book was much read during 


the Middle Ages. 

121. do no fors of, take no notice of. 

122. flee fro the bemes; «e., fly down from 
the rafters on which they roosted. 

124. Up, upon. 

132. kynde, nature. 

135. colerik. See note to Prologue, 1. 420. 

139. fevere terciane, tertian fever, ar inter- 
mittent fever recurring every other day. 

151a 145. yve, ivy. : 

146. mery, pleasant. The herbs prescribed 
by Dame Partlet are really unpleasant 
to the taste, but she conceals this fact 
from her husband. 

148. fader, father’s. An old genitive. 

150. graunt mercy, great thanks. 

155. many a man, ete. Dreams and their 
significance were discussed seriously in 
‘old times. 

164. Oon of the gretteste auctours. The refer- 
ence is to Cicero’s treatise De Divinati- 
one (“On Divination’’). The story told 
by the cock is a typical exemplum (see in- 
troductory note to the Nonne Preestes 
Tale). 

170. 0, one, a single. 

151b 190. took of this no keep, paid no at- 
tention to the matter. 

222. gapinge upright, lying flat on the back 
with the mouth open. 

223. crye out on, call upon. 

224. kepe, guard. 

225. Harrow, a cry of distress. 

227. out-sterte, hastened out. 

152a 243. to drede, to be feared. 

256. that oo, one of the two. 

258. agayn, toward. 

264. lette, leave off, abandon. 

269. my thinges, my business affairs, 

280. what mischaunce it eyled, what mis- 
chance was responsible for it. 

152b 281. casuelly, by chance. 

290. Kenelm. According to tradition Ken- 
elm, the seven-year old son of Kenulph, 
king of Mercia in the early ninth cen- 
tury, had a vision portending his death 
and was later murdered by order of his 
aunt. He was afterward made a saint. 

303. Macrobeus. The Somniwm Scipionis 
(‘ Scipio’s Dream ”’), a work composed 
by the fifth-century Roman grammarian 
Macrobius on the basis of a passage in 
Cicero’s De Republica (‘‘ Republic ’’), 
was widely read during the Middle Ages. 
Though primarily philosophic in pur- 
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ose, the book contains much dream 
ore. 

808. Daniel. Read the whole of the second 
chapter of the book of Daniel. 

310. Joseph. Read Genesis xl, 5-23. 

318. Cresus, Croesus, king of Lydia from 
560 to 546 B.c. He is most famous for 
his power and wealth. 

3821. Andromacha. ‘This story is not found in 
Homer. It oceurs in an apocryphal his- 
tory of the Trojan War, written probably 
during the sixth century after Christ and 
attributed to one Dares Phrygius, an 
alleged eyewitness. Dares’ work was 
widely read during the Middle Ages. 

334. Ine telle . . . store, I consider laxatives 
of no value. 

153a 3483 f. In principio . . . confusio. See 
note to Prologue, 1. 254. The cock says, 
“As surely as In principio (or, as we 
should say, ‘as sure as gospel’), woman 
is man’s undoing.” But notice that he 
says it in Latin, knowing that Dame 
Partlet, being alady, does not understand 
the language. The translation that he 
palms off on her is given in 1. 346. 

359 ff. He loketh, ete. The mock-heroic 
strain that runs throughout the tale is 
here obvious. Chaucer describes Chan- 
ticleer as if he were an epic hero. Note 
also the comparison of the fox to famous 
traitors of antiquity (1. 407 f.). See also 
note to |. 535 ff. 

Medieval theologians 
taught that the world was created in 
March. Compare the old method of 
beginning the year in March (Prologue, 
note to |. 1 ff.). 

368. That highte March, that is called March. 
Chaucer means that March had passed 
and thirty-two days more; in other 
words, that it was the third of May. 
Instead of ‘thirty dayes and two,” 
Chaucer should have said that two 
months and two days had passed since 
March began. Chaucer is not always 
exact when he tries to turn astronomical 
computations into verse. 

374. Taurus, the Bull, one of the twelve signs 
of the Zodiac. Compare note to Pro- 
logue, 1. 1 ff. 

377. pryme, 9 A.M. 

153b 384. fil a sorweful cas, befell a sorrowful 
event. 

389. sovereyn notabilitee, a thing supremely 
worthy of note. 

391 f. al-so — as, as — as. 

392. Launcelot de Lake, one of the most fa- 
mous Arthurian romances, especially 
sopular with women because it tells the 
fee story of Lancelot and Guenevere. 
It is full of incredible tales. 

394. sentence, subject, main thread of my 
story. 

395. col-fox, a sly fox; a fox with mere black 
fur than ordinary; also a deceitful fox. 
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397. forn-cast, foreordained. 

407 £. Scariot, etc., Judas Iscariot, who be- 
trayed Christ; Genilon, who, according 
to the Chanson de Roland, betrayed and 
caused the death of Roland; Sinon, who 
induced the Trojans to bring the wooden 
horse inside the walls of Troy and so 
caused the fall of the city. 

420 f. Ine can not, ete. During the Middle 
Ages, as during other periods in the his- 
tory of the Christian church, disputes 
regarding predestination, free will, and 
salvation by merit or by free grace, were 
common. Of the questions involved 
Chaucer says, ‘I cannot sift the matter 
out.” Augustyn, Saint Augustine (A.D. 
354-430), the most illustrious of the 
Latin Church Fathers and the great advo- 
eate of predestination. Boéce, Boethius 
(see note to p. 91b, 1. 22). Bradwardyn, 
professor and chancellor of the uni- 
versity of Oxford and Archbishop of 
Canterbury, another distinguished op- 
ponent of free will. He flourished about 
the middle of the fourteenth century. 

425. simple necessitee, absolute predestina- 
tion, as contrasted with ‘‘ necessitee con- 
dicionel ”’ (1. 480), limited freedom of the 
will. 

164a 436. colde, baneful. 
proverb. 

438. made Adam fro paradys to go. 
to p. 84b, 1. 20. 

440. But for I noot, but because I don’t know. 

445 f. Thise been, etc. A delightful touch. 

450. mermayde. See p. 90a, |. 34 ff. 

Phisiologus. See p. 90a, |. 46, and note. 

No-thing ne liste, not at all did it please. 

467. If I, ete., if [ should do you any harm or 

act of rudeness. 

1. stevene, voice. 
4. Boéce, Boethius (see note to p. 91b, 1. 22) 
was an authority on music and wrote a 
treatise on the subject. 
So mote . . . tweye, as I hope to enjoy 
the use of my two eyes. 
154b 492 ff. daun Burnel the Asse. ‘This is 
an allusion to a twelfth-century poem 
written by Nigellus Wireker and en- 
titled Burnellus seu Speculum Stultorum 
(‘* Burnel, or the Mirror of Fools’’). It 
is here that Chaucer found the story of 
the cock who, to revenge himself on the 
priest who had struck him on the leg, 
when he was young and nice (foolish), 
failed to waken his enemy on the morn- 
ing of his ordination and so caused him 
to lose his benefice. 

Ecclesiaste, the apocryphal book of 

Ecelesiasticus, or the Wisdom of Jesus 

the Son of Sirach, xii, 10-12 and 16. For 

other references to this popular work, see 
notes to p. 9la, 1. 1 ff. 

513. for the nones. See note to Prologue, 1.879. 

521 f. Friday— Venus. Friday is Venus’ 

day, and Venus, being the goddess of 


The line is an old 


See note 


509. 
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Love, should have been specially favor- 
able to the cock. 

527 ff. Gaufred. Geoffrey de Vinsauf about 
1200 wrote a treatise on poetry into 
which he introduced a lament for the 
death of Richard I. Chaucer is here 
making fun of Geotfrey’s bombastic ti- 
rade against Friday, the day on which 
Richard was slain. 

155a 535 ff. swich cry, ete. 
heroic. 

539, Eneydos, Virgil's dined. 

543. Hasdrubales wyf. Hasdrubal, king of 
Carthage, killed himself when the Ro- 
mans sacked Carthage (146 B.¢.), and his 
wife burned herself. Heshouldnot be con- 
fused with Hasdrubal, the brother of Han- 
nibal, who was slain in battle and whose 
head was thrown into Hannibal’s camp. 

165b 573. benedicite. Literally ‘bless ye 

(the Lord) ’’; here a mere expletive about 
equivalent to ‘ bless my soul!” ‘ good- 
ness me!’’ or some similar expression. 
Jakke Straw. Jack Straw’s rebellion 
(1881) resulted in the death of many 
Ilemish merehants. 

. as wis God helpe me, so may God truly 

help me. 

156a 621. seint Paul seith. 

i, 16. 

my lord, the Archbishop of Canterbury, 

head of the Chureh in England. William 

Courtnay occupied this position at the 

time Chaucer wrote these words. 


Again the mocl- 


Cf. 2 Timothy 


THE PARDONERS TALE 


The Pardoner (see Prologue, |. 669 ff., and 
note to Piers the Plowman, 1. 68), when 
asked for a moral tale, preaches a 
sermon which, along with extensive di- 
gressions, contains the tale given here. 
The story is extremely old and, because 
of its highly dramatic character and its 
obvious moral, was often told during the 
Middle Ages. Chaucer’s version, with its 
background of fourteenth-century [Eng- 
land, where death stalked abroad in the 
form of the plague (see note to Prologue, 
I. 442), makes an irresistible impression 
of tragie fatality. 
. Flaundres. See note to Prologue, 1. 86. 
haunteden, followed after. 
grisly, terrible. 
to-tere. According to the teachings of 
the medieval Church, swearing by any 
part. of Christ’s body wounded him in 
that member. In]. 44 one of the charac- 
ters swears by God’s (7.e., Christ’s) arms. 
16. belle clinke. At funerals during the 
Middle Ages a bell was earried by the 
sexton before the corpse. 
18. knave, servant. 
24. felawe, companion. 
31. this pestilence, during this plague. 
note to Prologue, |. 442. 
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See 


a 


156a j 


36. 


dame, mother. 


156b 47. avow, vow. 


69. 
74. 
83. 


carl, churl, country fellow. 

Inde, India. 

leve moder, dear mother. The earth is 
his mother (as she is of us all). 


86 ff. cheste. He would gladly exchange for 


a shroud (1. 88) the chest that holds all 
his earthly possessions. The furniture 
of a medieval bedroom usually included 
a chest for holding clothing and val- 
uables. 


157a 92. vileinye, discourtesy. 


95f. Agayns, etc. 


96. 
103. 
117. 
118. 


Cf. Leviticus xix, 32. 
Agayns means “ before,” ‘‘in the pres- 
ence of.” ; 
reed, advice. 

hasardour, gambler. 

ook, oak. 

boghte agayn, redeemed. 


157b 142. doon us honge, cause (men) to 


144. 
145. 
145. 
168. 


180. 


hang us, cause us to be hanged. 

slyly, secretly, carefully. 

rede, advise. 

cut, lots. 

noot, a shortened form of ne wot, ‘‘ know 
not.” 

ryve, rive, pierce. 


158a 185. lustes, desires. 
194 f. the trone Of god, heaven. 


215. 


218. 
226. 


corn, grain. 
a paas, in walking. 
swinke, toil. 


158b 237. par cas, by chance. 


O Nw wv 


13. 


. Suffyce . 


. trouthe shal delivere. 


TRUTH 


BALADE DE BON CONSEYL 


. smal, Be content with thy 
property, though it be small. 


. climbing, ambition. 


that, thou who. 
“The Truth shall 
make you free ”’ (John viii, 32). 


. Tempest thee noght, etc., Do not dis- 


tress yourself by trying to reform the 
world. 

hir that... bal, Fortune. The figure 
of fickle Fortune with her wheel revoly- 
ing like a ball and determining arbitra- 
rily the fates of men was constantly 
present to the medizval mind. 


. Gret reste stant, etc., Much repose con- 


sists in abstinence from fussiness (Skeat). 


. be war to sporne, be wary of kicking. 


Cf. “It is hard for thee to kick against 
the pricks (z.e., an awl) ”’ (Acts ix, 5). 


. Stryve noght, etc., strive not. A reference 


to AAsop’s fable about the sad fate of the 
earthenware pot that struck against one 
of brass. An earthen pot would fare 
even worse if it strove against a wall. 
Daunte thy-self, etc., Thou that sub- 
a the deeds of another, subdue thy- 
self. 


NOTES 
19. 


19. 
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look up, look up to thy country, whieh 
is Heaven. ‘here is an old saying that 
beasts look down, man up. 

Of al, for all things. 


159a 21. Envoy. An envoy is an explanatory 


22 


10. 
19. 


2. thou vache. 


postscript. 

This address, so long a 
puzzle, may involve a pun. The French - 
word vache not only has the obvious 
meaning of ‘cow”’ (ef. beste in |. 18), 
but it also forms part of the name of Sir 
Philip la Vache or de la Vache, who 
married Hlizabeth, daughter of Chaucer’s 
friend, Sir Lewis Clifford. The poem 
may therefore be addressed to Sir Philip. 


THE COMPLEINT OF CHAUCER 
TO HIS EMPTY PURSE 


In this charming poem Chaucer applies 
the language of courtly love to his purse. 
The envoy is addressed to Henry IV, 
who, after having ousted Richard II, 
was acknowledged King by Parliament 
on September 30, 1399. We need not 
take Chaucer’s complaint of dire poverty 
too seriously; but if he was in want, it 
is pleasant to know that he received an 
additional pension from the crown on 
October 13 of the same year. If Chaucer 
died in 1400, which is not absolutely 
certain, this poem is one of his latest 
compositions. 

colour, a reference to the color of gold 
coins. 

I am shave, etc., I am shaved as clean 
of money as a friar’s tonsure, or shaven 
crown, is of hair. 


. conquerour of Brutes Albioun, Henry 


IV, who defeated Richard IT (see Daniel’s 
Civil Wars, p. 234 ff. and notes) and 
claimed the throne by right of descent 
and of conquest. On Brute, see note to 
p. 88b, |. 25. It will be recalled that 
Henry IV was John of Gaunt’s son, a 
fact that may account for Chaucer’s ad- 
dressing a petition to him and for the 
king’s gracious response in the form of a 
pension. 


GOWER 


John Gower owned extensive estates 
both in Kent and in other counties. 
Though he was widely read and was ac- 
quainted with court life, he lacked the 
delicacy of taste, sense of humor, and 
the joy of living that characterize 
Chaucer’s work. He tried literature in 
the lighter vein, but he was not success- 
ful at it. His French poems mark him as 
the last of the Anglo-Norman poets. In 
general he seems to have been a typical 
conservative aristocrat. 

Gower’s chief works are three long poems 
—the Miroir de ’?Omme (“Mirror of 
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Man”), a sermon written in French and 
dealing with the virtues and vices, the 
life of man, and the way of salvation; the 
Vor Clamantis (“‘ Voice of One Crying in 
the Wilderness”), written in Latin and 
attributing the evils of the day, especially 
the peasant revolt under Wat Tyler and 
Jack Straw, to the baseness of human 
society; and the Conjessio Amantis 
(“‘ Lover’s Confession *’), am immense 
compilation written in Enghsh and con- 
sisting of a discussion of various sins with 
some hundred illustrative stories awk- 
wardly inserted. Venus, who has little 
love for the poet, advises him to confess 
to her priest, Genius. Genius, on being 
consulted, discusses the seven deadly sins 
and various minor offences, pointing the 
moral of each by means of a story. When 
the confession ts ended, Venus makes fun 
of the poet, who is too old to love. 
Gower was not 2 great poet, but some of 
his stories are excellent examples of the 
art of narration. His practice of writing 
in three different languages is illustrative 
of the uncertainty that prevailed in 
fourteenth-century Engiand regarding the 
proper language for literary composition 
(see note on the Language of Chaucer). 


PHYLLIS AND DEMOPHON 


Demophon (or Demophodn) was one of 
the heroes who accompanied the Greeks 
against Troy. On his return he gained 
the love of Phyllis, daughter of Sithon, 
king of Thrace, and promised to marry 
her. He departed to arrange for the 
wedding, but as he remained away 
longer than Phyllis expected, she com- 
mitted suicide. She was later trans- 
formed into a tree. 

159b 4. Rhodopeie, Rhodopeia, a country near 
the mountaim range of Rhodope in 
Thrace. 
Phyllis’s father was king of Thrace. 

5. olus, the god oi the winds. 
36. as innocent, like one who was innocent. 
46. monthe day, a month. ; 

160a 103. all hir owne, all alone. 

160b 111. ever in one, continually. 

123. spille, destroy. 

130. dede, placed, tied. 

135. ayein the slowe, against slow people. 
The story is told as a sort of eremplum 
of slowness or forgetfulness in love. 

139. Philliberd. Phyllis was transformed into 
a filbert tree. 


CEIX AND ALCEONE 


Aleyone (or Haleyone), the daughter of 
AKolus, was the wife of Ceyx. The pair 
were so happy that when Ceyx perished 
in a shipwreck and Alcyone in grief 
threw herself into the sea, the gods trans- 
formed husband and wife into birds. 


NOTES 


Gower calls it a city (. 10). ~ 


(159b _ 


“Tt was fabled that during the seven 
days before, and as many after, the 
shortest day of the year, while the bind 
alcyone was breeding, there always pre- 
vailed calms at sea.” According to tra- — 
dition the aleyone was the kingfisher, 
the ceyx a kind of sea gull. One form 
of the story is told by Ovid, from whom 
Chaucer derived most of the version - 
which he incorporates in his Beok of the ~ 
Duchess. 

. Dedalion, Dedalion, who out of grief 
for the death of his daughter threw him- 
self from Parnassus, but was changed 
into a falcon (goshawk, 1. 9). 

161a 12. pelrinage, pilgrimage. 
19f. reforméd, Of that, etc.. formed over — 

again from the shape into which he had — 
been transformed. : 

51. high estage, the lofty dwelling of the gods. 

61. nepey See note to Milton’s ? AUegre, 
. 10. 

65 ff. Under a hille, ete. Cf. Spenser’s de- 
scription of the dwelling of the god of 
Sleep, p. 221, 1. 345 ff. } 

161b S5. Lethes, Lethe, the personification 

of Oblivion; also a river in the lower — 
world whose waters caused those who — 
drank to forget the past. ; 

91. Hebenus, ebenus, the ebon tree, the © 
juice of which was supposed to cause 

drowsiness. , 

4 
i 
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ee 


100. So. Read She. 

113. Morpheus, the god of dreams. 

113. the whose, whose. 

162a 128 f. other while . . . jape, sometimes _ 
is true evidence, sometimes only a trick. 

139. sih hym dien, saw him die. ; 

144. Whiche, etc., who feared for their lady. — 

146 ff. she . . . Hir swevene hath told, ete. 
On the importance attached to dreams 
during the Middle Ages, see Chaucer’s 
Nonne Preestes Tale, |. 155 ff. and notes. — 


BALLADS 


A ballad may be defined as a song that 
tells a story. A popular ballad differs 
from other narrative poems in the 
following important respects. (1) It 
reflects the mind of simple, unlettered 
folk with common interests. (2) It is 
traditional; t.e., it is handed down from 
one generation to another by word of 
mouth. (8) Itisimpersonal in tone; #.e., 
the emotions expressed are as much 
those of the community as they are 
those of the author. It may deal with 
almost any matter that stirs the homo- 
geneous group —the story of an un- 
faithful lover or mistress, a returned 
ghost, the deeds of a bold outlaw who 
spoils the rich but befriends the poor — 
or it may grow out of a common occupa- 
tion, as is the case with weaving songs, 
cowboy songs, and songs of the cotton 


> 
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fields. In all cases it is simple in plot, 
in technique, and in metrical structure, 
and the emotions portrayed are elemen- 
tary — love, hate, fear, jealousy, ete. 
The great sometimes figure in the 
ballads, but the kings and queens of 
popular literature are portrayed with 
the naive technique of folk and fairy 
tales. (See note to Sir Patrick Spens, 
p. 164b.) Whether the popular ballads 
originated with individual authors or 
were com by various members of a 
group acting under a common impulse, 
they were written for the folk, they are 
the property of the folk, and in substance 
and spirit they reveal nothing of that 
personal, individual reaction which is so 
important in lyric try. They pass 
from mouth to mouth and in so doing 
undergo various alterations, additions, 
and subtractions. In England the great 
flourishing period of the popular bal- 
lad included the fourteenth and fif- 
teenth centuries, but popular ballads 
have been composed since the Middle 
Ages whenever the common interest 
and stimulus and the proper degree of 


remoteness from sophisticated and book- 
ish influences have been present. Many 
popular ballads reveal high poetic 


genius; many more ballads that pass 
for popular are vitiated by vulgarity 
or commonplaceness of style or content. 

When eighteenth-century England be- 
gan to seek new sources of inspiration in 
the past and in simple life (see Introduc- 
tion to Restoration and Eighteenth 
Century), many ballads were recorded 
and published and many imitations were 
composed. Among the most important 
collections were Bishop Percy’s feliques 
of Ancient English Poetry, 1765, and 
Sir Walter Scott’s Minstrelsy of the 
Scottish Border, 1802. Several eight- 
eenth-century imitations and forgeries 
are printed on pages 532 ff. of this volume. 
They vary all the way from Lady 
Wardlaw’s Hardyknute, which smacks 
little of the popular, to the clever imita- 
tions by Scott, who was soaked in the 
lore of popular tradition, but they always 
betray somehow their literary origin. 
The eighteenth-century enthusiasm for 
popular ballads was part of a general 
romantic interest in folk literature, 
which has increased until to-day any 
song or tale that shows popular char- 
acteristics is seized upon with avidity 
by the reading public. 


EDWARD 


Edward has been called ‘one of the 
noblest and most sterling specimens of 
the popular ballad.” It illustrates 
admirably the repetition of phrases and 
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ideas which is so characteristic of genuine 
folk poetry. It is still sung in parts of 
the southern United States. 


THE THREE RAVENS 


“True love at its best, stronger than 
death” (Gummere), 


THOMAS RYMER 


Thomas Rymer and the romance of 
ne of Erceldoune deal with the same 
eme. 


SIR PATRICK SPENS 


Sir Patrick Spens, like many other bal- 
lad heroes, is not mentioned in history, 
but there are at least two historical or 
semi-historical accounts of thirteenth- 
century princesses and their suites lost 
at sea while going to or from Britain. 


LORD THOMAS AND FAIR 
ANNET 


The fickle or perfidious lover or mistress 
is a favorite personage in ballad literature. 
In this ballad the tragic interest is height- 
ened by a double murder and a suicide. 


SWEET WILLIAM’S GHOST 


The whole tribe of the ghost world, 
especially the dead lover or maiden who 
returns to ask back an unfulfilled prom- 
ise of marriage, have an eerie fascination 
for the imagination of the folk. Here 
the lover returns, not, as the present 
version says, from ‘afar beyond the 
sea,’ but from the neighboring church- 
yard. Cf. William and Margaret, 
p. 538 f., a tinkered eighteenth-century 
‘improvement ”’ on a genuine old ballad. 


THE WIFE OF USHER’S WELL 


From a version taken down some years 
ago in North Carolina it appears that 
the children’s motive for returning was 
to warn their mother against the danger 
of obstinate grief, but no such motiva- 
tion is needed to heighten the effect. 


168a ROBIN HOOD AND GUY OF GIS- 


BORNE 


History says nothing of Robin Hood. 
The Robin Hood of the ballads is 
probably an idealized composite of 
numerous individuals who aroused the 
patriotic enthusiasm of the English 
common people by resisting the tyranny 
of the Norman conquerors and by taking 
the part of the peasants against the 
encroachments of church and state. Be- 
cause perhaps of the gap between lines 
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17ib THE HUNTING OF THE 
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NOTES 


8 and 9 of our ballad, the story is 
rather difficult to trace on the first read- 
ing. Robin Hood has apparently just 
had a dream in which he was beaten 
and bound by two men. Having faith 
in dreams, he sets out to find them. 
They turn out to be his enemies, Guy of 
Gisborne and the Sheriff of Nottingham. 


CHEVIOT 


The best introduction to this stirring 
heroic ballad is Sir Philip Sidney’s com- 
ment in his Defense of Poesy (p. 298a, 
lff.). Both The Hunting of the Cheviot 
and another ballad, The Battle of Otter- 
burn, are founded upon the historical 
battle of Otterburn, fought between the 
English and the Seots in August, 1888; 
but here, as always when the popular 
imagination begins to work upon his- 
torical material, the faets are distorted. 
In this case the changes are to the ad- 
vantage of the Inglish. 


JOHNIE ARMSTRONG 


The historical John Armstrong was a 
daring freebooter who made raids both 
on the English and the Scottish side of 
the border during the first half of the 
sixteenth century. He was. taken 
prisoner in 1530 by King James V_ of 
Scotland and executed. His capture, 
it seems, was effected by means dis- 
honorable to the crown, and his execution 
apparently was not the result of a fair 
trial. The brave outlaw is always an 
appealing figure, especially when he 
appears to be the victim of injustice. 


LYRICS 


176a Besides the stream of medieval poetry 


176a 


illustrated by the Latin lyries translated 
on p. 8d5f., there were composed in 
English a large number of lyrics which 
prove that during the Middle Ages Eng- 
land was fully awake to the charms 
of springtime‘and love and to the emo- 
tional appeal of religion. In material 
and form the secular lyries given below 
show the influence of French poetry, 
but in their sincerity and in their fresh, 
unconventional treatment of nature and 
love, they are genuinely English. The 
Hymn io the Virgin owes most to the 
medieval hymns of the Latin Church, 
of which a great many are preserved. 
For later Middle Knglish lyries, see 
page 181 ff. 


CUCKOO SONG 


For this song we have not only the 
words but the music. It is the oldest 
English nonreligious composition in four 
parts that has come down to us. 


8. 


i76b 


. Velut maris stella, like a star of the sea. 
. Parens et puella, a parent and yet a 
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SPRINGTIME 


Away is huere wynter wo. The medieval 
oet is seldom enthusiastic over winter. 
"emust wait until the eighteenth century 

for anything like the modern appreciation 

of the cold season (see Thomson’s Winter, 

p. 542 f.). 


A HYMN TO THE VIRGIN 


mere girl. 


. Tam pia, so kind, good. 

. Eva peccatrice, because Eve sinned. 

. De te genetrice, with thee for a mother. 
. Salutis, 
. Virtutis, of efficacy, of virtue. 

. Rosa sine spina, rose without a thorn. 
. Gratia divina, divine grace. 


of Salvation. 


Electa, chosen. 


26 f. es Effecta, thou art become. 
177a 29. Felix fecundata, blessed one made 


él. 
34. 
3b. 
38. 
40. 


43. 
45. 


178b 


4 ff. Penalopee, etc. 


fruitful. 

Mater honorata, honored mother. 

In cruce, on the cross. 

In luce, in light. 

Ventre quem portasti, whom thou bor- 
est in thy womb. 

Parvum quem lactasti, whom thou didst 
nurse when he was small. 

Superni, of Heaven. 

Inferni, of hell. 


GEOFFREY CHAUCER 


BALADE 


This balade is introduced in Chaucer’s 
Legend of Good Women, a poem celebrat- 
ing a number of famous heroines who 
were true in love, ‘‘ Cupid’s saints.” 


. Absolon, Absalom, the handsome but un- 


dutiful son of King David. Cf. 2 Samuel 


xiv, 26. 


. Jonathas, Jonathan, noted for his friend- 


ness toward David. Cf. 1 Samuel xix, 
2 

Penelope, the faithful 
wife of Ulysses (see note to p. 85a, 25); 
Marcia Cato, who showed her complai- 
sance in consenting to be lent to her 
husband’s friend; Isoude (Isolt), the 
unfortunate mistress of Sir Tristan (Tris- 
tram); Eleyne, Helen of Troy, also un- 
lucky in love; Lavyne (Lavinia), the 
heroine of the latter part of Virgil’s 
4neid; Lucresse (see note to p. 85a, 
25); Potixene (Polyxena), daughter of 
Priam, who was loved by Achilles but was 
sacrificed on his tomb; Cleopatra, 
famed for her passionate loves and her 
suicide; Tisbe (Thisbe), the beloved of 
Pyramus — she slew herself on the body 
of her dead lover; Herro (Hero), who 
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drowned herself when she discovered the 
dead body of her lover, Leander; Dido, 
the mistress of Aineas in the Eneid — 
she committed suicide when her lover 
deserted her; Laudomia (Laodamia), the 
wife of Protesilaus—she died rather 
than survive her husband; Phyllis (see 
Gower's ‘ Phillis and Demophon”’ and 
notes); Canace, daughter of olus and 
beloved by Macareus; Ysiphile (Hyp- 
sipyle), the mistress of Jason of the Ar- 
gonauts; Ypermistre (Hypermnestra), 
who saved her husband’s hfe although 
her forty-nine sisters, by common agree- 
ment, slew theirs; Ariadne, who fell in 
love with Theseus and assisted him in 
his effort to slay the Minotaur but found 
her lover false at last. 


ROBERT HENRYSON 


The fifteenth century is the glorious 
period of Scotland’s older native poetry. 
Seottish poetry of this epoch offers a 
pleasant contrast to the general aridness 
of contemporary literature in England. 
Though allegory and the imitation of 
Chaucer were the vogue, the poetry writ- 
ten was artistic in form and vital in spirit. 
Aside from the royal poet, King James I 
of Seotland (1394-1436), one of the most 
significant Chaucerian imitators was 
Robert Henryson, who, according to tra- 
dition, was a schoolmaster in Dunferm- 
line but of whese life otherwise nothing 
is known. His Robin and Makyne, the 
gem of his productions, is based on the 
pastoral tradition of Dresden-china shep- 
herds and shepherdesses and their amo- 
rous disputes (see note to The Nutbrawne 
Maide, p. 181a), but it is pervaded by a 
fresh country atmosphere and a general 
unconventionality that make it one of the 
most charming poems dealing with the 
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pastoral theme. Of all the Scottish poets 
of the time Henryson combines most 
rustic realism with true poetry. 


WILLIAM DUNBAR 


Of the Scottish poets of the fifteenth 
century William Dunbar is regarded as 
the greatest. He began his career as a 
Franciscan friar, became at one time a 
wandering preacher, rose to positions of 
minor importance at court, went on 
embassies to London and Paris, and re- 
ceived a considerable pension. He be- 
came a sort of uncrowned poet laureate 
of Scotland. His poems, of which he 
wrote more than a hundred on various 
subjects and in various meters, show 
him to be a true artist. Though he 
generally uses old themes, his treatment 
is new and his poetry is full of dazzling 
color and real music. If we are to judge 
by what has come down to us, the Scot- 
tish poets of the fifteenth century 
achieved a success denied to their Eng- 
lish neighbors. 


THE NUTBROWNE MAIDE 


The unknown author of this poem was 
clearly a person of genius. Some au- 
thorities have thought that The Nut- 
browne Maide was written by a woman, 
but the interpretation of woman’s char- 
acter is rather that of a man. The 
poem takes the form of a debat, or 
friendly altercation, and was doubtless 
intended to be recited as a dialogue. 
Coming as it probably does just at the 
end of the Middle Ages, it proves that, 
however little intrinsically meritorious 
literature has come down to us from 
the fifteenth century, English poetic 
genius was not dead. 


ELIZABETHAN AND ‘PURITAN PERIODS 


SIR THOMAS WYATT 


The first of the great line of “ courtly 
makers’ or courtier poets of the Ren- 
aissance in England was Sir Thomas 
Wyatt, son of Sir Henry Wyatt, privy 
councillor and favorite at the courts of 
both Henry VII and Henry VIII. The 
place of his birth was his father’s resi- 
dence, Allington Castle in Surrey, and 
the year was probably 1503. At the age 
of twelve he entered St. John’s College, 
Cambridge, and proceeded B.A. in 1518 
and M.A. in 1520. In the latter year, 
when no more than seventeen, he was 
married to the Lady Elizabeth, daughter 
of Lord Cobham. He was attached to 
the court early and made rapid advance- 


ment. One of several diplomatic mis- 
sions ,took him in 1526-1527 to Italy, 
where he came into intimate contact with 
Italian life and literature. He was 
knighted in the spring of 1536-1537, 
served on several diplomatic missions to 
the continent, was brought to the Tower 
by intriguing enemies on the downfall of 
the minister, Cromwell, but was par- 
doned, and continued in royal favor until 
his death at Sherborne, Dorsetshire, while 
ona mission of state, in 1542. In boyhood 
he became acquainted with Anne Boleyn, 
and long after his own marriage he was 
regarded as her lover. In the general 
suspicion which attended her fall he was 
himself in grave danger, but wholly 
without cause. Those of his poems which 
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appear to be most personal seem to echo 
this attachment. He introduced the 
sonnet into English from Italy and with 
Surrey helped to give it vogue. He 
translated his model, Petrarch, freely 
but simplified the meter and form of the 
great Italian. (See note tol. 1 of “ That 
Petrarch Cannot, etc.,”’ p. 204.) His 
poetry lacks smoothness and grace, and 
in sentiment and style it is often strained, 
but it possesses a rugged strength of con- 
tent which is seldom found in the more 
polished measures of his contemporary, 
the Earl of Surrey. His poems were 
first published in Tottel’s Songs and 
Sonnets ( Miscellany ”’) in 1557. 


1872 THE LOVER FOR SHAMEFAST-— 


NESS, etc. 
5. learns, teaches, 
6. lust, pleasure, joy. 
7. reined, ruled, 
8. hardiness, bravery, persistency. 
THE LOVER UNHAPPY, etc. 
6f. Mishaps unhappy, etc. Evidently 


& 


187b 


4. 
5. 
1s 


. may, 


Wyatt believed May to be his unluc ‘ky 
month. His commitment to the Tower 
in connection with the trial of the queen, 
Anne Boleyn, occurred in May, 
Stephan, probably an astrologer. 


THE LOVER COMPARETH, etc. 


This sonnet is a translation of Petrarch, 
Sonnet 156. 


THE LOVER LAMENTS, etc. 


still, always. 
hap, chance, fortune. 
careful, full of care. 


A RENOUNCING OF LOVE 


Senec, Seneca, a Roman philosopher and 
tragic poet of the first century after 
Christ. 


3, Plato. See note to p. 91a, 1 38. 
. lever, dearer 
. Me list, it pleases me. 


THE LOVER DESPAIRING, ete. 


can, be able. 

‘ Noli me tangere.’ ‘“‘ Donot touch me. 
The lady of this sonnet is understood to 
be Anne Boleyn after her espousal to 
Henry VIII. 


” 


THE DESERTED LOVER, etc. 


Divers doth use, various ones are accus- 
tomed. 


{ 187b 

3. lynn, cease, 

13. kind, nature. 
THE LOVER TAUGHT, ete. 

2. doubt, fear. 

7. For dread to fall. Probably in reference 
to his precarious position, as former lover 
to Queen Anne, during her brief reign. 

188b 17. ure, use. 


189a THE LOVER COMPLAINETH, ete. 


1. My lute, awake. Skill in music was a 
regular part of the equipment of the 
complete gentlemen of the time. 

24, Unquit, unrequited. 

24. playn, complain, lament. 

189b THE LOVER’S LUTE, etc. 

20. quit, acquit, reply, 

40. silly, empty. 
THE LOVER BESEECHRETH, etc. 

egy re thine own approved, thy accepted 
over. 

18. which. Used properly as a relative for 
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persons until a much later date. 


OF HIS LOVE CALLED ANNA 


Anna of this poem is generally taken to 
be Anne Boleyn, but the date is uncer- 
tain. 

wot, knows. 

meedeth, rewards. 

eke, also. 


HENRY HOWARD, EARL OF 
SURREY 

The Earl of Surrey was probably born at 
his grandfather's residence, Kenninghall, 
in Norfolk. There and at his father’s 

residence, Stoke Hall, in Suffolk, and at 
Hunsdon in Hertfordshire, another of 
his grandfather’s places, he spent his 
early youth. He was carefully edueated, 
was well read in classical and modern 
literature, and began to write verse 
early, In 1531-1532 he was married to 
the daughter of the Earl of Oxford, but 
on account of his extreme youth he lived 
apart from his wife until 1535. He spent 
some time in France for the cultivating 
influences of travel, and later won dis- 
tinction abroad in military service. 
Naturally of a proud and imperious dis- 
position, in his zeal to advance his 
father's interests toward the regency on 
the anticipated death of Henry VIII, he 
very imprudently, though with entire 
right by royal grant, quartered the arms 
of Edward the Confessor with his own. 


190a ] 


The act was construed by his enemies as 
treason, and he was brought to trial, 
condemned, and beheaded on Tower 
Hill in January, 1547, He read and imi- 
tated the Itahan poets, but there is no 
evidence that he ever was in Italy. He 
was a student of Wyatt's literary work, 
but differing widely in politics and re- 
ligion, the two, despite the prevailing 
notion, were never very intimate friends. 
Apart from his help in establishing the 
sonnet in English, with Wyatt he in- 
troduced “ottava rima”™’ (an English 
adaptation of an Italian eight-line stanza 
with an especial rhyme scheme) into Eng- 
lish poetry. But his greatest claim as an 
innovator is in his use, for the first time 
in English, of blank verse in fiyve-stress 
jambie measure in his translation of a 
part of Virgil’s 2neid. In his poetry he 
was a disciple of Wyatt, but he is superior 
to his master at every point except per- 
haps in native strength. His poems, 
like Wyatt’s, were published for the first 
time in Tottel’s Miscellany. 


DESCRIPTION OF THE REST- 
LESS STATE, etc. 


190b 4. And new again begins. The time is 
early autumn. 
14. reduceth, leads back, brings about. 
24, use, practice, custom, 
33. cheer, countenance, 
36. lace, net. 
44. agazed, at gaze, aghast, 
191a 51. teen, sorrow. 
54. rue on, have pity on. 


PRISONED IN WINDSOR, ete. 


For suspected sympathy with a York- 
shire rebellion, Surrey was placed in con- 
finement at Windsor in 1537, While 
there he spent his time in writing poetry. 

8. With a king’s son. Surrey was for a while 
companion to the King’s natural son, 
Henry Fitzroy, and spent the years 
1530-1532 with him at Windsor. 

4, Priam’s sons of Troy. Priam, king of 
Troy at the time of its destruction, had 
fifty sons. 

6. to hove, to hover. 

13. palm-play, tennis court. 

16. bait, tempt. 

17. gravel, ground, place of tournament. 

17. with sleeves tied on the helm. Referring 
to the custom of the knight’s wearing his 
lady’s favor as he went into the field. 

21. With silver drops, etc. Dewsprent lawns 
rage wrestling and other sports were 

eld. 
191b 29. holts, woods, copses. 
42, berain, bedew, as with rain. 
44, Upsupped, supped up, drank, 
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46. accompt, account. 
46, fere, companion, fellow, 
48. lief, dear. 


COMPLAINT OF THE 
ABSENCE, ete. 


Rarely in the conventional love poetry of 
the time is expression attempted of the 
lady-love’s ‘‘ sorrows,” as in this poem, 
The reference is probably to the poet’s 
own domestic life, which was happily 
regular. 

192a 8. freight, fraught, laden. 

14. avail, profit, advantage. 

33. drencheth, drowns. 


THE LOVER EXCUSETH, etc. 


. passéd, failed. 
. spot, stain. 

. honesty, honor. 

. fancy, love. 

. wite, censure, or be censured, 
11. a pease, a pea. 
192b 24. far-forth, far. 

30. the gander’s foe, the fox, 

43, lese, lose. 

46. Want, lack. 


Dore Ww 


THE MEANS TO ATTAIN 
HAPPY LIFE 


Translated from Martial, a Roman epi- 
grammatic poet of the first century after 
Christ. 

. egall, equal. 

. mean, moderate. 

16. Ne...ne, neither... nor. 


Poo 


OF THE DEATH OF SIR 
TTHOMAS] WLYATT] 


1. quick, alive. 

2. encreaséd by disdain. It was an addi- 
tional grace in him not to be proud of his 
gifts. 

7. stithe, forge, or anvil, 

21. none affect, no affection, no personal 
interest. 
29. corse, body, physique. 


193b 


HOW NO AGE IS CONTENT, etc. 


193b 7. that feels his bones with pains 
opprest, that is, from work, not from 
sickness or infirmity. 
10, more, acne 
12. chop, shift, change, 
16. chews, cheeks, jaws. 
22. two ages past, the third now coming in, 
youth and manhood, and age, 
23. wanton, sportive, playful. 
26, Truss up thy pack, and trudge, Pack up 
thy wares, as a peddler, and go, 
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5 > > ihe fot 


11. 


riding 
195b 
86. 
92. 
92. 


94. 


96, 


. Phenix, Ulysses, Grecian heroes. 
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DESCRIPTION OF SPRING, ete. 


soote, sweet. 

turtle, dove. 

make, mate. 

hung his old head, shed his antlers. 

The adder all her slough away she slings. 
The snake throws off her skin. 

mings, mixes, mingles, prepares. 


DESCRIPTION AND PRAISE, etc. 


Geraldine of this poem was the lady 
Elizabeth, daughter of the Earl of Kil- 
dare. At the time of the poet’s imprison- 
ment at Windsor, she was only nine years 
of age. Attempts to make her out as the 
lady of his other songs and sonnets are 
without substantiation. 

Tuscan, Tuscany. 

her, their. 

The Western isle, Ireland. 

Camber’s cliffs, the cliffs of Wales. 


. did give her lively heat, afforded her 


birth. 
Hunsdon, a town in Hertfordshire, where 
the poet first saw Geraldine. 


. hight, is called. 
. Hampton, 


Hampton Court, a royal 
palace on the Thames a few miles above 
London. 


2. Windsor, Windsor Castle, a royal resi- 


dence on the Thames above London. 


VIRGIL’S ANEID 


. gan, did. 

. Argive, Greek. 

. fray, make afraid, frighten. 
5. me thought, it seemed to me. 
. shene, bright, shining. 


sith, since. 


. Ceres, Earth Mother, the goddess of 


Agriculture in classical mythology. 


. woode, mad, insane. 


39. Ascanius, [ulus, his son. 


. Anchises, his aged father. 
. ugsome, ugly. 
. aghast my sprite, made my spirit afraid. 


59. Juno’s sanctuair, the temple of Juno. 
The 
latter, celebrated for his wisdom, is hero 
of the Odyssey. 


9. clepes, calls. 
. sithes, times. 
. woxe, grew, became. 


stack, stuck. 

85. Hesperian, western. 

Lidian Tiber, the river Tiber, on which 
Rome is situated. 

Myrmidons, Greeks of Thessaly. 
Dolopes, other Greeks of Thessaly. 

son of Venus. Aineas was the son of 
Aphrodite or Venus. 

the God’s great mother, Cybele, the wife 
of Saturn and the mother of the gods. 


102. 
109. 
pte: 
113. 


[ 194a 


Creusa probably means that she will 
pass into the half-deified state of an at- 
tendant upon Cybele. 

raught, reached. 

each-where, everywhere. 

Lucifer, the morning star. 

Ide, Mt. Ida near Troy. 


THOMAS SACKVILLE, LORD 
BUCKHURST 

Thomas Sackville, an only son, was born 
of upper-class parentage at Buckhurst 
in Sussex. He became a student of the 
Inner Temple, of which his father, Sir 
Richard, was governor, and was called 
to the bar. In early life he devoted him- 
self mainly to literature. By 1557 he 
became interested in a work fashioned 
on Lydgate’s Fall of Princes, to which he 
contributed his Induction as a poetical 
preface, and wrote one tale, the Com- 
plaint of the Duke of Buckingham, for the 
plan. These compositions give to the 
collection, the Muvirror for Magistrates, 
its only claim to literary merit. But of 
even greater interest in literary history is 
the part he took in the first tragedy of the 
language in blank verse, Gorboduc, which 
was presented at the Inner Temple in 
1560-1561. He was interested in music 
and freemasonry as well, but polities be- 
came thereal business of hislife. Wealthy, 
traveled, cultivated, favored at court, he 
rose rapidly from parliamentary and 
diplomatic positions to the Privy Coun- 
cil and ultimately to the Lord Treasurer- 
ship of the realm. He was knighted in 
1567, and on the same day was raised 
to the peerage as Lord Buckhurst. In 
1591 he was made chancellor of Oxford 
University. Other honors and emolu- 
ments continued to come to him through- 
out the rest of his long lite. But for his 
occupancy with public affairs he doubtless 
would have attained an even greater 
place in literature. As it is, his is the 
most illustrious name in English poetry 
between Chaucer and Spenser. 


THE INDUCTION 


. treen, trees. 


Saturnus, Saturn, the planet of evil in- 
fluence. 4 
7. tapets, tapestries, foliage. 


. erst, first, once, erstwhile. 

. Boreas, the North Wind. 

. Hermes, messenger of the gods. 

. Mars, god of War. 

. Virgo, the Virgin, a constellation due 


south of the handle of the Dipper. 
Thetis, goddess of the Sea. 

Scorpio... Sagittarius, southern con- 
stellations, eighth and ninth signe of 
the zodiac. 


196a | 


32. The Bear, a constellation. 

36. Phaeton, the sun god Helios, or, accord- 
ing to other traditions, the son of 
Helios. 

40. stent, stopping-place, end. 

42. Titan, the Sun. 

43. Cynthea, the Moon. 

45. noonstead, point of noon, the zenith. 

196b 48. chare, car, chariot. 

57. leams, flames, rays. 

60. Pheebus, the sun god. 

68. peers, noblemen of high rank, lords. 

69. descrive, describe, write about. 

74. wight, creature, person. 

74. forewaste, wasted away. 

75. brast, burst. 

78. forewithered and forespent, all withered 
and worn. 

80. welkéd, withered. 

80. besprent, besprinkled. 

197a 90. doom, judgment, opinion. 

93. distrained, distraught, pained. 

97. dewle, lamentation, dole. 

102. dure, endure. 

102. attaint, touched, afflicted. 

103. all forefaint, very faint. 

107. aslake, abate. 

109. the Furies, three merciless sisters with 
snaky locks, daughters of Night, whose 
duty it was to punish guilty souls after 
death. 

110. Pluto, brother of Jupiter and Neptune 
and ruler of the Underworld. 

111. Lethe, the river of Oblivion, situated in 
the lower world. 

197b 120. out Brayed, gasped out. 

122. shright, shrieked. 

123. to-dashed, dashed to pieces. 

125. eft, again, anew. 

128. appale, make pale, appall. 

131. avale, fall or sink down. 

132. foredone, undone. 

135. drear, dreariness, gloom. 

141. stike, stich, a stanza or verse. 

143. élus, god of the Winds. 

145. bedrent, drenched. 

152. ruing, sorrowing, repenting. 

156. whilere, erewhile, formerly. 

198a 161. won, dwelling. 

164. glass, mirror. 

174. godhead, godhood. 

179. swing, sway. 

191. unmeet, unmeasured. 

198b 202. Astoined, astounded. 

208. anon, at once. 

210. Avern, Avernus, a lake near Naples, sup- 
posed to be the entrance to Hades. 

212. swelth, overflow. 

199a 236. staring, standing on end. 

243. farforth, far, to such a degree. 

250. fet, fetched. 

253. somedeal, somewhat. 

258. scrip, wallet. 

271. breres, briars. 

273. tawéd, hardened. 

199b 284. keep, heed, care. 
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294, Croesus, king of Lydia about 550 B.c., 
fabulously wealthy. 

204. Irus, a Homeric beggar of gigantic size, 
who kept watch over the suitors of Penel- 
ope and by them was employed as mes- 
senger, 

299. Sisters, the Fates —Clotho, Lachesis, 
and Atropos, who severally spun, 
twisted, and severed the thread of life. 

309. But and, although. 

313. eld, old age. 

314. all were it, although it were. 

200a 318. reckless, heedless. 

331 Went on three feet, walked with the sup- 
port of a staff. 

333. pilled, bare. 

333. forlore, utterly lost. 

342. recure, recovery. 

200b 361. maw, stomach. 

371. Enthrilling, piercing in. 

372. by and by, at once. 

381. eftsoons, very soon, forthwith. 

382. affrayéd, frightened. 

383. dight, clad, provided. 

383. pardé, pardy, Fr. par Dieu. Here means 
little more than “in truth.” 

201a 398. forehewed, cut to pieces. 

400. depainted, depicted. 

405. Darius, king of Persia, 521-486 B.c., who 
with an innumerable host failed at Mara- 
thon in 490 to conquer Greece. It was 
Darius III, however, whom Alexander 
overthrew. 

407. Macedo, Alexander the Great, 356-323 

B.C. 

410. Duke, leader, 

410. Hannibal, 247-183 n.c., greatest of the 
Carthaginian generals who fought 
against Rome. He defeated the Romans 
disastrously at the Trebia River in 218, 
at Lake Trasimene in 217, and at Cannwy 
in 216, where the consul Paulus fell. He 
was overcome by Scipio Africanus at 
Zama in Africa in 202. 

422. Cesar weeping over Pompey’s head. 
Pompey was treacherously murdered in 
Lgypt shortly after his defeat by Crsar 
at Pharsalia in 48 p.c. At sight of his 
severed head Cmsar is said to have 
wept. 

423. Sulla and Marius. ‘he civil war be- 
tween Marius and Sulla began in 88 p.c. 
and resulted ultimately in the triumph 
of the latter and his elevation to the 
dictatorship in 82. 

425. Cyrus, ‘the Younger,” slain on the 
battlefield of Cunaxa, 401 B.c., in his 
attempt to overthrow his brother Arta- 
xerxes with the aid of the Ten Thousand 
Greeks celebrated in the Anabasis of 
Xenophon. 

426. the queen, etc., Parysatis, the mother of 
Cyrus. She is reported to have inflicted 
atrocious punishments on those of his 
enemies whom she overcame after his 
death. 
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4. 


204b 


8. 
ll. 


206a 
37, 


. poun 


THE PROMISE OF A CON- 
STANT LOVER 


fret, break; literally, to chafe. 


THAT EACH THING IS 
HURT OF ITSELF 
to-fret, eaten to pieces. 
envy, hatred, animosity. 


AN OLD LOVER TO A YOUNG 
GENTLEWOMAN 


. trill the ball, as a toy before a child, to 


attract its attention; to tantalize. 
d, a place for confining animals 
caught astray. 


. lime, birdlime, snare, 
. feared, afraid. 
. at price for every ware, know the cost of 


every commodity before buying. 


. good cheap, at a bargain. 
. on head, ahead. 


ALE SONG 


One of the most celebrated drinking 
songs in the language. It belongs ear- 
lier, but cannot be definitely placed be- 
fore the period here represented. 


. him that wears a hood, that is, any man. 
. crab, crab apple. 

. do me stead, be sufficient for me. 

. trow, trust, believe. 

5. trowl, pledge with a gesture or flourish. 
. wink, sleep. 


RICHARD EDWARDES 


A native of Somersetshire, Edwardes be- 
came a student and fellow of Oxford; 
but after being created M.A. in 1547, 
he interested himself in playmaking and 
poetry in London. Only one of his 
lays, of indifferent quality at best, 
as come down to us, but a number 
of his poems have been preserved, 
chiefly in the celebrated Paradyse of 
Daynty Devises of 1576, to which he was 
principal contributor. He was greatly 
admired as a poet by his contemporaries, 
whose judgment has been approved by 
his retention, in a moderate way, to 
fame down to the present time. His 
chief characteristics are grace and ten- 
derness, and a thoughtful outlook on 
life. 


AMANTIUM IRA, ete. 


A translation of the title may be found 
in the closing line of each stanza. 

35. some beck, some check, some nod 
approval, some hold in or refuse. 

at cap and knee, the posture of a courtly 
bow or formal salutation. 
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GEORGE GASGOIGNE 


In his day Gascoigne’s reputation as a 
poet suffered from his excesses as a man. 
Coming from a better-class Bedfordshire 
family, he spent some time at Cambridge 
without taking a degree, and then, os- 
tensibly in the study of law, he lived 
somewhat the life of a rakehell in London 
as an inn-of-court man. Charges of 
gambling, debt, atheism, and even of 
manslaughter are recorded against him. 
Among worse things, he is denominated 
“a common rymer and a deviser of slan- 
derous pasquils against divers persones 
of great calling.” He is important as a 
literary pioneer. His Swpposes is the 
first English comedy in prose, his Steele 
Glas is the first regular verse satire in 
the language, and his Certain Notes of 
Instruction concerning the Making of 
Verse must be placed as the first critical 
essay in English. In his poetry he is 
certainly facile, but evidently he used his 
muse too much for his own personal ad- 
vancement. He is best in his short 
poems, in which he attained an ease and 
a smoothness that are rarely discoverable 
o English Renaissance poetry before his 
ay. 


THE LULLABY OF A LOVER 


206b 42. ware, need, caution. 


16 


25. 
al. 


A STRANGE PASSION OF 
A LOVER 


. grutch, complaint, ill temper. 
Philomene, Philomel, the nightingale. 
wray, bewray, beguile. 

wench, girl, without the ill suggestion 
which the word later carries. 


EDWARD DE VERE, EARL 
OF OXFORD 


Edward de Vere, seventeenth earl of 
Oxford, is a good example, even in the 
unfavorable light in which Ascham has 
depicted the type, of the Italianate 
Englishman at the English court in the 
period of the Renaissance, Despite 
many rich inheritances, he was con- 
stantly in jeopardy and was frequently 
brought to the verge of ruin by his reck- 
less temper and profligate manner of 
living. He was a dissolute fop. In his 
artistic tastes he turned to music and 
poetry, and in the latter art he ranks 
high among the courtly group of his day. 
The charm of his verse is evident in the 
more than twenty of his poems which 
have come down to us from the anthol- 
ogies of the period, 


IF WOMEN COULD BE FAIR 


1. fond, foolish. 

8. Phebus, Apollo, the personification of 
manly beauty and excellence. 

8. Pan, the god of flocks and shepherds. 
His favorite residence was in Areadia. 

9. haggards, wild or ill-trained falcons. 

207b 17. their fancy try, put their love to the 

test. 


WILLIAM CAXTON 


The first English printer, Wiliam Cax- 
ton, was born in the Weald of Kent of 
parents whose names and condition are 
not known. After some routine of edu- 
cation, he was apprenticed to a mercer or 
merchant in London, on whose death he 
removed to Brugesin Holland for the com- 
pletion of his apprenticeship, and there 
gradually rose to the position of governor 
of the English Merchants’ Association. 
About 1469 he gave up his business 
career and became a translator and 
printer under the patronage of the Duch- 
ess of Burgundy, an English princess 
In 1476 he returned to England with his 
new art and the following year issued 
from his press in Westminster his Diefes 
and Sayings of the Philosophers, which 
was the first book to be printed in Eng- 
land. From that time until his death 
in 1491 he displaved marvellous industry 
and energy as a printer and translator. 
Within fourteen years he published 
about eighty separate books, some in 
more than one edition, a total of eighty 
thousand pages in print, and translated 
by his own hand more than twenty 
works. He was versatile in French and 
knew Latin, was esteemed at court, and 
enjoyed some court patronage. As a 
translator he had much to do with fixing 
the literary usage of the language in the 
sixteenth century. 


PREFACE TO LE MORTE 
D’ ARTHUR 


11. demanded, asked. 

12. do made, caused to be made. 

13 f. Saint Greal, Holy Grail, the cup from 
which Christ drank on the night of the 
Last Supper or, according to another 
tradition, the vessel used to eatch the 
blood from Christ’s wounds as he hung 
on the cross. It is intimately associated 
with English romantic material from the 
tradition that Joseph of Arimathea 
transported the cup to England and 
deposited it in the monastery of Glaston- 
bury, whence it vanished in the early 
Dark Ages and was known to reappear 
in vision here and there to any one who 
was virtuous enough to see it. It early 
became identified with the Arthurian 


207a 
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material. Compare Tennyson’s idyl, 
The Holy Grail. 

22. Paynims, pagans. 

338. behest, promise. 

207b 1 f. Judas Maccabeeus, the defender and 

preserver of Jewish religious and political 
liberty in the first half of the second cen- 
tury before Christ. 

5. stalled, installed. 

14. Godfrey of Boloine, a leader in the first 
erusade, latter half of the eleventh cen- 
tury. Caxton’s book, The History of 
Goajrey of Boulogne, was printed in 1481, 

208a 5. aretted, imputed, adjudged. 

Q, Glastonbury. In southwest England, 
now Somersetshire. See notes to Thomas 
Warton’s Grave of King Arthur, p. 597a, 
i]. S6 and 116, 

Qf. Policronicon, an historical work in 
Latin by Ralph Higden, fourteenth 
century. 

14. Bochas, Boccaccio, 18138-1875, Htalian — 
poet and novelist, author of the Decame- 
ron. His De Casu Princtpum (‘On the 
Fall of Princes’’) belongs to the same 
literary type as the Mirror for Magis- 
rates. See introductory note to Sack- 
ville, p. 195. 

16 f. Galfridus in his British book, Geoffrey 
of Monmouth, History of the Kings of 
Briiam, ca. 1136. See p. 75 ff. 

21. St. Edward, Edward the Confessor, ca. 
1004-1066. 

27. Winchester, in Hampshire; according to 
one tradition, Camelot, the seat of Ar- 
thur’s kingdom. 

41. Camelot, Arthur's capital city, by Cax- 
ton here located in Wales. See also 
_especially note to p. 96b, 1. 247 ff. 

46. the Word of God. See Matthew xiii, 
37 . 

208b 10. conning, knowledge, skill. 

12. enprised, undertaken. 

15. Sir Thomas Malorye, author of Le Morte 
Derther, at one time a knight in the 
retinue of Richard Beauchamp, Earl of 
Warwick. See introductory note to Mal- 
ory, p. 130. 

29. honest, honorable. 

35. hardiness, bravery. 

os. Tenommee, renown. 


2098 PREFACE TO THE ANEID 


8. clerk, scholar. 

13. Eneas departed, etc. See the Earl of 
Surrey’s translation above, p. 194 ff. 

33. delibered, deliberated. 

49 f. evidences, legal documents. 

209b 14. Forland, the extreme northeast 
point of land in Kent at the mouth of the 
Thames. 

41. uplondished man, countryman. 

50. entermete, meddle with. 

210a 1. lightly, quickly, easily. 

10. Master John Skelton, a noted English 


. 


210a } 


humanist and poet, ca. 1460-1529, pro- 
tégé of Henry VII and tutor of the future 
Henry VIIL. He was made poet laureate 
of Oxford in 1489. 

13. address and expown, straighten out and 
explain. 

18. Epistles of Tully, Marcus Tullius Cice- 
ro’s letters. 

18 f. Diodorus Siculus, Diodorus of Sicily, 
a Greek historian, second half of the 
first century before Christ. 

21. craftily, skillfully. 

26 f. appropred, appropriated. 

28. Helicon’s well, Hippocrene, a fountain 
on Mt. Helicon in Boeotia, sacred to the 
Muses. 

35 f. to-coming, future. 

36. Arthur. This prince died and his brother 
succeeded to the throne as Henry VIII on 
the death of Henry VII in 1509. Ar- 
thur’s widow was the Catherine of Aragon 
so celebrated in Henry VIII’s matrimo- 
nial history. 


ROGER ASCHAM 


Roger Ascham was born at Kirby Wiske 
of anative Yorkshire family. He received 
his earliest education from his father, 
who was both a wise and a good man. 
While still a child, he was adopted into the 
home of Sir Anthony Wingfield and there 
brought up in learning. Under his patron 
he made rapid progress in English and 
classical studies, and developed a liking 
for archery, which remained with him 
through life. At fifteen he entered St. 
John’s College, Cambridge, won recog- 
nition soon for his proficiency in Latin 
and Greek, and became an accomplished 
musician and penman. He attained 
both degrees in the Arts and was made a 
fellow of his college. As Greek reader 
he was popular, but university dissen- 
sions annoyed him so much that he 
sought employment elsewhere. In 1545 
appeared his J’orophilus with a dedica- 
tion to the King, who was so pleased 
with the work that he settled a pension 
of £10 on the author. The book is cele- 
brated for the vigor, purity, and flexibil- 
ity of its style, and for the plea it makes 
in the prefatory address for the literary 
use of the English tongue as opposed to 
Greek and Latin. In 1546 Ascham was 
made public orator of the University, a 
position which entailed heavy correspond- 
ence for several years afterwards. For 
two years, 1548-1550, he was tutor to 
Elizabeth, then residing at Cheshunt. 
On the accession of Mary he became her 
Latin Secretary, at a salary of £20, and 
acquitted himself well in the office. He 
continued in royal favor in Elizabeth’s 
reign but was continually harassed by 
ill health and insufficient means for his 
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family responsibilities. His last years 
were devoted to his second great work, 
the Scolemaster, which appeared two 
years after his death, in 1570. Ascham 
was one of the great humanists (see p. 
186), but his chief merit lies in his sim- 
ple, direct, and easy-flowing use of the 
English language, “for the good of all 
Englishmen.”’ 


TOXOPHILUS 


The title means lover of the bow. 

7. Bias the wise man, one of the Seven 
Sages of Greece, famous for his apo- 
thegms. 

12f. news but these. The word news was 
used frequently in the plural sense until 
after Shakespeare’s day. 

211a 30. in such a mean, in such a moderate 


210b 


way. 
211b 11. Aristotle, a Greek philosopher, 384— 
322 B.c., the fountainhead of western 
criticism. See also notes to p. 91a, 38, 
and p. 91b, 19 ff. 
38 f. books of feigned chivalry, romances. 
212a 4. outshoot, overshoot. 
9. plucketh down a side, shoots aside into 
the ground (?). ‘ 
25. a-good, in earnest. 
43. stark nought, absolutely nothing. 
53. fletchers, arrow makers. 
212b 1. bowyers, makers of bows. 
46. artillery, the science of shooting. 


JOHN FOXE 


John Foxe, the greatest of martyrolo- 
gists, was a native of Boston in Lincoln- 
shire. His father died early, but he 
luckily succeeded to a good stepfather. 
He early displayed a zeal for study. By 
the help of friends he was enabled to 
enter Oxford at sixteen. He became a 
fellow of Magdalen in 1539 and_ pro- 
ceeded M.A. in 1543; but because of 
his advanced religious views, he resigned 
his fellowship in 1545. For five years, 
1548-1553, he was tutor to the orphan 
children of the Karl of Surrey, but fled 
the country at the beginning of Mary’s 
persecutions. He returned on the aeces- 
sion of Elizabeth and in 1563 issued his 
Acts and Monuments, which became 
known at once as the “ Book of Mar- 
tyrs.” The work was long the chief 
authority for Protestant church history, 
a storehouse of arguments against the 
Catholics, and a treasury of stories and 
sermon material for Protestant clergy- 
men. But, despite the deep earnestness 
which gives the work its vigorous style, 
the author was too violent a partisan to 
be accurate or just. Nevertheless, in its 
large amount of first-hand material the 
work is valuable, and it reflects the social 
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ing from his cantos before the Court is 
one of the most dramatic events in 
literary history. Elizabeth was capti- 
vated. Spenser felt assured of prefer- 
ment, but after some delay received a 
formal grant only of £50 per annum. In 
disappointment he returned to his estate 
in Ireland. There in 1594 he married 
Elizabeth Boyle, whom he had addressed 
in~his-sonnets;-stmoretti> He retiiinied 
to England-in 1596 and published the 
second three books of the Faerte Queene, 
without reward. In a peasants’ uprising 
in 1598 his castle was red —to_ the 
and he the country with his 

r. London shattered 
in spirit and health, and died there a 
-}month after his arrival, ‘‘for want of 
bread,”’ according to Ben Jonson. He 
buried in Westminster Abbey only 
a few yards from Chaucer. Spenser’s 
literary gifts were as rich as they were 
manifold. His lyrical power was of the 
very highest order; i displayed the 
rarest talent for _épical narrative, in a 
medium of his own mastérfilcontriv- 
——ance;| he expressed the Inglish Renais- 
ee best in several of its larger aspects, 


its aspiration, its fondness for allegory, 
and its luxury of color; only Milton and 


ray among the English ts have sur- 


passed bim = Tea, eae in sheer im- 
inative splendor he excels “all others 
who tten in English. 


FAERIE QUEENE 


The Faerie Queene is an epic poem in 
which Spenser, using as a plot many 
themes from mediseval romance, sets 
forth an elaborate allegory designed, as 
he tells us, ‘‘ to fashion a gentleman or 
noble person in virtuous or gentle disci- 
pline.”’ Prince Arthur is in love with 
the Faerie Queene, from whose court 
the Red Cross Knight and the heroes of 
the remaining books set forth on their 
various quests. The allegory is threefold 
— moral, religious, and politi¢al, Arthur, 
for example, represents Magnificence, 
which, according to Aristotle (see notes to 
p. 91a, 1. 88 and p. 91b, |. 19 ff.) is the per- 
fection of the moral virtues. He also repre- 
sents divine grace. The Red Cross Knight 
represents Form Sahn NS ee rit ‘i 
England. AS @ figure in the political al- 
legory, Arthur suggests Leicester, the 
favorite of Queen Elizabeth, who is rep- 
resented by the Faerie Queene. Duessa 


represents Mary Queen of Scots, And 
soon" The allegory is complicated and 
at times obscure and confused. ‘The 
Faerie Queene is written in a nine-line 
stanza invented by Spenser and named 
in his honor. It consists of eight ten- 
syllable lines followed by a twelve-syl- 
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lable line called an “ alexandrine.”’? The 
rhyme scheme is ababbebce. 

The Faerie Queene is a noble poem. For 
us its interest consists not in the aiissure | 
or the moral lesson, but in the music and 
dignity of the verse and the unsurpassed 
variety and beauty of the descriptions 
that ctowd its pages. = 


. A gentle knight, the hero of the first 


book, exemplifying Holiness. 


. pricking, spurring. 


Yet arms, etc. he Red Cross Knight, 
like the hero of the romance of Sir Libeaus 
Desconus, has just been knighted and is 
Wearing second-hand armor. 

giusts, jousts. 

cheere, countenance. 

Gloriana, Queen Elizabeth. 

Faery Lond, Wngland. 
Shela the Devil. See Revelation 
xii, 9. 

A lovely ladie, Una, or Truth. 

43. that infernall feend, the Dragon. 
Forwasted, laid waste. 

a dwarfe, Prudence, Common Sense. 
lemans, lovers. 

everie wight to shrowd it, etc., it com- 
pelled every creature to seek cover. 

eke, also. 

perceable, pierceable, penetrable. 

68. can, did. 

The sayling pine, so called from its use 
in making sailing vessels. For the cata- 
wy trees, compare note to p. 120b,. 
aol ie 

The builder oake, the oak used in build- 
ing. 

still, always. 

eugh, yew. 

sallow, a species of willow. 

The mirrhe sweete, etc., the Arabian 
myrtle, which exudes a bitter but fra- 
grant gum. Myrrha was the mother of 
Adonis. Wounded by her father, she 
fled to Arabia and was there changed 
into the myrtle. 

The warlike beech, so called from its use 
in making spears, ete. 
the ash for nothing ill. 
used for many purposes. 
platane, plane tree. 
The carver holme. 
was used in carving. 
weening, thinking. 
doubt, fear. 

about, out of. 
Eftsoones, very soon, quickly. 

110. wot, know. 

retrate, retreat. 

the wandring wood, the wood in which 
men wander or go astray. 

read, advice. 

hardiment, bravery, daring. 

boughtes, folds. 

uncouth, unknown, strange, 

effraide, frightened, 


Ashwood was 


The evergreen oak 
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139. entraile, coil. 

219a 145. Elfe, the Knight, as belonging to 
Fairyland. 

147. trenchand, cutting, sharp. 

149. bray, ery out harshly. 

152. enhaunst, uplifted. 

156. attonce, at once. 

158. Tho, then. 

168. His gall did grate, etc., his ire was 
aroused from pain and disgust. 

170. gorge, throat. 

174. gobbets, lumps. 

177. bookes and papers, that is, the literature 
on which Error is nourished. 

178. frogs and toades, very venomous ani- 
mals, according to the medixwval no- 
tion. 

180. parbreake, vomit. 

181. Nilus, the river Nile. 

219b 185. avale, subside. 

189. reed, perceive. 

194. sinke, hoard. 

200. welke, grow pale, wane. 

206. clownish, rustic. 

212. lin, cease. 

220a 227. unkindly, unnatural. 

254. An agéd sire, Archimago, an enchanter, 
exemplifying Hypocrisy. 

254. weedes, garments. 

262. louting, bowing. 

263. quited, requited, returned. 

267. Silly, simple. 

268. Bidding his beades, counting his beads, 
praying. 

270. mell, meddle. 

277. weare, spend. 

280. wastfull, barren. 

285. forwearied, wearied out. 

288. baite, refresh. 

295. take up your in, have lodging. 

302. edifyde, built. 

221a 313. file, make smooth. 

315. Ave-Mary. See note to p. 104b 

318. Morpheus, god of Sleep. 

320. riddes, conducts. 

328. Plutoes griesly dame, Proserpine, queen 

of the Underworld. 

Great Gorgon, Demogorgon. 

Cocytus ... Styx, rivers of wailing and 

hate in the Underworld. 

38. fray, frighten. 

43. sperséd, dispersed. 

21b 348. Tethys, Ocean. Tethys was a Ti- 

tan and wife of Oceanus, god of the 
Ocean-Stream, which, according to clas- 
sical mythology, flowed around the 
world. 

349. Cynthia, the Moon. 

360. keepe, heed. 

372. mought, might. 

381. Hecate, a malignant deity of the Under- 
world, presiding over witchcraft and 
enchantment. 

222a 3 391. careful carke, sorrow full of care. 

392. starke, stiff. 
411. borne without her dew, born unnaturally. 


my 205: 
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422. playned, complained. 

422. false wingéd boy, Cupid. 

222b 430. the Graces, the three daughters of 
Jupiter and Eurynome — Aglaia, Eu- 
phrosyne, and Thalia, attendants of 
Venus. See |. 14 ff. of Milton’s L’ Al- 
legro. 

431. Hymen I6 Hymen. From a Roman mar- 
riage song addressed to Hymen, god of 
Marriage. 

447. To prove, etc., to try his senses and put 
her to the test to see if she were gen- 
uine. 

454. the blind god, Cupid. 

454. amate, subdue. 

223a 473. redoubted, doughty. 

476. shend, shame. 

488. light, fickle. 

494, he, the dream-spright. 

1. northerne wagoner, ‘constellation of 
Boétes, containing the bright star Arctu- 
rus. 

2. sevenfold teme, the seven stars making 
up the Great Bear, or Dipper. 

2. stedfast starre, pole star. 
6. Chaunticlere, the cock. 
223b 16: Proserpines wrath. 

Canto I, 1. 328. 

22. justyhed, pleasure. 

34. wex, grows. 

40. ment, mixed, mingled. 

43. yblent, blinded. 

224a 50. Yrkesome, tired, weary. 

51. Hesperus, the evening star. 

55. the rosy fingred Morning, etc. The 
goddess Aurora loved the Trojan Prince 
Tithonus and won for him, by consent of 
the gods, immortality, but neglected to 
ask for eternal youth. He wasted away 
until nothing was left of him but his 
weak, rasping voice, and then the god- 
dess in pity changed him into a grass- 
hopper. Cf. Tennyson’s Tithonus. 

58. Titan, the Sun. 

60. baser, too mean or lowly. 

63. stowre, distress, misfortune. 

83. science, knowledge, skill. 

85. Proteus, the son of Poseidon. He was 
gifted with prophecy but was averse to 
using his powers. When seized and im- 
portuned, he would change his shape 
many times in order to escape, but 
a last would yield the benefits of his 
guts. 

224b 96. discolourd, many-colored. 

99. Saint George, "the patron saint of Eng- 
land. 

105. Sarazin, Saracen, pagan. 

107. Sans foy, literally, Without Faith. 

109. a faire companion, Duessa, or False- 
hood. 

111. Purfled, bordered. ‘ 

111. assay, quality. 

113. owches, jewels. 

117. bosses, studs. 

118. disnort, play, sport. 


See note to 


224b | 


118. courting, courtly. 
128. dispiteous, without pity, cruel. 
225a 134. Astonied, astonished. 
135. rebutte, recoil. 
144. broken reliques, splintered lances. 
147. quyteth, requites, repays. 
148. envies, hates. 
155. bitter fitt, agony of death. 
157. forwarnéd, prevented. 
171. Whether, whither, whereto. 
225b 186. emmove, move, excite to pity. 
198. Tiberis, the river Tiber. 
200. haire, heir. 
206. fone, foes. 
212. assaid, assailed, tried. 
226a 224. Sansjoy, Without Joy. 
225. Sansloy, Without Law. 
239. chear, countenance 
243. so dainty, they say, maketh derth. Rar- 
ity, they say, makes very valuable. 
226b 258. mote, might. 
261. tide, while, time. 
268. girlond, wreath, garland. 
269. rifte, fissure. 
273. embard, barred in, imprisoned. 
278. Astond, astounded. 
278. up his heare did hove, his hair stood 
on end. 
284. Limbo lake. 
ing on Hell. 
227a 291. Fradubio, Brother Doubtful. 
295. Boreas, the North Wind. 
316. take in hand, maintain. 
322. dye of warre, fortune of war. 
323. prise martiall, prize of war. 
2276 332. Frelissa, True-Faith-in-Doubt. 
339. her, Frelissa’s. 
342. she, Duessa. 
342. when none, etc., ‘when in reality no 
one in the place was fair.’ 
351. treen mould, form of a tree. 
353. unweeting, not knowing. 
354. wist, knew. 
355. everie prime, every springtime. 
358. origane, a species of mint, sweet mar- 
joram. 
228a 376. pight, placed. 
382. living well, flowing well, spring or foun- 
tain. 
385. well, well-being. 
386. kynd, nature. 
388. hight, called. 
391. dreriment, sorrow. 
228b 4. freakes, tricks. 
14. touch, touchstone, by which gold was 
tested. 
21. preace, press. 
229a 32. fillet, band of cloth for the hair. 
32. undight, unloosed. 
33. stole, a long robe or garment. 
38. A ramping lyon, a bounding lion. 
exemplifying Reason(?). 
39. salvage, savage. 
48. weet, know, recognize. 
229b 87. hore, hoar, old. 
90. sad, firm. 


Limbo is a region border- 


Here 
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102. whereas, where. 

106. affray, terror. 

110. wicket, gate, door. 

230a 116. Pater nosters. The Pater Noster 
(Our Father) is the Lord’s Prayer in 
Latin form, 

117. Aves. See note to p. 104b, 1. 20f. 

121. bitt, bit of food. 

125. hardly doen, done with difficulty. 

136, Aldeboran, a bright star in the group 
Hyades of the constellation Taurus. 

137. Cassiopeias chaire, a constellation op- 
posite the Great Bear on the other side 
of the pole star. 

143. stelths, thefts. 

144. purchas criminall, robbery. 

147. poore mens boxes of their due reliefe, 
alms-boxes of their contents. 

230b 150. carelesse, free from care. 

157. Abessa, Superstition. 

157. Corceca, Blind Devotion. 

172. Him booteth, it profits him. 

231a 185. that long wandring Greeke, Ulys- 
ses, the hero of the Odyssey, who refused 
Calypso’s offer of immortality that he 
might return to Penelope. 

192. Kirkrapine, Robber of Kirks (churches). 

196. amazéd deare, frightened deer. 

204. her rayling, she, the elder, Corceca, of 
course; the other was dumb. 

211. embost, arrayed. 

214. traynes, wiles, guile. 

231b 248. meere, absolute, out and out. 

250. kindly, natural. 

252. liefe, dear. 

232a 257. deface, disfigure, harm. 

271. beaten, storm-beaten. 

276. fierce Orions hound, Sirius, the Dog 
Star. 

279. Nereus, after Poseidon, the most im- 
portant of the sea deities of classical 
mythology, kindly and benevolent, pre- 
siding over the Aigean Sea in partic- 
ular. 

232b 294. chauffed, chafed, irritated. 

307. Paynim, pagan, infidel. 

321. Lethe lake, the river of Oblivion in 
Hades. 

233a 323. Furies. See note to Sackville’s In- 

duction, p. 197a, |. 109. 

323. doen aslake, cause to abate. 

345. hether, hither. 

233b 376. thrilling, piercing. 

377. launcht, split in twain. 

382. spill, destroy. 


SAMUEL DANIEL 


Daniel was the son of a music master in 
the neighborhood of Taunton in Somer- 
set. He entered Oxford as a commoner 
in 1579 but left in three years without a 
degree. After traveling for some time 
on the Continent, he became tutor in 
1590 or soon after to William Herbert, 
later Earl of Pembroke, and thus be- 
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came a member of the celebrated Mary 
Sidney’s cirele, residing at Wilton, the 
family estate in Wiltshire. Without his 
knowledge and greatly to his embarrass- 
ment, twenty-seven of his sonnets were 
published with Sidney's Asérophel and 
Stella in 1591. His corrected edition, To 
Delia, appeared the following year, and 
was well received. In 1595 he issued the 
first four books of his historical poem, 
The Civil Wars, which, next to the 
Faerie Queene, is one of the longest poems 
of the period. The work was inspired 
in part by the enthusiastic patriotism, 
following the triumph over Spain, which 
sought to glorify English achievements, 
and in part by his own notion that men 
are influenced more by epical narrative 
than by any other writings. About 1599 
he became tutor to the young daughter 
of Margaret, Countess of Cumberland 
(see p. 21a), at Skiptonin Yorkshire. His 
associations in his new position were con- 
gonial, but he found the duties of tuition 
irksome. Early in the reign of James he 
was a figure at Court, but his popular 
favor was waning. He retired to Wilt- 
shire in his later years, continued his 
literary work there, and died at Becking- 
ton in 1619. In his literary work he is 
reflective rather than passionate. He is 
at his best in his Delia sonnets, which 
possess a sweetness of rhythm, a delicacy 
of imagery and sentiment, and a beauty 
and purity of language which place them 
among the best of the sonnet series of 
the time. In his longer poems his pure, 
clear, stately, modern diction justifies 
the epithet given him by his contempo- 
raries of *S well-languaged *’ Daniel. 


W34a THE CIVIL WARS 


The portion given is from stanza 19 to 
the end of the Third Book. Compare 
Shakespeare’s Richard I] for a treat- 
ment of the same subject. 

1. The parliament, which now is held. 
Richard was deposed by act of Parlia- 
ment, September 380, 1399. 

2. the king, Henry Bolingbroke, now King 
Henry LY, 

11. Close prisoner. After his deposition 
Richard was confined in Pontefract 
Castle in Yorkshire until his assassina- 
tion. 

17. Carlile, the Bishop of Carlisle. 

26. Aventine-retire, post of refuge or safety. 
The Aventine was farthest south of the 
seven hills of Rome. 

234b 46. assecure, make sure or certain. 

57. accident, incident, event. 

66. th’ abbot’s skill of Westminster. The 
plot to kill Ning Henry and restore 
Richard to the throne was laid at the 
house of the Abbot of Westminster. 


NOTES 


[ 233b 


235a S9. Bewray, betray, diselose. 

106. Surrey, Thomas, Duke of Surrey. 

235b 120. dash, destroy. 

120. fact, deed. 

145. Blount, Sir Thomas Blount. 

151. warier carriage in the thing, a more can- 
tious conduct in the business. 

236a 184. cast the worst of ill, forecast the 
worst that may befall. 

236b 215. raise another head, organize another 
power or army. 

237a 245. Aumarle, Edward, Duke of Au- 
merle, son to the Duke of York. 

237b 289. foregoes, goes before, anticipates. 

290. eminent, imminent, near at hand. 

290. woful king, Richard. 

293. rose, rose in revolt. 

299. he, Henry IV. 

238a 311. a knight, Sir Pierce of Exton. 

341. Pomfret, Pontefract Castle in the West 
Riding of Yorkshire. See note to Ll. 11. 

342. laid in hold, committed to prison. 

346. 
angel.” 

238b 351. prophetising, prophetical. 

359. unquick, lacking life or luster. 

368. Conferring, comparing. 

382. restraint, confinement. 

239a 393. Diocletian, a Roman emperor who, 
after a troubled reign of twenty-one 
years, longed for repose and abdicated 
A.D. 305. He spent the remainder of his 
life among his gardens in Illyria. 

418. Whenas, when, whereupon. 

419. Enforced them strain who, compelled 
them to make a nice point as to who. 

239b 437. Marius’ soldier at Minternum. In 
the civil war with Sulla in 88 8.c., Marius 
took refuge at Minturne in the lowlands 
of Latium. The soldier sent to kill him 
quailed at a look from the old general and 
fled, exclaiming, “I cannot kill Caius 
Marius! ” 

446. presently, immediately. 

466. being laid to sore, being hard pressed. 

240a 473. proditorious, treacherous. 

487. So th’ wolf, etce., referring to the well- 

known fable of sop. 

Betraying, deceiving. 

503. check, rebuke. 

506. th’ oblation, sacrifice, offering. 

240b 548. Of mild access, easy to approach. 

241a 556. being the simple usager, etc., he 

being simply the agent or user only for 
the state. 
. concusséd, violently BS aS, agitated. 
5. revocate, revoke. 


488. 


569. Syndick, organized body of control or 
management. 

573. president, precedent, principle of proce- 
dure. 

573. of pestilent import, of pernicious charac- 
ter. 

581. calls up many’s hopes, etc., excites hope 


in many, but brings gratification to few. 
3. their. The antecedent is‘ kings,” |. 579. 


woe 


near genius, presiding spirit or “ good ~ 


241b | 


TO THE LADY MARGARET, 
COUNTESS OF CUMBERLAND 


241b 7. seat, site, situation. 


18. 


stately, of or pertaining to thé state. 


20. ill-succeeding, turning out ill. 


22. 


35. 
48. 


Great pirate Pompey, etc. In little 
more than a month in 67 B.c., Pompey 
the Great drove the Mediterranean pi- 
rates from the sea. Because of his un- 
scrupulous and almost successful effort 
to dominate the Roman world, Pompey 
might be spoken of as a pirate. 

sits, in judgment as a magistrate. 

not strange, but as foredone, as not be- 
ing unnatural, because foreordained. 


242a 57. madam. See the title. 


67. 
68. 


kind, womankind, nature. 
head, armed force, power. 


69 f. hue The world can cast, color or shade 


82. 


the world can contrive by way of illusion. 
use to do, are accustomed to do. 


242b 101 f. dispense With, grant dispensation 


106. 
114. 
hye 
119. 


to. 

cast the sum, reckoned the total. 
set, set up, as in music. 

union, unison. 

accord, concord, harmony. 


MICHAEL DRAYTON 


Drayton was born in the northern part 
of Shakespeare’s county of Warwick- 
shire, preceded him by a year in birth, 
and is said by Aubrey to have had a 
butcher to his father, a trade that is also 
associated with Shakespeare’s name. 
Drayton himself says he was “ nobly 
bred,” which probably means he was 
brought up in the household of Sir 
Henry Goodere of Powlesworth. There 
is no evidence that he was ever at either 
university. He published in 1591 some 
portions of Scripture metrically rendered. 
A volume of eclogues followed in 1593. 
The next year appeared his /dea sonnets, 
which fill a worthy place among the 
numerous: cycles of the time. Then for 
a decade or more he was in part a play- 
wright, usually in collaboration with 
others, but mainly, like Samuel Daniel, a 
poet of the heroical in English history. 
His Heroical Epistles appeared in 1597 
and his Barons’ Wars in 1603. Parts of 
his Poly-olbion, a versified geography of 
England, appeared in 1613. It is his 
magnum opus, representing many years 
of industrious labor and containing amid 
much solid matter passages of great 
sweetness and light, but it fell unnoticed 
from the press because the wave of pa- 
triotic fervor which prevailed in England 
at the time of its inception had subsided. 
His dainty and inimitable fairy poem 
Nymphidia appeared in 1627. The tone 
and metrical form are derived from 
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Chaucer’s Sir Thopas, but in general 
Nymphidia owes little to its predecessors. 
Nothing better of its kind has ever been 
done. Drayton died in 1631 and re- 
ceived interment in Westminster Abbey. 
He was a man of life upright and a poet 
of unusual talent and marvellous indus- 
try. Many plaudits came to him in his 
day, which have not yet ceased to echo 
the fame of his poetry. 


NYMPHIDIA 


An interesting comparison, for the treat- 
ment of the fairy element in literature, 
may be made with Shakespeare’s A Mid- 
summer Night's Dream, which, strange 
to say, Drayton forgets to mention. 


243a 1. Topas. Sir Thopas, the hero of Chau- 


18. 
25. 


. Rabelais. 


cer’s burlesque romance of the same 
name, set out to seek an elf queen. 
Francois Rabelais, ca. 1490- 
1553, a French humorist, was the author 
of the celebrated ‘‘ novel” Pantagruel, 
which contains much learned fooling and 
is based on the romances of chivalry. 


. Dowsabel, a favorite name for a rustic 


sweetheart in pastoral poetry. It came 
from the French douce et belle, ‘‘ sweet 
and pretty.” 

Or of the later, or the old, either in recent 
times or in the past. 

Nymphidia. The poet’s muse and in- 
formant is one of the spirits in attendance 
upon Queen Mab. 


243b 49. Obe, Oberon, King of Fairyland. 


54. 
55. 


63. 
65. 
72. 


102. 


upright, face upwards. 

the mare that hight. The nightmare was 
supposed to be an incubus or evil spirit 
that oppressed people in sleep. 

dancing hays, dancing in a ring. 
sluttery, slatternliness, slovenliness. 

oaf, an elf’s child, in reference to the 
popular belief in the changeling. 
emmet’s eyes, eyes of the ant. 


244a 118. may, the hawthorn flower. 


132. 


letting, prevention, hindrance. 


244b 160. diswitted, deprived of wit or sense. 


182. 


190. 


193 f. The Tuscan poet. 


196. 
197. 


199: 


as mad as any hare, ‘as mad as a 
March hare,” in reference to the wild 
actions of the hare in the breeding season. 
About his head he lets it walk. He 
swings if about his head as a club. 
Ariosto, 1474-1533, 
in his Orlando Furioso, ‘‘ Roland in Mad- 
ness,” recounts the semimythical ex- 
ploits of Roland, one of the ‘* paladins,” or 
distinguished followers of Charlemagne. 
Alcides, Hercules, a celebrated Greek 
hero, driven mad by Juno. 

Ajax Telamon, a Grecian hero in the 
Trojan War, called Ajax the Greater. 
After being defeated by Ulysses, he went 
mad. 

Bedlam, mad. The word is a corruption 
of Bethlehem, an institution in London 
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for the care of returned crusaders who 
had become insane. 

245a 240. moiléd, bedaubed, defiled. 

259. chop, come or go suddenly or violently. 

245b 274. Don Quixote, the Knight of La 

Mancha, hero of Cervantes’ celebrated 
burlesque romance by the same name. 
Sancho Panza is his famous squire. 

280. gravel, perplex, run aground. 

282. Puck, an English popular sprite, known 
by several names but with one character. 
See Shakespeare’s A Midsummer Night’s 
Dream for the greatest of all delineations 
of him. 

291. bush, thicket. 

246a 326. hautboy, ancestor of the present 


oboe. 

246b 371. her over-match, more than a match 
for her. 

383. out of hand, forthwith, instantly. 

385. fern-seed doth bestow. According to 
the popular notion, fernseed had the 
power to render the possessor invisible. 

386. kernel of the mistletoe. Mistletoe was 
consecrated to religious purposes by the 
ancient Celts. The present custom of 
kissing under the mistletoe at Christmas 
time is’a relic of an old superstition. 

389. night-shade, henbane. 

390. vervain, a species of verbena, used as a 
cooling remedy. 

390. dill, a member of the carrot family, with 
aromatic seeds, used in pickling. 

396. lunary, moonwort. 

397. molewarp, the mole. 

398. pismire, the ant. 

247a 417. mandrake’s dreadful groans. Man- 
dragora, so named from the rough re- 
semblance of its forked root to a man. 
When torn from the soil, it was reputed 
to utter a shriek, which drove any 
hearer insane. It was supposed to have 
strong medicinal properties. 

418. lubrican, the leprechaun, in Irish su- 
perstition a pygmy sprite given to serv- 
ing human beings when treated well. 

422. fire-drake, a fire-breathing monster or 
dragon. See Beowulf, 1. 2200 ff. 

426. stound, stroke. 

428. fear us, cause us to fear. 

430. night-raven, the night-heron. 

436. she doth only mind him, she is appre- 
hensive of, or gives attention to, him 
only. 

455. case, skin. 


247b 476. madding, acting madly. 

490. cockle-shell, shell of a species of mollusk. 

493. a bent, a rush stalk. 

495. pile, point or head. 

248a 546. quoint, quaint, pretty. 

249a 648. poke, bag or sack. 

651. pother, a smothering cloud of smoke, 
dust, ete. 

662. eschew his blame, avoid his punish- 
ment. 

249b 701. mickle, much, great. 


NOTES 


J 


[ote 


THOMAS HOWELL 


—_o ve 


Thomas Howell, of whom very little is — 


known, was probably a native of Dunster 
in Somerset. At the time of his Arbor 
of Amitie, “ by Thomas Howell, Gentle- 
man,” 1568, he appears to have been 
employed in the household of the Earl 
of Shrewsbury. His last work, so far as 
known, was his Derises, “ 
exercise and his Friends pleasure,” in 


1581, when he was in service to the 
Countess of Pembroke, at Wilton. Here, 
while im temporary retirement from 


court, Sidney wrote for his incomparable 
sister his Arcadia, which Howell almost 
certainly saw in manuscript and cele- 
brated in his best known poem. 
belongs to the school of Wyatt and Sur- 
rey and wrote on the approved themes. 
In his metrical variety he points the way 
to the lyrical riches of form which were 
soon to follow. 


249a WRITTEN TO A MOST EXCEI- 


LENT BOOK, etc. 


The book was most probably the Arcadia, 
by Sir Philip Sidney, which was not 
published until 1590. 

1. Pallas, Pallas Athena, goddess of Wis- 
dom. 

3. Pan, a popular rural divinity, god of 
Flocks and Herds. 

3. Zoylus, a Greek rhetorician of the fourth 
eentury before Christ, called the 
““Seourge of Homer’ because of his 
severe criticism of the great bard. 

4. lower at thy laud, frown upon thy praise. 

249b 9. dight, prepare, indite. 

* filéd, polished. 

13 f. How much they err, ete. The book in 
its conclusion shows how wrong people 
are who try to set aside fate. 

250a 25. Minerva’s  mirrour. Minerva’s 

shield was polished like a mirror. 
reflection Perseus slew the Gorgon. 

26. y-fret, adorned. 

33. The worthy Countess, Mary Sidney, 
Countess of Pembroke, Sir Philip’s sister 
and a patroness of letters, for whom the 
Arcadia was written. 


A DREAM 


250b 11. hire, reward. 
12. When hope with hap, ete., when hope in 
realization may enjoy its object. 


STR EDWARD DYER 


Dyer was born at Sharpham Park in 
Somerset, the birthplace later of the 
novelist, Henry Fielding. He attended 
Oxford but took no degree. After some 
travel he rose to a high place at Court, 


~ 


for his own | 


He © 


By its | 


250b | 


5. 
10. 


19. 


251a 


2. 
6. 


12. 


winning for himself the honor of a com- 
parison with Sir Philip Sidney in his 
sovereign’s esteem. He was patronized 
by Leicester, and like Sidney, with whom 
he was intimate, was a master spirit of 
the Areopagus Club. Little is known of 
his last years. He enjoyed considerable 
fame as a poet, specifically in elegy, during 
the last quarter of the century, receiving 
mention by the contemporary critic of 
the Arie of English Poesie for his ‘‘ sweet 
solemn and high coneeit.”” But his 
poems were not collected at the time, 
and from those that remain it is hard to 
judge either of his general merits as a 
poet or of his works by classes or kinds. 
His poem on the contentment of a quiet 
mind is a household possession. 


MIND TO ME A KING- 
DOM Is 


MY 


want, lack. 

No shape to feed a loving eye, no bodily 
form to attract love by good looks. 

stay, reliance, comfort. 


EDMUND SPENSER 


PROTHALAMION 
The word prothalamion means “‘a song 
in celebration of a marriage.’’ Spenser’s 


poem was written in celebration of the 
doubie marriage of the ladies Elizabeth 
and Katherine Somerset, daughters of 
the Earl of Worcester, to Henry Guilford 
and William Peter in 1596 while Spen- 
ser was sojourning in London. 
Zephyrus, the West Wind. 

my long fruitlesse stay, etc. Spenser 
had long waited expectantly, though in 
vain, for preferment from Elizabeth be- 
cause of the delight she had expressed 
at the early books of his Faerie Queene. 
rutty, rooty. 


251b 27. feateously, neatly. 


33. 
37. 


40. 
43. 


252a 63. Venus silver teeme. 


67. 
78. 
oe 


vermeil, vermilion. 

two swannes of goodly hewe, represent- 
ing the brides to be. ' 
Pindus, a range of mountains separating 
Thessaly and Epirus in ancient Greece. 
Leda, the mother of Clytemnestra, 
Helen, and Castor and Pollux. She was 
wooed by Zeus in the form of a milk-white 
swan. 

Venus is often 
represented as being drawn through the 
air in a pearl shell by a team of white 
doves or pigeons, sometimes sparrows. 
Somers-heat, a play on the word “ Somer- 
set,” the family name of the brides. | 
Peneus, a river in Thessaly running 
through the Vale of Tempe. 
heart-quelling sonne, Cupid. 


NOTES 
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252b 100. assoile, absolve. ° 


110 
121 


128. 
130. 


137. 


253a 
147 


148. 


157. 
164. 
169. 
173. 


. undersong, burden, refrain. 

. Shend, put to shame. 

my most kyndly nurse, etc. Spenser was 
born in London. 

from another place, ete. Spenser’s 
family, it is thought by some, long re- 
sided in Lincolnshire. 

. those bricky towres. The Temple, for- 
merly the property of the Knights 
Templar until the suppression of the 
order by Edward II, was occupied by 
students of law. 

a stately place, Leicester House. After 
Leicester’s death in 1588 the place be- 
came the property of the Karl of Essex 
and was known as Essex House. 

145. a noble peer, the Earl of Essex. 

. through all Spaine did thunder. [Essex 
commanded the land forces in the expe- 
dition against Cadiz in 1596, which re- 
sulted in its capture. 

Hercules two pillors, the rocks on each 
side of the Strait of Gibraltar. 

Elisaes, Queen Elizabeth’s. 

Hesper, the evening star. 

Two gentle knights, the bridegrooms. 
the twins of Jove, Castor and Pollux, 
the constellation Gemini. 


SIR WALTER RALEGH 


Sir Walter Ralegh (or Raleigh) was the 
most restless and many-sided spirit of 
Elizabeth’s reign. Like Sidney he satis- 
fied well the ideal of the complete gentle- 
man, but unlike Sidney he was not a 
universal favorite, because of his over- 
weening hauteur and pride. He came of 
seaman stock of Devonshire, the son of 
a country gentleman by a third wife. 
He was at Oxford for a while, and in 
1576 was a member of the Middle 
Temple, more as a passing lodger, how- 
ever, than as a serious student of the 
law. He saw service at sea against the 
Spaniards and in Ireland against the 
native rebels. Rising rapidly at court, 
he was knighted in 1584, and represented 
his native shire in Parliament. In 1586 
he obtained the grant of a vast estate 
(40,000 acres) in Lreland and became a 
neighbor of Spenser while temporarily 
out of favor at court. Meanwhile he had 
interested himself in explorations and 
discoveries in America, which resulted 
in the addition of Virginia to the Queen’s 
dominions. He was denied the privilege 
of accompanying the expedition to the 
Azores in 1591, but his responsibility 
in the enterprise gave us his celebrated 
account of the glorious fight of the Re- 
venge (p. 295 ff.). At the beginning of 
James’s reign the partisans of the late 
Earl of Essex, Ralegh’s arch enemy, suc- 
ceeded in bringing him to trial on charges 
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253b 


12. 


254a 


2. 


NOTES 


of the highest treasonable offense against 
the country and the crown. He was con- 
victed and sentenced to execution on 
December 11, 1603; but he was reprieved 
the day before he was to suffer, his prop- 
erty was confiscated, and he was com- 
mitted to the Tower. He languished in 
prison for many years, engaging in 
scientific experiments, writing his Hzs- 
tory of the World, and solacing himself 
with the friendship of the gallant Henry, 
Prince of Wales. At last in a desperate 
venture to regain his freedom, he went 
on an expedition to the Orinoco, engaging 
to return with a shipload of gold as the 
price of his liberty, or forfeit his life. 
After a year of fruitless voyaging under 
the worst of circumstances, he returned 
to England to meet his fate. His execu- 
tion took place on October 29, 1618. In 
gratification of his lifelong passion for 
literature, he cultivated, during his lei- 
sure in London, the friendship of scholars 
and men of letters. His prose, which is 
ever stately and lucid, becomes nobly 


eloquent when he is aroused. When it is. 


narrative in character, as it frequently is, 
it is the best of its kindat the time. Poetry 
was an occupation with him all his life, 
but only a slender remnant of his verse 
has been preserved. That remnant, mir- 
roring as it does the aristocratic person- 
ality of the author, is aptly described by 
a contemporary as ‘‘most lofty, insolent, 
and passionate.” 


A VISION UPON THIS CON- 
CEIT, etc. 


This sonnet was prefixed to the first book 
of the Faerie Queene. 

Laura. The lady to whom Petrarch ad- 
dressed some three hundred sonnets 
during an acquaintanceship of fifteen or 
twenty years has been identified as Laure 
de Noves, later Madame de Sale, a 
French woman of Avignon, 1308-1348. 
the Fairy Queen, Queen Elizabeth. 


REPLY TO MARLOWE’S PAS- 
SIONATE SHEPHERD 


See Marlowe’s poem, p. 259. 
fancy, love. 


THE LIE 


Some doubt remains whether this poem 
is by Ralegh’s hand. 
arrant, errand. 


254b 44. tickle points of niceness, questions 


49, 
255a 


of trivial but fastidious import. 

physic, medical skill. 

70. virtue least preferreth, merit is ad- 
vanced least. 


9; 


25. 


[ 253a 


HIS PILGRIMAGE 


The tone and imagery of this poem are 
explained by its probable composition 
in 1603, after Ralegh’s condemnation 
and before his reprieve. 

scallop-shell, shell of a species of mollusk, 
worn by pilgrims. 

scrip, wallet. 

palmer, pilgrim in general; specifically 
one returning from Jerusalem bearing a 
palm-branch. 

suckets, delicacies, sweetmeats. 


255b 41. without degrees, without regard to 


42. 
48. 


4, team of sparrows. 


256a 


rank. 

angels, a play on the word in the sense of 
a coin. 

Unblotted, untainted. 


THE CONCLUSION 


This poem is said to have been written 
the night before Ralegh’s execution. It 
was found afterwards in his Bible. 


JOHN LYLY 


John Lyly was a native of the Weald of 
Kent. He was registered at Oxford as 
“plebew filius,’ proved an indifferent 
student but attained both degrees, and 
later was incorporated M.A. of Cam- 
bridge. His Huphwes appeared in 1579 
and brought him at once into fame but 
not into fortune. He became a play- 
wright for children’s companies and 
aspired to the Mastership of the Revels. 
But the boys’ companies suffered legal 
restrictions, after a few years he was 
superseded by better dramatists, and, 
disappointed at court, he died in obscu- 
rity in 1606. He attained the high-water 
mark of artificiality of style in his Hu- 
phues, a work that was enormously imi- 
tated in his day, affecting even the speech 
of the time, and since has provided the 
language with a new critical term, Hu- 
phuism. His plays are pleasant reading, 
but ultimately they cloy. While showing 
some skill in comedy, he is not a great 
acting dramatist. His finest work is in his 
lyrics. 


APELLES’ SONG 


. Campaspe, a Theban captive, Alexan- 


der’s favorite, with whom the painter 
Apelles fell in love. The song appears 
in Lyly’s play of Campaspe. 

See note to Protha- 
lamion, p. 252a, 1. 63. 


TRICO’S SONG 


Trico is an Athenian youth in Lyly’s play 
of Campaspe. 


356a | 


2. 


the ravished nightingale. Philomela, 
daughter of King Pandion, was violated 
by her brother-in-law, Tereus, and de- 
prived of her tongue that she might not 
divulge her shame. Divine pity trans- 
formed her into the nightingale, whence 
she is represented as singing on a thorn 
tree with a prickle at her breast in token 
of her wrong. 

tereu, representing the name of her rav- 
isher, Tereus. 


. Brave, fine. 


prick-song, a song with the harmony 
written or pricked down. 


ROBERT GREENE 


The most facile writer and probably the 
best writer of fiction during the Eliza- 
bethan age was Robert Greene, the son of 
poor but honest parents of Norwich. 
He attended Cambridge as a sizar and 
in due time won both the Arts degrees. 
After a period of travel he returned to 
his native city, and was married and 
resided there in the mid-eighties, but 
deserted wife and child and settled per- 
manently in London to try his fortune 
as a “university wit.’ He was essen- 
tially a religious being at heart, but, 
innately weak in character, in conduct 
he fell hopelessly short of the bounties of 
grace and virtue with which his pen is so 
fluent. His associations with the London 
underworld he often turned to his own 
profit in his penitential pamphlets, when 
his nobler impulses were dominant. Im- 
providence was his bane, and he died in 
squalor in London when not much more 
than half the number of his days were ful- 
filled. Hewas both a prolific and a popular 
writer in his day. His works comprise 
pamphlets, plays, and romances. His 
greatest service was in prose fiction. His 
plays are more important in the history 
of English drama than they are intrin- 
sically significant. His poems, found 
chiefly in his romances, are justly famous. 
Noble in sentiment, tender in sympathy, 
refined and elegant in te ga they are 
among the treasures of English lyrical 
poetry. 


SEPHESTIA’S SONG TO HER 
CHILD 


Sephestia is the banished daughter of 
King Damocles in Greene’s Menaphon. 


256b THE SHEPHERD’S WIFE'S SONG 


35. 


This song is found in the Mourning Gar- 
ment, a tract which adopted for its theme 
the Biblical story of the Prodigal Son. 
More sounder. Double comparatives 
are common in Hlizabethan usage. 


NOTES 
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267a 36. spill, lose, destroy. 
42. tide or sithe, time or occasion. 


SONG 


This song occurs in one of the author’s 
numerous penitential tracts, the Fare- 
well to Folly. Compare Dyer’s poem on 
the same theme, p. 250. 


. The mean, suggestive of “the golden 
-mean’’; in music, the middle part of a 


three-part harmony. 


GEORGE PEELE 


Peele was the son of a London citizen 
of Devonshire stock. He was brought up 
in Christ’s Hospital School, where his 
father for many years was clerk and 
a teacher of commercial subjects. He 
went up to Oxford in 1571 and continued 
through to his M.A. degree in 1579. He 
enjoyed some reputation as a poet during 
his university career. Later he acquired 
a reputation for being extremely wild. 
With his eclectic genius he pursued the 
calling of playwright and actor until his 
life came to a miserable end while he 
was still under forty years of age. ‘‘ He 
is a less witty and more poetic Lyly.” 
His lyries were popular in literary circles 
and have continued the best preservers of 
his fame down to the present time. 


CUPID’S CURSE 


In The Arraignment of Paris. 


257b 10. bin, are. 
11. roundelay, a song in which a simple 


strain is oft repeated, suitable for singing 
to a dance in a circle. 


THOMAS LODGE 


Thomas Lodge was the second son of the 
Lord Mayor of London, though not cer- 
tainly born in the city. He attended the 
Merchant Taylors’ School and Oxford 
University, and became a member of 
Lincoln’s Inn. But he soon gave up law 
for literature, thus adding one more 
name to the brilliant group of ‘ univer- 
sity wits’? who were adorning literature 
in London at the close of the century. 
He tried his hand at play making for a 
while, mainly in collaboration with 
Greene, without great success. Then he 
turned adventurer and voyaged as far 
as South America. From his travel 
came his Huphuistie romance of MRosa- 
lynde, the best of the time, from which 
Shakespeare drew his plot for As You 
Like It, In 1596 he abandoned literature 
for medicine, and for the remainder of his 
rather long life he was a fashionable prac- 
titioner in London. His prose is ornate, 
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NOTES 


though languid, and modern readers find 
it tedious. He best deserves remem- 
brance for his lyrical poems, where, 
though fervor is often lacking, he charms 
with his unique artisiry. 


ROSALIND’S MADRIGAL 


In Rosalynde. Among the many repre- 
sentations of love in the poetry of the 
time, this one is unique in that love is 
compsred to a bee. 


ROSALIND’S DESCRIPTION 


. highest sphere, the empyrean or sphere 


of pure fire, according to the Ptolemaic 
system of astronomy. 
43. for her fair, as for her beauty. 


NICHOLAS BRETON 


Breton came of an ancient family, origi- 
nally settled in Essex, but his father re- 
moved to London, amassed a fortune 
there in trade, and died in 1558S, when the 
son was some twelve vears of age. Ten 
vears Ister his mother was married to 
George Gascoigne, the poet. He may 
have attended Oxford. By 1577, the 
year of his stepfather’s death, he was 
settled in London and lodging in Hol- 
born. He was married in 1592, and from 
the records of the births and deaths of his 
children he resided in Cripplegate. He 
was referred to as a gentleman, but no 
record remains of his death. Volumi- 
nous works in prose and verse appeared 
from his pen regularly from 1577 to 
1626. He was patronized early by Mary 
Sidney. Countess of Pembroke. He 
wrote with great facility and wrote too 
often and too much, Versatility and 
refinement are his characteristics. He is 
best in his pastoral lyrics, where he is 
always sincere, often gay without being 
gross, and quite regularly melodious and 
fresh without being notable for origi- 
nality of thought or weight of content. 


A SWEET LULLABY 
Compare Greene’s Sephestia’s Song to 
Her Child, p. 256. 
39. rascal, an inferior deer or other ani- 
mal, unfit for the chase. 


PHYLLIDA AND CORYDON 
6. Phyllida and Corydon, conventional 
names of pastoral lovers. 
ROBERT SOUTHWELL 


The Catholic poet Robert Southwell was 
born near Norwich in Norfolk. His ma- 


[ 257b 


ternal grandmother was a Shelley, from 
which line descended the great lyric poet 
of the nineteenth century. He received 
his early schooling at Douay and Paris 
under Jesuit instruction. He prepared 
for orders in the Jesuit Society and 
studied at Rome, becoming in due time 
prefect of studies in the English College 
there. He was ordained priest in 1584, 
and by his own wish was nominated for 
the English mission, where from the rigor 
of the penal laws priests were in the ut- 
most peril. On his arrival in England he 
became at once active and, very soon, 


influential. His headquarters were in 
London. In time he was arrested and 


tortured to extort confession, but in vain. 
Finally, after an extremely hazardous 
life of nearly ten years, he was tried, 
sentenced, and met the fate he had long 
invited, by hanging at Tyburn in Feb- 
ruary, 1595. He left much writing ready 
for the press, including his chief volume 
of verse, Si. Peter's Complaint, with Other 
Poems, which was published soon after 
his death. Piratical reprints and other 
volumes of his poetry attest his popu- 
larity. He was acquainted with the 
poetry of his contemporaries, but his 
constant effort, he declared, was to show 
that virtue and piety are as worthy 
topics for a poet’s pen as the worldly 
subjects usually treated. To this end he 
uses the artificial and ‘‘ conceited ’’ man- 
ner introduced from Italy as a vehicle 
for his ardent religious fervor. 


CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE 


Christopher Marlowe, the second great- 
est personage in English drama, was the 
son of a Canterbury shoemaker. He 
was educated at the king’s School of his 
native town. In 1580 he proceeded to 
Cambridge as a pensioner. The follow- 
ing year he was admitted to a six-years’ 
scholarship and continued for the B.A. 
and M.A. degrees, the latter of which he 
received in 1587. He probably went up 
to London at once and began playwriting. 
He was early attached to the Lord Admi- 
ral’s Company, the company of the great 
Edward Alleyn, which produced most 
of his plays. His Tamburiaine, in two 
parts, of which the first appeared in 1587 
and opened a new vein for English trag- 
edy, is written in a flexible blank verse 
form, which has since been called ‘ Mar- 
lowe’s mighty line.”” His Dr. Faustus fol- 
lowed, probably the next year, and his Jew 
of Malta a year or two later. This brilliant 
succession showed clearly the possibili- 
ties of the great tragic passions in Eng- 
lish drama. Hdward IJ, an historical 
play, about 1592, is generally acknowl- 
edged to be the best of its kind in the 
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language. His other dramatic pieces are 
inferior. A short while before his death 
he attracted attention by his radical re- 
ligious views, and was under close sur- 
veillance when he was stabbed to death 
in a drunken brawl in Deptford. Mar- 
lowe was Shakespeare’s senior by only a 
few weeks, and at his death he was a 
greater dramatist. His early decease by 
violence may well be deplored. 


259b THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD 


See Ralegh’s Reply, p. 253. 


THOMAS NASHE 


“The Young Juvenal,” as Thomas Nashe 
was called in recognition of his un- 
doubted satirical talent, was baptized 
at Lowestoft in Norfolk near the end of 
the year 1567. He was in Cambridge for 
seven years, lacking one quarter, by 
which he narrowly missed the M.A. de- 
gree, and, according to his own state- 
ment, “‘ might have been a fellow if I 
had would.” He was settled in London 
by 1588, seeking a livelihood with his pen. 
He tried for a patron and courted assidu- 
ously the favor of the Earl of Southamp- 
ton, but to the end of his life he suffered 
the direst poverty. He displayed a tal- 
ent for satire early. By him, probably 
more than by any other, the Martinists 
were discomfited in the Mar-Prelate 
Controversy between Episcopalians and 
Puritans. His inveterate enemy, the Pu- 
ritan Gabriel Harvey (the friend of Spen- 
ser), engaged him in a duel of words but 
was hopelessly worsted. Harvey had 
angered Nashe by speaking ill of his 
friend Greene (p. 256a) after that poet’s 
death. In 1594 appeared his Unfortunate 
Traveler, or Jack Wilton, a picaresque or 
rogue romance which is generally recog- 
nized as a landmark in the history of 
realistic fiction. He tried playwriting 
for a while without conspicuous success, 
and was dead by 1601. Nashe opposed 
the euphuistic practices so current in his 
day, cultivated pretentious words in his 
own vocabulary to offset the effects, as 
he regarded it, of the too abundant 
“small change” in the language, and 
wrote a few poems which amply maintain 
the high lyrical quality of the age. 


DEATH’S SUMMONS 


This poem was written during a visita- 
tion of the plague. The refrain, “ Lord, 
have mercy on us,” accompanied by a 
cross, was often officially placed on the 
doors of infected houses. 


260a 19. Helen, Helen of Troy. 


NOTES 


25. 
3l. 
33. 
36. 
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her gate, the grave. 

Hell’s executioner, the plague. 
vain art, medical skill. 

each degree, persons of every rank. 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 


The known facts of Shakespeare’s life 
are not numerous. The family name, a 
compound, deriving from the Conquest, 
was prevalent in England in the sixteenth 
century. John Shakespeare, the poet’s 
father, was a general merchant in Strat- 
ford, a small town on the Avon River in 
Warwickshire, which has been called 
“the heart of England.” In 1557 John 
Shakespeare, then a prosperous burgess, 
was married to Mary Arden, the daugh- 
ter of a house which had belonged to the 
landed gentry of the shire since before 
the Conquest. On April 26, 1564, the 
first son of the union, William, was bap- 
tized in the parish church. Other chil- 
dren followed, and the family continued 
prosperous, the father at one time being 
chief magistrate of the town. At the 
usual age, it is reasonably assumed, the 
poet entered the Free Grammar School 
and remained until about 1578, when 
the family fortunes were so low as prob- 
ably to necessitate his withdrawal from 
school. There is no evidence that he 
afterwards continued his education any- 
where. In 1582 he was married to Anne 
Hathaway, eight years his senior, of the 
neighboring village of Shottery. In the 
following year a daughter Susanna was 
born, and in 1585 came the twins Hamnet 
and Judith. By 1590 he was in London, 
beginning his career as actor and play- 
wright. He was mentioned enviously by 
the dying Greene in 1592, and in 1598 
was cited by Francis Meres as ‘‘ most 
excellent ”’ for both comedy and tragedy. 
(For another contemporary estimate, see 
p. 267b.) The following year he became 
a shareholder in the newly erected Globe 
Theatre, occupied by the Lord Cham- 
berlain’s Company. Before 1600 the 
majority of his plays were histories and 
comedies. From 1600 to 1607 he was 
engaged mainly on his great tragedies, 
From the latter year until the end of his 
career as playwright he wrote the anoma- 
lous group called the romances. At some 
time between 1610 and 1613 he gave up 
his professional life and retired to his 
native Stratford, where probably his 
family had remained all the while, and 
there in some affluence spent his few 
remaining years. He died in 1616, on 
April 23, which, according to tradition, 
was the anniversary of his birth. His 
lyrics and sonnets fully attest the supreme 
quality of his genius. 
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ON A DAY, ALACK THE DAY! 


In Love’s Labour’s Lost. 
260b 19. for Jove, that he was Jove. 


SPRING 


The closing song in Love’s Labour’s Lost. 

. lady-smocks, a variety of meadow flower. 

. cuckoo-buds, probably buttercups. 

. Mocks married men, etc. The note of the 
cuckoo was vulgarly supposed to prog- 
nosticate cuckoldry. 

12. turtles, turtledoves. 


Ot to 


WINTER 


20. blows his nail, that is, to warm his hands. 
27. keel, cool, stir. 

29. saw, old saying, proverb. 

32. crabs, crab apples. 


WHO IS SILVIA 
In The Two Gentlemen of Verona. 


261a TELL ME WHERE IS FANCY 


BRED 


In The Merchant of Venice. 
1. fancy, romantic love. 


UNDER THE GREENWOOD 
TREE 


In As You Lake It. 
3. turn, suit, adapt. 


BLOW, BLOW, THOU WINTER 
WIND 


In As You Like It. 
261b 14. warp, congeal, freeze. 


IT WAS A LOVER AND HIS 
LASS 


In As You Like It. 
4, ring time, time for exchanging rings in 
troth plight. 
17. crownéd with the prime, crowned with 
the best of everything, is at its best. 


O MISTRESS MINE 
In Twelfth Night. 


262a COME AWAY, COME AWAY, 
DHATH 


In Twelfth Night. 
1. Come away, come hither. 
2. cypres, crape for the dead. 


NOTES 


260a | 
FEAR NO MORE THE HEAT 
O’ TH’ SUN 


The justly famous dirge in Cymbeline. 
14. thunder-stone, thunderbolt. 
19. exorciser, one who controls spirits, a con- 
jurer. 
21. unlaid, unappeased. 


ae 


COME UNTO THESE YELLOW 
SANDS 


In The Tempest. 
262b 5. featly, neatly, gracefully. 


FULL FATHOM FIVE THY 
FATHER LIES 


In The Tempest. 


WHERE THE BEE SUCKS 
Ariel’s song in The Tempest. 


CRABBED AGE AND YOUTH 


This poem appeared in The Passionate 
Pilgrim of 1599, a piratical publication 
by W. Jaggard, and its attribution to 
Shakespeare has therefore been doubted. 


THOMAS CAMPION 


Of the early life and associations of 
Thomas Campion little is known. He 
was educated at Cambridge and may 
have obtained an M.D. degree in some 
foreign university, although he did not 
practice medicine until late in life. He 
entered Gray’s Inn in 1586 but withdrew 
from the society in 1595. In the same 
year he »oublished his first volume of 
verse. By 1601 he was recognized as 
an authority on music, at which time 
appeared his first Book of Airs, contain- 
ing both music and lyrics of a high order. 
Other song books followed at intervals 
until his death in 1620. He intentionally 
used English airs in preference to those 
from France and Italy, which were pop- ~ 
ular in his day. His songs are of various 
kinds — pious and passionate, polished 
and rustic. His work illustrates the 
fondness for songs which characterized 
all classes of English society during the 
Elizabethan age. Physician, scholar, ac- 
complished musician, he cannot have 
regarded poetry as anything more than 
an avocation, but the results give him a 
high rank among the very best song 
writers of the time. 


2638a TO LESBIA 
Translated from Catullus. 
3. heaven’s great lamps, the sun and moon. 


263a | 


ak 
263b 


hy 


THE MAN OF LIFE UPRIGHT 
vaults to fiy, vaults to which to fly. 
JACK AND JOAN THEY 
THINK NO ILL 
Lash out, risk, venture, 


7. feast, fair. 


9, 
mb? 
24. 


264a 


ili 


nappy, strong, heady. 
tutties, posies. 
ever thinks, etc. 
forethoughtful. 


In speech he is ever 


THERE IS A GARDEN IN 
HER FACE 


. flow, flourish, 
. ‘Cherry ripe,’ the cry of the fruit vender 


on the street. 


MICHAEL DRAYTON 


AGINCOURT 


Addressed to the Cambro-Britons, or 
Welsh, for their valiant service ir the 
English monarch’s invasion of France in 
1415 to make good his claim to the 
French throne. 


. King Harry, King Henry V. See the 


treatment of the battle in Shakespeare’s 
Henry V, Act Iil, scenes v—vii, and the 
whole of Act IV. 

Agincourt, in the northern neck of 
France, south of Calais. 


264b 15. the French general, Constable d’Al- 


27. to one be ten. 


41. 


45. 
48. 
49. 


53. 
66, 


bret. 

The French forces out- 
numbered the English about four to one. 
Poitiers and Cressy, scenes of celebrated 
English victories in the Hundred Years’ 
War, the latter in 1346 and the former 
in 1356, 

our Grandsire great, John of Gaunt, 1340- 
1399, fourth son of Edward IIT 

the French lilies, the national emblem of 
France. 

Duke of York, Edward, second Duke of 
York, slain in the battle. 

Exeter, Duke of Exeter, uncle of Henry 
V. 


Erpingham, Sir Thomas Erpingham, of 
the King’s household, who gave the sig- 
nal to the English forces in ambush to 
advance. 


265a 73. Spanish yew, a favorite wood for the 


74. 


82. 


91. 
97 ff. Gloucester. 


making of bows. 

Arrows a cloth-yard long, the longest ar- 
rows used in European archery, slightly 
longer than the ordinary unit of long 
measure. 

bilboes, swords, from Bilboa, in Spain, 
famous for its weapons. 
ding, strike. 

.. Clarence, brothers of 


the King. 


NOTES 
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105 ff. Warwick ... Oxford... Suffolk .. 
Beaumont ... Willow hby . Ferrers 
ae . Fanhope,. Englis attain who 
oe ht at Agincourt. 
118. rispin’s Day, October 25, 
118, ail a pen, inspire poetry. 


265b 


NA 


oe) 


SIR JOHN DAVIES 


Sir John Davies was born at Tisbury in 
Wiltshire. His father, a gentleman, ap- 
parently died early and the mother bred 
the son to learning. He was educated 
at Winchester and Oxford, receiving his 
B.A. degree in 1590, when already a 
member of the Middle Temple. In 1596 
appeared his Orchestra, an exceedingly 
ingenious and fanciful poem on dancing, 
nearly a thousand lines long, but said to 
have been composed in fifteen days. Tor 
a personal attack on a fellow Templer he 
was expelled from the society and de- 
barred the practice of law. In retire- 
ment at Oxford he wrote his Nosce 
Teipsum (1599), a poem on the soul, 
which is remarkable for its clear and 
technical exposition of a vague and ab- 
stract subject. In the same year ap- 
peared his Hymns of Astrea, thirty-six 
cleverly designed and beautiful acrostics 
addressed to the Queen. The Nosce Teip- 
sum recommended its author highly to 
James on his accession. In the same 
year Davies was made Solicitor-General 
of Ireland, and from this time on he 
resided in that country. In 1606 he 
beeame Attorney-General of Ireland, 
was knighted the following year, and 
in 1626 was appointed Lord Chief Jus- 
tice, but died of apoplexy before assum- 
ing office. Davies lacks the color and 
emotionality of his time, and hence has 
little popular appeal, but his fancy and 
classic intellectuality have won for him 
a class of readers whose delight is suffi- 
cient warrant for his fame. 


HYMNS OF ASTREA 


These Hymns, addressed to the Queen 
(Astrea, star), are written in acrostic 
form, the initial letters of each poem spell- 
ing ‘‘ Blizabeth Queen” in the Latin 
form, ELisABETHA Reaina. 


TO SPRING 
this nymph of ours, the Queen, 


TO THE LARK 


. Clark, clerk. 
. Set to some sweet sphere, a reference to 


the fabled music of the spheres. 
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NOTES 


TO ENVY 


266a 16. she, z.e., my Muse. 


THOMAS DEKKER 


Thomas Dekker was born in London. 
He was probably a “gentleman” re- 
siding with his family in Cripplegate and 
Bishopsgate. The first definite mention 
of him isin an entry for January, 1597, 
in the diary of the well-known theatrical 
manager, Philip Henslowe, by whose 
assistance he was soon afterwards re- 
leased from prison. He was a principal 
in the celebrated Stage Quarrel just at 
the close of the century. Henslowe 
records eight plays written by him single- 
handed between 1598 and 1602. There- 
after he did much in collaboration. His 
plays were recklessly done, and they 
show many inartistic touches, yet they 
are regularly mentioned among the great 
masterpieces of English drama. His lyr- 
ics are characterized by tenderness, opti- 
mism, lightness of touch, and genuine 
poetic charm. He is best as a pamphlet- 
eer. His Guls Hornbook, 1609, a sort 
of mock guide for the man about town, 
presents in sterling English the best of 
all pictures of the profligates, dupes, and 
swindlers of the time. 


O SWEET CONTENT 
In The Patient Grissell. 


RICHARD BARNFIELD 


The poet Barnfield was the eldest son of 
Richard Barnfield, gentleman, of Nor- 
bury in Shropshire. His mother died 
when he was six, leaving him to the care 
of an aunt. He was given a career at 
Oxford, whence he was graduated B.A. 
in 1592. His first volume of verse, The 
Affectionaie Shepherd, 1594, was dedi- 
eated to the Stella of Sidney’s sonnets, 
then Lady Rich. Three other volumes 
followed in rapid succession, after which 
he disappears from sight, apparently set- 
tling down as a country gentleman of 
eonsidérable property in Staffordshire. 
He died at Dorlaston in 1627. Too often 
his poems, as being dedicated to senti- 
ments of friendship, are unrestrained 
and extravagant, even for his time, cloy- 
ing the reader before they convince or 
charm. On the other hand, the high 
quality of two or three of his poems is 
evidenced by the fact that they were 
long regarded as Shakespeare’s. 


AS IT FELL UPON A DAY 
For the legend of the nightingale, see 
the notes to Lyly’s Trico’s Song, p. 256 
and to p. 120b, 1. 67. 


° 
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BEN JONSON 


Ben Jonson was born a posthumous child 
in Westminster. It is said he inherited 
border blood, which may account for his 
combative disposition. His stepfather 
was a bricklayer, and the boy was poorly 
brought up. He attended Westminster 
School but probably did not receive uni- 
versity training, being set instead to his 
stepfather’s trade. ‘To escape this he 
fled to Flanders and took service with 
the English against the Spaniards, slew 
an adversary in a personal encounter, 
and returned to London under unknown 
circumstances about 1592. He was mar- 
ried, but apparently was not happy in 
his wife and children. In 1597 he was 
both a player and a playwright for the 
Lord Admiral’s men, an important 
theatrical company of the time. The 
following year he was mentioned by 
Meres as one of the chief contemporary 
writers of tragedy. In several comedies 
he represented one side, to wit, his owh, 
in the celebrated Stage Quarrel at the 
turn of the century. Early in the reign 
of James he began the series of masques 
which have since distinguished his name 
above all others in the type. He stood 
high at court and occupied a position of 
unique authority over the younger writ- 
ers of the time. Under Charles he de- 
clined in favor and suffered in health 
until death relieved him in 1637. As a 
playwright he was great, as a scholar 
and critic supreme for his time, and as a 
lyrical poet known and appreciated then 
and since for his vigorous and refined 
thought, his classical poise, and his 
neatly wrought expression. 


HYMN TO DIANA 
In Cynthia’s Revels. 


3. Seated in thy silver chair. Diana is here 


le 


addressed as the Moon goddess. 


EPITAPH ON S[ALATHIEL] 
, YY) 


The subject was one of the children con- 
nected with Queen Elizabeth’s Chapel, 
who is reported to have acted in one or 
two of Jonson’s plays. 

three filled zodiacs, three years, three 
dramatic seasons. 


267a 15. Parce, the Fates. 


TO CHRLIA 
In The Forest. 


SONG: 
In Volpone. 


TO CELIA 
Translated from Catullus. 


. 
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268a 19. I will not lodge thee by, etc. 


SIMPLEX MUNDITIIS 


In Epicene. The title is from one of the 
odes of Horace and means “ of simple 
elegance,’ or, as Milton translated it, 
“plain in thy neatness.”’ 


EPITAPH ON ELIZABETH, L. H. 


The full name of this unfortunate subject 
has not been discovered. The form of 
the initials would suggest some gentle- 
woman. Cf. also |. 10. 


TO THE MEMORY, ete. 


See introductory note to William Shake- 
speare, p. 260a. 


. thy book, the First Folio edition of 


Shakespeare’s works, 1623, to which this 
poem was prefixed. 
See 


William Basse’s Elegy on Shakespeare, 
p. 273. 


. disproportioned, inferior to his own. 
. of years, limited in time. Cf. 1. 43. 
. peers, contemporaries. 

. Marlowe’s mighty line. 


Marlowe was 
the first to employ really powerful blank 
verse in English tragedy and to demon- 
strate its possibilities. See introductory 
note to Marlowe, p. 259b. 


33 f. ZEschylus, Euripides, and Sophocles, 


35. 


35. 
36. 


37. 
51. 


52. 


the three great Greek tragic dramatists, 
fifth century before Christ. 

Pacuvius, Accius, Latin tragic writers of 
the second century before Christ. 

him of Cordova dead, Seneca. 

buskin, thick-soled footwear of the actors 
of classical tragedy. 

socks, thin-soled wear employed by ac- 


tors in comedy. 

Aristophanes, greatest of the Greek 
comic writers, late fifth and early 
fourth centuries before Christ. 

Terence — Plautus, famous Latin comic 
dramatists of the early part of the second 
century before Christ. Their works were 
widely known and imitated during the 
age of Shakespeare. 


268b 69. shake a lance, a pun on Shake- 


ale 


74, 


speare’s name. Punning was a habit, 
almost a disease, with the Elizabethans. 
Sweet Swan of Avon, a reference to 
Shakespeare’s birthplace, Stratford-on- 
Avon in Warwickshire. 

Eliza, and our James, Queen Elizabeth 
and her successor King James I. 


DR. JOHN DONNE 


John Donne was born in London of a 
family of Welsh extraction, and was left 
an orphan by the death of his father, a 
prosperous citizen and ironmonger, when 
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he was only two or three years old. He 
entered Oxford at the age of eleven but 
left after three years and went abroad 
for three more. In 1592 he was admitted 
to Lincoln’s Inn. He soon became inti- 
mate with the remarkable band of poets 
and wits who were the leaders of their 
day. He accompanied Essex on the ex- 
pedition to Cadiz in 1596, and on his 
return was made secretary to Sir 
Thomas Egerton, Lord Keeper of the 
Seal. His position brought him into in- 
timate contact with the Lord Keeper’s 
niece, the pair fell inconsiderately in 
love, and were secretly married in 1600. 
The rash act ruined his fortunes. He 
was dismissed from his position without 
a chance of reinstatement. For a number 
of years the couple lived amid extremely 
embarrassing circumstances. Gradually 
he regained favor at court but received no 
appointment. He was told by James he 
must rise by the Church if at all. At 
last in 1615 he took orders and straight- 
way was made chaplain to James. He 
soon came to be recognized as the great- 
est divine of his age. He was made dean 
of St. Paul’s in 1621 and died ten years 
later. The best period of his poetry 
coincides with the time of his secular 
fortunes. Although it was not published 
at the time, it was popular in manuscript. 
It is love poetry in the exaggerated 
vein of the age. Vague, subtle, clever, 
far-fetched in imagery, and fantastic in 
expression, it is the source of much of 
the so-called ‘metaphysical’ usage which 
prevailed so widely among the seven- 
teenth-century lyricists. His religious 
poetry is inferior to his secular com- 
positions. Itis too much given to specula- 
tion and is too often lacking in feeling 
and deep spiritual experience to make it 
memorable in the general body of sacred 
poetry of the language. 


SONG 
Donne here, and in some of his poems 
which follow, derides the extravagant 
sentiments of the ‘‘ sonneteers.”” His 
example had much to do with discourag- 
ing the vogue of the sonnet early in the 
seventeenth century. 


2. a mandrake root. See note to Drayton’s 


269a 


15. 


Nymphidia, p. 247a, |. 417. 


THE INDIFFERENT 


. fair and brown. Only the fair or blondes 


satisfied the conventional ideal of beauty 
in Elizabethan times. By including 
brunettes, Donne makes himself a heretic 
to the Venus cult of his day. 

Let me, allow me, take me for an example. 
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NOTES 


A VALEDICTION FORBIDDING 
MOURNING 


269b 16. elemented it, gave it its elements, 


19, 
26. 


S). 


created it. 

Inter-assuréd of the mind, mutually, or 
by common agreement of mind. 

As stiff twin compasses, etc. Here fol- 
lows a good example of the ‘ conceit,” 
which was so prevalent in the lyrical 
poetry of the seventeenth century. 


cb 


LOVE’S DEITY 
godhead, godhood. 


270a 15. modern, commonplace. 


18. 


22. 


270b 


8. 


purlieu, domain occupied or possessed 
through usurpation. 

Rebel and atheist, that is, to the pre- 
vailing creed of love. 


SIR HENRY WOTTON 


Wotton was born at Boughton Hall in 
Kent. He attended Winchester School 
and went up to Oxford as a commoner, 
where he began a friendship with Donne 
which was ended only by the latter’s death. 
He was abroad on the continent and in 

taly for seven years after his university 
eareer. In 1595 he was back in London 
and was admitted to Lincoln’s Inn. He 
became an agent and secretary to Essex. 
On the great earl’s fall, Wotton left Eng- 
land for Italy and remained away until 
the Queen’s death. He was knighted 
under James and received the post of 
ambassador to Venice, which he occu- 
pied, though not continuously, for nearly 
twenty years. While in England in 1611 
he courted the favor of Prince Henry 
and the Princess Elizabeth, the latter 
with her charms inspiring in him an en- 
thusiastic esteem, which he celebrated 
in beautiful verse. From 1625 to his 
death in 1639 he was provost of Eton, 
where he died and was buried. His poetry, 
though small in amount, is of surpass- 
ingly. high quality. 


THE CHARACTER OF A 
HAPPY LIFE 
breath, talk. 


ON HIS MISTRESS, THE 
QUEEN OF BOHEMIA 


Elizabeth, eldest daughter of James, 
married the elector palatine and titular 
king of Bohemia. 


FRANCIS BEAUMONT 


Francis Beaumont, third son of a judge 
of the common pleas in London, was 
born at Grace-Dieu in Leicestershire, the 


[ 269a 


family seat. His Oxford career was in- 
terrupted suddenly in his second year by 
the death of his father. He was entered 
in the Inner Temple in 1600, but was 
more probably a frequenter of the cele- 
brated Mermaid Tavern than a serious 
student of the law. His name is inex- 
tricably associated with the name of 
Fletcher, who was several years his 
senior. The two lodged together and 
apparently had all things in common on 
the Bankside in Southwark. Their joint 
literary work arose as a natural conse- 
quence, and not from any sordid mana- 
gerial arrangement of collaboration. 
Beaumont died in mid career in 1616 
and was interred in Westminster Abbey. 
He is above all a dramatist, but the 
occasional high quality of his few short 
poems explains Coleridge’s wish that 
he had been a lyric poet. 


LINES ON THE TOMBS IN 
WESTMINSTER 


5. they lie, had, etc., they lie who haa, ete. 


JOHN FLETCHER 


John Fletcher was born at Rye in Sus- 
sex, prior to the elevation of his father, 
Dr. Richard Fletcher, to the bishop- 
ric of London. He probably was the 
John Fletcher of London registered in 
1591 in one of the Cambridge colleges, of 
which his father had been master. He 
was on intimate terms with Beaumont in 
1607, from which year it is customary to 
date their long and successful work of 
collaboration as dramatists. In their 
joint work he excelled in brilliant dia- 
logue and sprightly repartee. He at- 
tempted to give greater pe nD to 
blank verse and in so doing marks the 
beginning of the end of the oreat poetical 
drama which so signalized the age. He 
collaborated with other playwrights as 
well, notably Massinger, and there is 
good evidence that he had a hand in 
The Two Noble Kinsmen and Henry 
VIII of Shakespeare. He wrote a 
number of plays without assistance, and 
continued actively as a dramatist to 
the end of his life. He died of the plague 
in 1625 and was buried, it is said, in the 
same grave with Massinger in South- 
wark. He did his best work in comedy. 
His comedies reveal lively wit and 
fancy, freshness, and variety, qualities 
that are recognizable also in his lyrics. 


ASPATIA’S SONG 


Aspatia is the unfortunate heroine of 
The Maid’s Tragedy. 
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NOTES 
WHAT IS LOVE? 
In The Captain. 
CARE-CHARMING SLEEP 
In Valentinian. 
Z 
JOHN WEBSTER 
John Webster was the son of a London 6 
tailor. He was apprenticed to his 9 
father’s trade, and for a while at least 
10. 


with a life of letters. He soon 
made literary friends and began writing 
for the stage in collaboration with others, 
but after a year or two he quit the prac- 
tice of collaborating and for the most 
part wrote alone. His dark genius ma- 
tured best when free-of the restraints 
imposed by association with inferior 
talents. He was a disciple of Shake- 
speare, and in tragic power, among all 
the brilliant dramatists of the time, ap- 
proached him nearest. In the treatment 
of unrelieved tragic horror he is une- 
qualed. In two plays, The White Devil 
and The Duchess of Malfi, he attained 
tragic heights that are rare in any drama. 
His occasional songs, dirgelike and 
somber, are par excellence the best of 
their kind. 


oe it, but he early identified 


DIRGE 
In The White Devil. 


DIRGE 
In The Duchess of Malfi. 


. the whistler shrill, the plover. 


WILLIAM DRUMMOND 


William Drummond was associated with 
Hawthornden near Edinburgh. His 
father was first laird of Hawthornden, on 
whose death, in 1610, he succeeded to the 
title and estate. He attended the Edin- 
burgh High School and proceeded to the 
University, whence he received the M.A. 
degree in 1605. On coming into his in- 
heritance, he repaired to his estate, col- 
lected a good library there, and read 
widely. His first publication was in 
1613, an elegy on the death of Prince 
Henry. His betrothed died in 1615, and 
the following year he issued a book of 
poems memorializing her. At the end of 
1618 he was visited for two or three weeks 
by Ben Jonson and took careful notes on 
their conversations. These notes have 
since been important in Jonsonian biog- 
raphy. Drummond refrained as far as 
possible from participation in the civil war 
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troubles, but the execution of Charles is 
said to have hastened his death, which 
took place at the end of the year 1649. He 
is a learned poet, and excels in his sonnets. 


EPITAPH 


. The paragon of princes, Henry, Prince of 


Wales, who died in his nineteenth year, 
on November 6, 1612. 


. the Destinies, the Parcs or Fates. 
. immortal amaranthus, an 


imaginary 
poetical flower supposed never to fade. 
that sweet flower, the hyacinth. See 
note to Milton’s Lycidas, 1. 106. 


272b 13. Gades, the remotest colony of the 


10. 


. Pembroke, 


. Marble piles, etc. 


Phoenicians in the west; modern Cadiz in 
Spain. 


WILLIAM BROWNE 


Next to Spenser, the most distinguished 
among the Elizabethan writers of pas- 
toral poetry was William Browne. 
Little is known of him except his works. 
He was born at Tavistock in Devonshire, 
went to Oxford but did not remain for a 
degree, and became a member of the 
Inner Temple in London. When he was 
no more than twenty-five, he retired to 
the country, where, as a man-of some 
means, he devoted his time to literary 
pursuits. Likesome of hiscontemporaries, 
he ventured into print first with an elegy 
on Prince Henry in 1613. In the same 
year appeared the first book of his 
Britannia’s Pastorals. The second came 
in 1616, but the third and last was not 
published until long after his death. He 
wrote in imitation of Spenser and em- 
ployed regularly the machinery and sen- 
timents of conventional pastoral poetry; 
but by his genuine love of rural scenes, 
he breathed through the whole the spirit 
of the Devonshire life of his time. His 
best vein is in his pastoral descriptions. 
He has always been a favorite with the 
poets, and in this way shares further a 
likeness to Spenser. 


ON THE COUNTESS DOWAGER 
OF PEMBROKE 


Mary Sidney, 1577-1621, Countess of 
Pembroke, a poet herself, was one of the 
greatest patrons of letters of her time. 
William Herbert, Earl of 
Pembroke, according: to some authori- 
ties the Fair Friend of Shakespeare’s 
sonnets. 

This stanza is sus- 
pected by some to have been written by 
another hand. 

Niobe, the proud mother of fourteen 
children, who, having lost all her off- 
spring through the anger of Apollo and 
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273a 
1f. Spenser. . 


16. 


. If your precedency, etc. 


NOTES 


Diana, was transformed into a marble 
statue but still continued to weep for 
her losses, 


AN EPITAPH ON MRS. EL: Y. 


Compare Ben Jonson’s Epitaph, p. 267, 
of which this, though quite as noble, 
seems in part an echo. 


WILLIAM BASSE 


Not much more dependable evidence 
than mere speculation identifies Wiliam 
Basse with Oxfordshire. Apparently his 
first verse was published in 1602, and in 
1613 he ventured an elegy on Prince 
Henry. No other volume of his poems 
was issued in his lifetime. But two other 
manuscript collections prepared for the 
press are still extant. He probably lived 
to a ripeage, as fifty-one years elapsed be- 
tween his first and last publications. He 
is best known for his oceasional verse, 
especially for his epitaph on Shakespeare, 
of which several versions remain in manu- 
script. His poetry is distinguished by 
pleasant homeliness and an enthusiastic 
love of country life. 


ELEGY ON SHAKESPEARE 


. Chaucer . . . Beaumont. 
These are all interred close together in 
the Poets’ Corner in Westminster Abbey. 
The choice of 
place of interment allowed in the poem 
seems to indicate composition immedi- 
ately after Shakespeare’s death, before 
his burial place was decided upon. 

by thee. Shakespeare was buried in 
Stratford in a grave seventeen feet deep 
under an inseription which forbids with 
a curse any molestation of his bones. 


GEORGE WITHER 
George Wither lived a few vears into the 
Restoration period, and his writings 
represent the changing character of the 
literature of the time; but as a lyrical 
poet he well may be regarded as the last 
of the great Ehzabethans. He was born 
at Brentworth in Hampshire, where the 
family, originally from Laneashire, had 
lived for five generations. He spent two 
years at Oxford and in 1610 settled in 
Lendon to study law. From the first 
however, he devoted his best energies 
to literature. Some satirical perform- 
ances of his gave offence, and he was 
several times cast into the Marshal- 
sea prison, where he penned some excel- 
lent verse. His early poetry is his best. 
With the changing time, he, like Milton, 
became a staunch Puritan, and there- 
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after devoted his pen to the causes of 
conscience and liberty. He took an ac- 
tive part in the strife and became the 
panegyrist of the new order of govern- 
ment after the fall of the monarchy. He 
was arrested and imprisoned at the Res- 
toration, but was released. He died at 
his house in the vicinity of the Savoy 
palace after a residence in London of 
nearly sixty years. His religious poetry 
is nowhere equal to his secular lyrics, all 
of which were written early. His peren- 
nial high spirits, his joy in living, his 
buoyancy, his oceasional felicities of ex- 
pression, and withal his colloquial ease, 
make him one of the most wholesome 
spirits of his time. 


SHALL I, WASTING IN DESPAIR 


273b 14. Turtle-dove or pelican. Tradition- 


ally, the turtledove mates but once, and 
the pelican sheds its blood to nourish its 
young. 


SIR PHILIP SIDNEY 


Probably no other Englishman ever at- 
tained so nearly an universal admiration 
at home and abroad as did Sir Philip Sid- 
ney. He combined the virtues of the 
medieval knight with the polish of the 
Renaissance courtier. In him the lofty 
ideal of the age, ‘‘ the complete gentle- 
man,’’ seemed to berealized in full meas- 
ure. He was born at Penshurst in Kent. 
His father was Sir Henry Sidney, Lord 
President of Wales, later Lord Deputy of 
Ireland. He entered Shrewsbury School 
in 1564, on the same day with Fulke Gre- 
ville, later Lord Brooke, and formed with 
him a friendship which lasted till death. 
He went up to Oxford in 1568 but left 
three years later, while the plague was 
raging, without taking a degree. The 
next year he went abroad, was in Paris 
at the massacre of St. Bartholomew, 
passed thence into the German states, 
where he met the great scholar, Languet, 
and was accompanied by him into Italy. 
On his return he went to Poland, where 
he is said to have rejected the suggestion 
that he become a candidate for the 
crown. He rose rapidly at Court. Asan 
attendant courtier at the Earl of Essex’ 
seat, Chartley Castle, he probably met the 
Stella of his sonnets, Penelope Devereux, 
the Earl’s daughter, then twelve years of 
age. It was the Earl’s dying request 
that the pair should be matried, but her 
sudden union with Lord Rich in 1581, 
under compulsion by her guardians, it 
is said, prevented this consummation, 
probably with tragic consequences to 
each. Literature was uppermost in 
Sidney’s interests in London. Because 
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of his vehement protest in 1580 against 
the Queen’s marri to the Duke of 
Anjou, he was banished the court. He 
retired to his sister’s estate at Wilton 
and there wrote his (or her) Arcadia. 
In 1583 he was married to Frances 
Walsingham, the daughter of the great 
secretary. He interested himself in af- 
fairs in America and is reported at one 
time to have been on the point of migrat- 
ing to the new country when he was sud- 
denly restrained by the Queen. In the 
latter part of 1585 he left England for 
the Low Countries to take up the Prot- 
estant cause against the encroachments 
of the Spaniards. He was wounded in 
the attack on Zutphen and a few weeks 
later died from the effects. He was 
brought back to England, given a great 
public funeral, and buried in St. Paul’s 
Cathedral. He published nothing in his 
lifetime; but his works, circulating in 
manuscript, were widely known, and no 
man, conjointly in his life and works, 
ever influenced the literature of his time 
more than he. He made three notable 
contributions to English literature. His 
pastoral romance Arcadia stemmed the 
tide of euphuism and started English 
prose on its way back to sanity and nat- 
uralness. His Asfrophel and Steila was 
the first real sonnet cycle in the language, 
and his great example gave the type 
vogue. His Defense of Poesy (see p. 
290), the first regular bit of formal criti- 
cism in English, treats practically all the 
important critical problems of the day. 


ASTROPHEL AND STELLA 


The title means “ Star-lover and Star.” 
The former is Sidney, and the latter is 
Penelope Devereux. Their ill-starred 
love is one of the most celebrated events 
in literature. The sentiments expressed 
in the sonnets are generally regarded as 
sincere. 

The sonnet is a poetic form introduced 
into England from Italian sources, chiefly 
Petrarch, by Wyatt and Surrey (see intro- 
ductory notesto pp. 187 and190). Though 
varying in form, the Inglish sonnet may 
be defined in general as a poem of fourteen 
ten-syllable iambic (x ~«) lines divided into 
an octave (the first eight lines) and a 
sextet (the last six), each part having a 
separate and rather complicated rhyme- 
scheme. The age of Elizabeth was 
characterized by an extraordinary out- 
burst of sonnet writing, and the decade 
from 1590 to 1600 witnessed the appear- 
ance of more than a dozen sonnet cycles 
or sequences, including Sidney’s Asiro- 
phel and Stella, Daniel’s To Delia 
(p. 276b), Spenser’s Amorettt (p. 278b), 
and most if not all of Shakespeare’s col- 
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lection (p. 281la). Of later sonnet writers, 
we should remember at least Milton 
(p. 345a) and Wordsworth (p. 699b), 
and of sonnet sequences Elizabeth Bar- 
rett Browning’s Sonnets from the Portu- 
guese (p. 960a) and Rossetti’s House of 
Life (p. 992a). See also Wordsworth’s 
Scorn Not the Sonnet (p. 700b) and 
Eugene Lee-Hamilton’s What the Sonnet 
Is (p. 1098a). 


I 


The student will note the free employ- 
ment of the six-stress line in some of 
Sidney’s sonnets. 


. might pity win. The sonnet lover ever 


sues for pity, because, “‘ Pity is akin to 
love.” 


273b 9. stay, support. 


ALS 


feet, poetical feet, measures. 
Il 


274a 1. cry on the Sisters nine, urge the 


or 


274b 7. Petrarch. 


276a 


. I. might, etc. 


Muses, as hunters encourage their 
hounds. 

Pindar’s apes, imitators of Pindar. 

Of herbs or beasts, a reference to the 
habit of forcing comparisons from natural 
history, inherited from medieval and 


classical writers. See note to p. 90a, 1. 46. 
VI 

Jove’s strange tales. To avoid the sus- 
picions of his justly jealous wife, Juno, 
Jove often assumed the form of some 
animal when in pursuit of an amour. 
As a bull he wooed Europa and, as a 
swan, Leda. 


xv 


. Parnassus, a mountain, mainly in Phocis 


in ancient Greece, celebrated as the home 
of the Muses. 
See notes to the anony- 
mous That Petrarch, ete., p. 204, and 
Ralegh’s A Vision, ete., p. 253. 
far-fet, far-fetched. 
a want of inward touch, a lack of sin- 
cerity and originality. 

cor 
windlass, wring, constrain. 
mad Mars, etc. Not the least of Sidney’s 
many accomplishments was skill in arms. 
Cf. Sonnet xu1. 

XXXI 
That busy archer, Cupid. 
my state descries, describes or reveals 
my condition. 
XXXII 
This sonnet appears to 
have been written upon Penelope Dever- 
eux’ sudden marriage with Lord Rich. 
(See introductory note to Sir Philip 
Sidney.) Presumably Sidney had been 
too sure of her affection. 
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No lovely Paris, etc. Paris won Helen 
while he was a guest in her household 
curing the absence of her husband, King 
Menelaus, and eloped with her before 
his return. 


KOKI 
The baiting-place, the feeding place. 
Tak thou of me, receive thou at my 
hands, as an offering for the grace of 
sleep. 

A rosy garland, a garland of roses. 


XLI 


. Having this day. This sonnet has all 


the appearance of celebrating an actual 
event in the author’s life, a tournament 
in which he came off victorious. 

that sweet enemy France. France was 
the traditional enemy of England but 
here called ‘sweet’? because of the 
English admiration for French culture 
during the Renaissance. 


5f. advance, commend, praise. 
275b 7. sleight, skill. 


5. 


to 


276a 


11. 


276b 


LXX 

Sonnets be not bound prentice to annoy. 
Sonnets need not necessarily celebrate 
only the sorrows of love. Convention- 
ally they rarely did else. 


. Trebles, sopranos. 


the boy, Cupid. 
LXXIV 


. Aganippe well, a fountain near Mt. Heli- 


con in Beeotia, ancient Greece, sacred to 
the Muses. 
Tempe, a deep vale, celebrated for its 
beauty, between Olympus and Ossa in 
ancient Thessaly. 
3. Muses scorn with vulgar brains to 
dwell, a reference to the belief in the 
courtly quality of poetical talent. Cf. 
the term ‘ courtly makers.’ Recogni- 
tion of poetic genius in a person has ever 
tended, from King David and Cedmon 
to Burns and John Clare, to raise the 
possessor’s fortunes socially. 
blackest brook of hell, Lethe. 

LX XLV 
Highway. This sonnet seems to indicate 
that Sidney often composed his poetry 
while traveling on horseback about the 
country in his manifold interests. 
of duty, in duty, in acknowledgment of 
obligation. 
for blood, for shedding of blood by 
highwaymen. 

xO 

A nest, etc., in hope of a reputation as a 
poet. The laurel was sacred to Apollo, 
the god of poetry. 


CIIl 


9, ZLol’s youth, sons of AJolus, the winds. 


12. 
13. 


w 


27a. 


Ue 


5. 


oOo Ob 


12. 


6. 


278a 
9 ff. This may remain, ete. 


10. 


278b 


13. 


{ 275a 


CIV 


moral notes, moralizing inferences. 
puffing, enlarging. 


SAMUEL DANIEL 
TO DELIA 


Little is known of the Delia of Daniel’s 
addresses, if indeed she ever existed, ex- 
cept perhaps that she dwelt on the Avon 
River, probably the Avon in Wiltshire. 
See Sonnet tvmr. 


It 

Minerva-like. Minerva or Athena, god- 
dess of Wisdom, sprang full-grown from 
the brow of Zeus. 


VI 


had she pity. See note to 1. 4 of Sonnet 
tin Astrophel and Stella. 


XVII 


to make her live forever. The sonneteer 
freely promised immortality to his sub- 
ject by his verse, rather for her worth 
than for any inherent quality of his 
rhymes. 


. Favours, I think. Cf. 1. 5 and note 


to Sonnet Lxx in Asirophel and Stella. 
seine 


. Cytherea’s son, Cupid. Cytherea is an- 


other name for Venus. 


. those arcs of love, Delia’s eyebrows. 
. breathing sweet, her pleasant conversa- 


tion. 


. Thetis, goddess of the Sea, famed for her 


beautiful ankles. 

Hyrcan tigers, tigers of Hyrcania, a dis- 
trict to the south and southeast of the 
Caspian Sea. They were reputed to be 
excessively fierce. The idea probably 
derives from Pliny’s Natural History 
(see note to p. 89b, 1. 37) or Virgil’s Aneid, 
iv, 367. 


XXXIII 
aspects, astrological predominance. ~ 
XLII 


See note to 
Sonnet xvi, 1. 5. 
happily, haply, perchance. 


LIV 
Cf. Fletcher’s Care-Charming Sleep, 
p. 271. Both treatments represent clas- 


sical conceptions. 

The shipwreck, ete., because of his unre- 
quited love for Delia, not that his youth 
was wayward. 

the night’s untruth, night’s unrealities 
or high imaginings. 

embracing clouds in vain, oblivious, and 
therefore happy, though in vain. 
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LVI 


9. respects, appertains to. 
9. nor theatres. Daniel was not a play- 


wright. 
11. Avon, probably the Avon of Wiltshire. 


EDMUND SPENSER 
AMORETTI 


The word is an Italian plural form of 
amoretio, a diminutive from the Latin 
amor, and means love sonnets, or 
sons enamored. These sonnets cele- 
rate Spenser’s love for Elizabeth Boyle, 
whom he married in 1594. 
I 
6. lamping, shining. 
279a 9f. the sacred brooke Of Helicon, the 
fountain Hippocrene on Mt. Helicon, 
haunt of the Muses. 
10. whence she derivéd is. As the inspira- 
tion of his poems she is therefore a Muse. 


Xv 
3. both the Indias, the East and the West 
Indies. 
279b XXIV 


8. Pandora. According to classical my- 
thology, Pandora was the first woman, 
through whom evil came into the world. 
She was created by Zeus as a source of 
punishment to man for accepting the gift 
of fire stolen from heaven by Prometheus. 


XXXIIT 
2. that most sacred empresse, Queen Eliza- 
th 


3. Queene of Faéry. The first three books 
of the Faerie Queene were complete by 
1589. The second three did not appear 
until 1596. In the meantime Spenser had 
other interests. 

4. dead, when she is dead, 

5. Lodwick, Lodowick Bryskett, one of 
Spenser’s friends. He held an official 
position in Ireland. 

5. aread, explain, tell. 

8. All were it, although it were. 


XXXIV 
10. Helice, constellation of the Great Bear. 


8. leach, physician. 
5. priefe, experience. 
9. cordialls, heart remedies. 


LXII 
This sonnet, as the reader will note, 
ae the turn of the poet’s fortune in 
ove. 


8, atchyve, achieve. 
280b LXXIV 


The poet’s mother, Queen, and wife were 
all named Elizabeth. 
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11, My verse, etc. See note tol, 5, Sonnet 
xvul, of Daniel’s 7'o Delia, p. 277. 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 
SONNETS 


Shakespeare’s sonnets comprise two gen- 
eral groups or cycles: (a) those (1-126) 
addressed to a Male Friend, a practice 
quite unusual in the sonnet fashions of 
the time; and (b) those (127-154), con- 
stituting the remainder, which have to do 
with a Dark Woman. All are unified in 
a sort of triangular friendship and rivalry 
of Friend, Poet, and Woman. Along with 
a good deal of conventional material and 
machinery, there is enough of uncon- 
ventional usage, and of what appears to 
have a specific and particular reference 
in both relationships, to suggest a strong 
oe that both attachments were 
re 


I—THE FAIR FRIEND 


The Friend has been variously identified 
as the Earl of Southampton, the Earl of 
Pembroke, and other contemporaries of 
Shakespeare, but no entirely satisfac- 
tory identification has yet been made. 
In the first four sonnets, the Friend is 
urged to get married that his fine parts 
may be “ eternized ”’ in his offspring. 


I 


5. contracted to thine own bright eyes, etc. 
The Friend is guilty of a strong self-love. 
12. niggarding, acting as a niggard. 


281a 


IL 
3. Thy youth’s proud livery, etc. The 
Friend is young, very handsome, and 
much admired. 
11. sum my count, complete my account. 
11. make my old excuse, make excuse or 
compensate for my age. 
X11 
281b 8. Borne on the bier, i.¢., carted away at 
harvest time. 
XVII 
If the Friend will not marry, then his 
perfections must be immortalized in the 
poet’s verse. 
10. ow’st, ownest. 
12. When in eternal lines, etc. See note to 
]. 5, Sonnet xvi, of Daniel’s Zo Delia, 
p. 277. 
B93 
Though of manly form and constancy, 
the Friend has the facial features and 
the gentle heart of a woman. 
282a 12. to my purpose nothing, of no use to 
me. 
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EXXX 
‘The Dark Woman isnegatively deseribed. 
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not only adopted the material but at 
times used the phraseology of the origi- 
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2862 CHRONICLES OF ENGLAND, 
SCOTLAND, AND IRELAND 


MACBETH AND THE WEIRD SISTERS 


Compare this passage with Shakespeare’s 
Macbeth, especially Act I, scenes ii and 
iii. 

11. Fores, on the Moray Firth in northern 
Scotland. 

15 f. in the midst of a land, the blasted 
heath of Shakespeare. 

18. elder world, older, other world. 

287a1f. long order of continual descent. 
Traditionally, but almost certainly er- 
roneously, Banquo was regarded as the 
ancestor of the Stuart line of monarchs 
in Scotland and England. 

11. the weird sisters, etc. Literally, Sisters 
of Fate. Shakespeare gives them a 
threefold character derived from (a) 
the Classical Fates, (b) the Scandinavian 
Norns, (c) the vulgar broomstick witches 
of his own day. 

14. necromantical science, skill in the black 


art. 

37 f. Prince of Cumberland, the title of the 
successor to the throne, whenever he was 
designated in the lifetime of the sover- 


ei 

46. oe of blood. Macbeth was first cousin 
to King Duncan, and from his position 
as generalissimo of Scotland, he had 
some right to expect the rule by fair 
means. 

49. quarrel, cause. 

287b 11. Envernes, Inverness, at the head of 
Moray Firth in northern Scotland. 

16. Scone, in Perthshire on the river Tay, 
where from early times the Scottish 
monarchs were crowned. 

20. Elgin, in northern Scotland on the Moray 


Firth. 
22. Colmkill, now Iona, a small island on the 
west coast of Scotland — “ the church of 


Cotumba,” the great Irish missionary to 
Scotland. See Adamnan, p. 44 and 
note. 


SIR THOMAS NORTH 


By reason of such men as Sir Thomas 
North, the Elizabethan age was great 
in translations as it was in nearly every 
other branch of literature. He was the 
second son of the first Baron North. It 
is believed that he attended Cambridge. 
In 1557 he entered Lincoln’s Inn, but 
soon turned his attention to literature. 
Provision was made for him by his father 
and by his generous brother, the second 
baron, but apparently he was always in 
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need. He attended his brother on an 
embassy to France in 1574; he was a 
captain In command of three hundred 
men of Ely in the days of the Armada; 
he was knighted about 1591; and for a 
number of years he maintained some po- 
sition in Cambridgeshire, being a com- 
missioner of the peace there in 1592. 
In 1601, when nearly seventy years of 
age, he was granted a pension of £40 a 
year by the Queen. There is no record 
of his death. His literary work was al- 
most wholly in translation, but it exerted 
a powerful influence on the writers of the 
time. His translation of Plutarch’'s 
Lives, by whi e is best remembered, 
appeared in{.1579, rendered from the 

rench of Amyot. It was dedicated to 
Elizabeth and proved one of the most 


popular books of her reign. Fil ogee ' 


simultaneously with Lyly’s Huphues, it 
stands in striking contrast in the ele- 
ments of style. Its nervous idiomatic | 
English and noble simplicity of expres- 
sion resemble the language of the Eng- 
lish Bible. Shakespeare used it as ‘a 
storehouse of classical learning,’ not 
only employing its material for his plays 
bat taking over many of its speeches 
bodily and adapting them in his dia- 
logue. = 


TRANSLATION OF PLUTARCH’S 
LIVES 


ASSASSINATION OF CHSAR 


In the Life of Brutus. Compare this 
passage with Shakespeare’s Julius Co- 
sar, especially Act III. 

41. Pompey’s image, the statue of Pompey, 
surnamed ‘the Great,’’ a famous Ro- 
man statesman and general, 106-48 B.c. 

43. Antonius, Mark Anthony, a Roman 
triumvir and general, ca. 83-30 B.c. 

288a 50. Consul with Cesar. Anthony took 
sides with Cesar in the civil war with 
Pompey, commanded a wing of his army 
at Pharsalia, and was made consul in 
44 B.c., the year of Czsar’s assassina- 
tion, 

289a 4. Tellus, goddess of Earth. 

289b 5. seventy-five drachmas, worth about 
twelve dollars in American money. The 
purchasing power of money was, of 
course, far greater than at present. 

28. Clodius, Publius Clodius or Claudius, 
a Roman politician, ca. 93-52 B.c. 

290a 12. Antium, a city of Latium about 
thirty miles south of Rome. 


SIR PHILIP SIDNEY 


DEFENSE OF POESY 


Of English literature in general Sidney 
has a low opinion, but of poetry he has 
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the highest possible conception regard- 
ing the poet as superior to the Iswgtver, 


TTS SUPREMACY 


7. conoeits, conceptions. 

16. margent, margin. To a few lines of text 
the schoolmen often added a long and 
learned commentary. 

32. take their physic at their ears, have their 

-_ @ats boxed. 
2b Li. as Aristotle saith. See Poetics, iv. 
See also note to p. 211b, 1. 11. 

13. Amadis de Gaule, a Spanish prose ro- 
mance of the early fourteenth century. 
A French version of about 1548 was pop- 
ular in Sidney's day. 

20% #neas carrying oid Anchises on his 
back. See Surrev’s translation, p. 194 

23. Turnus, King ef the Rutulians in 
Italy, when ness arrived. 

26 f, Fagientem, ete. “Shall this land be- 
hold (Turnus) in fight? Is it so very 
base a thing to die?” 

29. Where the philosophers, ete. The refer- 
ence is to the Stoics and some af their 
stock questions for discussion. 

29ia i, Boethius. See note to p 91bt 1] 2. 
5 & indulgere genio, to indulge their genius 
or tastes. 

iS The one of Menenius ippa, patrician 
ambassador to the revolted plebeians at 
the Sacred Mount about 494 B.c. 

44. Nathan the Prophet. .2 Samuel xm, 1 ff. 

29ib3 i that heavenly Psalm mercy. 
Psalm h. 

29. Sanazrar, an Italian poet, 1458-1580, ax 
thor of Arcadia, a pastoral romance of 
mixed prose and verse. 


42 pipe, pipe or flute of the shepherds. 

43. Melibeus, a shepherd in Virgil's first 
eclogue. 

45. Titiras, a character in Virgil’s first 
eclogue. 


2922 4f. Hee memini, ete. “ These (things) 
{ remember and conquered Thyrsis 
striving Im vain; from that time we 
have had Corydon, only Corydon.” 

li, Heraclitus, a Greek philosopher, late 
sixth century before Christ, called “ the 
weeping philosopher’? because he wept 
over the fatties of mankind. 

i7, Tambic. In Greek literature satirical 
works were often written in iambic (x) 
Measure. 

21. Omne vafer, ete., “ Cunningly touching 
every —viee, he moves his friend to 


fauchter.”” 
27. Cireum preecordia ludit, “ He plays about 
the heart.” 


Sl. Est Mubris animus, ete. “We are for 
Uhabra, if equanimity fails us noi” 
Ulubre, a town of Latium, was notable 
for its desolation. ; 

43. oblique, oblique angle or triangle. 


292b 0. Pistrinum, a “mill” or place of 


tory. 
2932 2 f the ald song of Perey end Douglas. 


293b 14. Dido, queen of Carthage, leved and 


294a 12. the Rowers of it, its imagery, illus- 


52. Demea, the “heavy father” in 
Adelphi of Terence. 

52. Danus, a conventional name for a slave 
in Latin comedy, as in the Phormio af 


58. Ganathea, a Ste and fistterer in the 
RE cng ch nee the Hunuchus of 
a in US 
Terence. 


punishment for slaves. 
27. i sceptra sevus, ete. “The tyrant 
with his scepter, who rules with an iron 
sway, is afraid of those who fear him; 
fear recoils against the inventor.” 
32. Alexander Pherceus, a tyrant of Phere 
in Thessaly, fourth century before 
Christ, cited in the Life of Peiepidas. 
Si, natural Problems, points in natural his- 


See The Hunitng of the Cheviot, p. 171. 
and note. 
0 Biden aie wae cal of Greece, 

10. Pindar, the chief hrical poet 
fifth century before Christ. 

15. Lacedemonians, ancient inhabitants of 
the most southerly of the peninsulas of 
Greece. 

28. Philip of Macedon, Philip II of Mace- 
donia, father of Alexander the Great. 

30. Olympus, ie., the Olympic games. 

41. Tideus, a Greek hero, king of Argos, whe 
fell in the expedition against Thebes. 

41. Rinaldo, a distinguished wartior, who ap- 
pears in Tasso’s Gerusalemme Liberata, 
Aniosto’s Orlando Furtese, and other 
heroic poems. 

41 f. who doth not enly teach, ete. The 
common Renaissance interpretation was 
that the great heroical or epical = 
of the past were intended te teach les 
sons, their heroes to shadow forth ideal 
princes or rulers. ; 

47, Tally, Mareus Tullius Cicero, s Roman 
orator and statesman, 106-43 B.c. 


ae by neas as described in Virgil’s 

reid. 

28. Melius Chrisippo et Crantore. “ Better 
than Chrysippus and Crantor,” philoso- 
phers of the third and Iste fourth cen- 
tunes before Christ. 

44f gave divine names unto it, ete. In 
Greek womrjs signifies “maker”: in 
Latin one word for poet is rates, “ seer” 
or * prophet.” 


trative fictions, and the ike. 


BEN JONSON 
TIMBER 


Timber, or Discoveries upon Men and Mi 


ier, is, as the title suggests, & succession 
of brief discussions of various subjects. 


~ 
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25. Non nimium, etce., ‘ Trust not too much 
to the ancients.” 

89. Non domini, etc., “They are not our 
masters, but our leaders.” 

40. several, individual property. 

40 ff. Patet omnibus, etc., ‘“‘ Truth abides 
for all; not yet has it been mastered. 
ne of it remains for the future as 


44. De Shakespeare nostrat. — Augustus 
in Hat. ‘About our fellow-countryman 
Shakespeare — Augustus (said) of Hate- 

us.”’ 


ri 
294b 8S. Suffaminandus erat. ‘He should 
have been clogged.” 
9. Haterius, a senator and rhetorician un- 
der Augustus and Tiberius. 
15. ‘ Cesar did never wrong,’ etc. See 
Shakespeare’s Julius Cesar, IIL, i, 47. 
21. Dominus Verulamius, Lord Verulam, 
i.e., Francis Bacon. 
23 f. ever grew up to his author, ever equaled 
his model. 
30. pressly, closely, concisely. 
37. at his devotion, at his pleasure. 
41 ff. Consuetudo, etc. These words are 
explained in the context which follows. 
295a 16. aquai and pictai, older forms for 
aque and pict. 
16. Lucretius, a Roman philosophical poet, 
ca. 96-55 B.c. 
16. scabrous, rough. ~ 
295b 1. Paronomasies, plays upon words, puns. 
2f. Que per salebras, etc., which through 
rough ways and lofty rocks fall. 
15. veer out, spread out, as a sailing vessel 
under a favorable wind. 
17. argument, subject. 


RICHARD HAKLUYT 


Hakluyt’s ancestors, originally from Hol- 
land perhaps, had been settled for several 
centuries in Herefordshire. He was edu- 
cated at Westminster School and at Ox- 
ford, where he received both the B.A. 
and M.A. degrees. At Westminster he 
first gave attention to geography and 
the history of discovery. At Oxford he 
became enthusiastic over these subjects 
lecturing in them for a while after be- 
coming Master of Arts. He seems to 
have taken orders at the usual age. He 
was chaplain to the ambassador to 
France in 1583. In France he continued 
his researches in voyages to America, 
through French and Spanish sources 
In 1589, a year after his return to Eng- 
land, he issued his Principal Narigations. 
It proved to be his life work. Repairing 
to Wetheringsett in Suffolk, he continued 
his work of collection and compilation 
and reissued it in three volumes ten 
ears later. Upon his death in 1616 he 
eft a body of manuscript sufficient for a 
fourth volume, which fell to his disciple 
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and heir, Samuel Purchas. Froude calls 
his work ‘‘ the prose epic of the modern 
English nation.” 


295a RALEGH’S LAST FIGHT OF 


THE REVENGE 


This pamphlet is one of several accounts 
of the battle which appeared between 
1591 and 1600. Though it is a piece 
of war propaganda inspired largely by 
imperialistic pride and unreasoning re- 
ligious animosity, it is important as 
reflecting the English state of mind im- 
mediately after the destruction of the 
Spanish Armada and as furnishing the 
background for an intelligent apprecia- 
tion of Tennyson’s spirited poem, The 
Revenge. 

8. this late encounter. The engagement 
took place off the Azores ‘“ the last of 
August, 1591.) Rumor had been busy 
with slanders against Ralegh, who 
was second in command in the expedi- 
tion but was required at the last minute 
by the Queen to give up his office and 
remain behind. 

295b 4. Sir Richard Grenville, Ralegh’s 
cousin, vice admiral of the expedition 
and real hero of the batile. 

10. advisos, dispatches. 

14. 1688, the year in which the Great Ar- 
mada attempted to conquer England. 

296a 7. Caracks, large vessels, galleons. 

14. Lizard in Cornwall, southernmost point 
in England. 

15. Portland, a peninsula in Dorset, southern 
England. 

20. squibs, rocketlike explosive missiles. 

29. coupled in halters, with ropes about their 
necks in pairs. 

47 ff. Sir Francis Drake, a great English 
seaman, ca. 1540-1596. His successful 
operations in “ their Indies ’’ were made 
in 1585-1586. 

296b 2f. Earl of Essex, Robert Devereux, 
second Earl of Essex. 

24. consumption of two billets, burning: of 
two pieces of wood. 

51. all pestered and rummaging, 7.e., disar- 
ranged and everything out of order. 

297a 30. very hardly, with great difficulty. 

45. sprang their luff, gave up sailing close 
against the wind. 

297b 4. carged, carved or built (?). 

6. laid the Revenge aboard, lay aboard the 
Revenge, attacked her at close quarters. 

12. three tier of ordnance, three ranks or 
lines of guns. 

14. chase, bows. 

23. crossbar shot, projectiles fastened in pairs 
for destroying rigging or for general ex- 
ecution. 

298a 1. hulks, transports. 

14. withal his surgeon, notwithstanding the 

skill of his surgeon. 
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32 f. composition, terms of peace. 
50. hold, the hold or interior of the ship. 
299a 26. free from galley, free from service as 
galley slaves. 
300a 44. keep the weather gage, keep to wind- 
ward. 
300b 39. empery, dominion, control. 
538. better sort, higher rank. 
301a 46. holds, strongholds, positions. 
301b 2. drawn, and quartered, disemboweled 
and cut in four pieces. See note to p. 
121a, 1. 168. 

14. be reformed, have become Protestant. 

23. Jesuits, the Society of Jesus, founded by 
Loyola in 1534. 

35, the Turk. lor centuries after the cru- 
sades the word ‘Turk’? was synonymous 
with tyranny and enmity toward Chris- 
tianity. 

38. the low countries, the Netherlands. 

51 f£. Agnus Dei, a prayer beginning with the 
words Agnus Dei, ‘Lamb of God.” It 
is found in the liturgy of the Roman and 
Protestant churches. 

302a 6. Hispaniola, Haiti. 

15. Bartholomew de las Casas, a Spanish 
missionary known as the ‘‘ Protector of 
the Indians,” 1474-1566. 


ROBERT GREENE 
A GROATSWORTH OF WIT 


This tract, though doubtless not actually 
written by Greene, is valuable as a con- 
temporary Puritan estimate of him and 
some of his associates. It was published 
by Henry Chettle almost immediately 
after his death. 

302b 2. gracer of tragedians, Christopher 

Marlowe, notorious at the time for his 
‘“ blasphemies ”’ or atheistical opinions. 

11. Machiavellian policy. Niccolo Machia- 
velli, 1469-1527, Italian statesman whose 
book on the cold-blooded methods of 
statesmen brought the author into abhor- 
rence because of his supposed advocacy 
of the policy set forth. 

303a 4. Sic volo, sic jubeo, As I wish, so I 

command. 

5. Fas et nefas, right and wrong. 

11. brocher, broacher or founder, probably 
Francis Witt, A.M. of Cambridge, burnt 
at Norwich, Greene’s native town, 1589, 
for his obnoxious opinions. 

15. Quam inscrutabilia, ete. How inscru- 
table are the judgments of God! 

20. Julian, a Roman emperor, 361-868, called 
“the Apostate’? because of his abandon- 
ment of Christianity. His death in battle 
by an arrow became a classic example of 
the fate of atheists. 

30. young Juvenal, Thomas Nashe. See in- 
troductory note to p. 259. 

41. blame not scholars. In his Pierce Penni- 
less, licensed for printing a month before 


NOTES 


[ 298a 


Greene’s death. Nashe attacked the Har- 
veys, two Cambridge scholars. 
44, thou no less deserving, George Peele. See 
introductory note to p. 257. 
303b 1. puppets, players. 


8. an upstart Crow, ete. This passage is 


generally acknowledged to refer to 
Shakespeare. As such, it is the first 


definite mention of him after his arrival 
in London and one of the few references 
to him by his contemporaries. 

10. Tigers heart, ete. A parody on Shake- 
speare’s ‘‘O tiger’s heart, wrapt in 3 
woman’s hide ”’ (3 Henry VJ, I, iv, 137), 
referring to his pretensions as an actor 
as well as a playwright. 

13. Johannes fac totum, Johnny-do-all, Jack- 
of-all-trades. 

26. two more, probably Thomas Lodge and 
another. 


THOMAS DEKKER 
THE GULL’S HGRN-BOOK 


Dekker’s well-known take-off is under- 
stood by its lifelike pictures and speech 
to have detracted from its own popu- 
larity and effectiveness. See also intro- 
ductory note to Dekker, p. 266. The 
selection in the text comprises Chap- 
ter VI. 
Gull, a greenhorn. 
Horn-Book, primer or ABC book for the 
young pupil, so named from its cover of 
horn to prevent abuse. 

32. the great beast, the public. 

34. factors, helpers. 

39. chapmen, merchants, tradesmen. 

42. groundling, occupant of the pit at the 
theater. 

42. gallery-commoner, a commoner who 
could afford a seat in the gallery. 

43. haggler, huckster. 

45. Sithence, since. 

46. a stool, a portable seat at the theater for 
any who could afford the price for it. 

47. templer, a member of the Temple. 

304b 1. Momus. See note to p. 204a, 1. 18. 
9, throne of the stage. The gallants often 

occupied seats on the stage itself. 

10. lord’s room, corresponding to the first- 

floor boxes of to-day. 

4. sharers, shareholders, stockholders. 

8. rushes. Rushes strewn on the floor 

served the place of carpets. 

19. Cambises, the king of rant in stage par- 
lance of the time. 

20. estridge, ostrich. 

24. cast up a reckoning, make an account. 

34 f. girder, one who gibes, a satirist. 

49. Fleet street gentleman, a resident or 
frequenter of Fleet street, where all kinds 
of shows were offered. 

52. ‘ we three,’ a representation similar to 
the modern postcard with two asses de- 
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picted and an inscription such as, ‘“‘ When 
shall we three meet again?” the third 
person being the reader. 

305a 12. the boys, the ushers or helpers. 

14. infants. Women’s parts were taken by 
boys in their early teens. 

19. dawcock, the male daw; an empty, chat- 
tering fellow. 

29 f. ‘Away with the fool,’ the cry of the 
spectators when tired of the extemporiz- 
ings of the jester. Dekker deftly turns 
the joke on the gallant. 

387 f. the quaking Prologue. For the new 
play the Prologue or introductory speech 
was, of course, important, as creating 
the first impression of the produc- 
tion. 

39 f. the trumpets their cue. The opening 
of a play was heralded by trumpet blasts 
from the roof. 

45. teston, originally a French coin, later 
the shilling of Henry VIII. 

53. the Counter, a prison in London in the 
Poultry. Another by the same name 
was located in Southwark, and a third in 
Wood Street. 

305b 1. bastome, a cudgel or club. 

8 f. inn-o’-court man, a member of one of 
the inns of court, where the young 
gallants, ostensibly studying law, were 
acquiring fashion and awaiting court 
preferment. 

9. zany, a subordinate fool or clown who 
aped the tricks of his principal. 

11. beagle, a small hunting dog. 

14. morris, a country dance. 

14f. Pelion upon Ossa. In the war against 
the gods in Grecian mythology the Ti- 
tans piled the mountains Pelion and 
Ossa one upon the other in an attempt 
to scale heaven. 

21. watch. The time of night was indicated 
by the periods of watching. Thieves 
seized convenient times between watches, 
or while the guards were being changed, 
to commit assaults. Some of the gallants 
of the time were thieves at night, and 
had associates among the thugs. Cf. 
Falstaff and the Eastcheap group in 
Shakespeare’s 1 Henry 1V. 

23. pass, escape. 

39. shoulder-clapping, elbowing through the 
crowds. 

1). cockatrice, mistress. 

43. sculler, a waterman who drove a scull or 
light boat for public hire. 

306a 1. upon ticket, upon credit. 

5. draw, draw your purse to pay cash. 

14. upon the third sound, the last sound of 
the trumpet announcing the beginning 
of the play. 

27. bastinado, a cudgeling. 

306b 2. mimics, actors. 

5. frets, a play on the word in the sense 
of annoyance; in stringed instruments, 
a bar or stop across the fingerboard. 
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Shakespeare uses the same pun in Ham- 
let, III, ii, 388. 

17. felt and feather, hat. 

18. punk, a bawd. 

23 f. play-scraps, fragments of speeches from 
the play. 

29. shittlecock, a game or sport. 

’ 


JOHN FLORIO 


John Florio was the son of an Italian 
Protestant refugee who came to England 
shortly before the reign of Edward VI 
to escape persecution. For the same 
reason the family probably retired during 
the reign of Mary to the continent, 
where the son began his education. Later 
he attended Oxford. By 1600 he was 
a teacher of languages in London and on 
intimate terms with the men of letters 
and literary patrons of the time. In 
1603 his translation of Montaigne’s Hs- 
says was published. In the same year he 
became reader in Italian to Queen Anne. 
Late in life he retired to Fulham and 
died there in 1625. He is not an accu- 
rate translator but he is a genuine inter- 
preter. Many of the riches of his great 
original he has transferred to English as 
no one without his genius and not of his 
time could have done. 

Michel Eyquem de Montaigne, 1533- 
1592, was a French courtier and later 
mayor of Bordeaux. He is celebrated 
for his Hssazs, first published in 1580. 
In them he discusses with an amused and 
subtly skeptical tolerance various aspects 
of human life, usually in relation to some 
general truths regarding history or so- 
ciety. They are familiar in style and are 
full of pleasant digressions. His philos- 
ophy is: Do not expect foo much, accept 
life with cheerful resignation, don’t take 
yourself too seriously. Though he can- 
not be said to have invented the essay, 
he was the first to give it a thoroughly lit- 
erary flavor. His essays were read with 
delight by Bacon (p. 314b) and Shake- 
speare, and they exercised a considerable 
influence upon Addison, Steele, and other 
essayists of the eighteenth century. 


TRANSLATION OF MONTAIGNE’S 
ESSAYS 


306a OF IDLENESS 


307a 4. Sicut aque, etc. A free verse trans- 
lation follows, as in other quotations 
throughout the work. 

47. cariere, career, roadway. 

49. Chimerzes, monsters. The classical 
Chimera was a fire-breathing monster, 
part lion, part goat, and part dragon, 
that laid waste ancient Lycia. It was 
slain by Bellerophon mounted on Pegasus, 
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OF THE CANNIBALS 


This essay is significant, not only be- 
cause we know that it was read and used 
by Shakespeare (see note to p. 309b, 48) 
but because its general theme — the su- 
periority of primitive over civilized and 
sophisticated man— was later to be- 
come the cardinal principle for a con- 
siderable body of radical romanticists 
during the eighteenth century. Mon- 
taigne’s picture of the American Indians 
lays the foundation for Cooper’s later 
idealization. 

5. King Pyrrhus, ca. 318-272 B.c., king 
of Epirus and one of the greatest generals 
of antiquity. His operations against 
Rome took place 280-275, when he was 
defeated at Reneventum. 

13. Flaminius, ca. 230-ca. 174 B.c., a Roman 
general. He defeated Philip V of Mace- 
don in 197 and proclaimed the freedom 
. Greece at Corinth in 196. See note to 
. 14. 

14. Philip, king of Macedonia, 220-178 z.c. 
(not to be confused with Philip of Mace- 
donia. the father of Alexander the Great). 

16 f. Publius Sulpitius Galba, a Roman consul 
who held Macedonia during part of 
Philip’s reign. 

25. Villegaignon, a French soldier in charge 
of an expedition to Brazil. He planted a 
colony, which later was destroyed, in the 
Bay of Rio in 1555. 

39. the general Deluge. Most of the ancient 
nations bear testimony to a general in- 
undation which destroyed the race at 
some period in its history. The Greek 
account strongly resembles the Biblical. 

308a 42. febricitant, affected with fever or 
convulsions, 

44, Dordoigne, a river of France emptying 
into the Garonne a few miles below Bor- 
deaux. 

308b 6. Medoc, a district of Gironde in 
France. 
309a 4. hyperbolize, exaggerate. 
28. scantling, bit, modicum. 
309b 36f. Lycurgus, a Spartan lawgiver, prob- 
ably of the ninth century before Christ. 

45. genuity, race or condition. 

48. It is a nation, ete. The next six lines in- 
clude the famous passage used by Shake- 
speare in the Tempest, IT, i, 139 ff. 

310a 26 f. champain, plain, level. 

53. Suidas, author of a famous encyclo- 
pedie Greek lexicon, probably second 
half-of the tenth century after Christ. 

310b 12. Corianders, belonging to the pars- 
ley family, the seeds of which were used 
in flavoring. 

14. wallowish, flat, nauseous. 

3ila 19. Scythians, in ancient times the in- 
habitants of the more remote parts of 
north and northeast Europe and Asia. 

26 f. coni-catch, dupe, cheat. 
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37. broaches, any one of several pointed in- 

struments. 
311b 34. mammocks, fragments. 

40. Chrysippus and Zeno, Greek philosophers 
of the third century before Christ, the 
latter the founder and the former the 
most eminent disciple of the Stoic sect. 

46. city of Alexia, Alesia, the capital of the 
Mandubii, a tribe of central Gaul, fa- 
mous for its defense by Vercingetorix and 
capture by Ceesar in 52 B,C. 

312a 18. uberty, abundance. 

312b 35 f. porterly-rascal, a low, mean, por- 
terlike fellow. 

313a 9. Salamis, scene of the victory over the 
Persians by the Greek fieet under The- 
mistocles in 480 B.c. 

9, Plateea, scene of the final repulse of the 
Persians by the Greeks in 479 B.c. 

9. Mycale, a mountain in Lydia, Asia Mi- 
nor, near which on the same day as the 
battle of Plateea the Greeks overcame 
the Persian naval forces. 

10, Sicilia, probably the unsuccessful at- 
tempt of the Carthaginians to make a 
conquest of Sicily in the same year as 
the battle of Salamis above. 

12. King Leonidas, king of Sparta, slain in 
his defense of Thermopyle in 480 B.c. 

313b 47. Lea, Rachel, etc. See Genesis xvi 
and xxx. 

49. Livia, Livia Drusilla, ca. 56 B.c.-A.D. 29, 
wife of Augustus Czsesar. She was 
charged with various crimes in her at- 
tempts to secure the succession for her 
son Tiberius by her former husband. 

3i4a 14f. canzonet, a short song or vocal 
piece. This fragment was several times 
rendered into English verse and served 
during the Romantic period as a stand- 
ard illustration of poetry composed by 
means of simple native genius and with- 
out the application of rules, See Intro- 
duction to Restoration and Highteenth 
Century, p. 404 f. 

25, Anacreontic. Anacreon, ca. 563-478 B.c., 
was a distinguished Greek lyric poet who 
sang the praises of love and wine. 

52, Switzers, Swiss guards. 

The student will not miss the delicious 
humor in the great essayist’s irrelevant 
conclusion. 
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FRANCIS BACON 


Francis Bacon, a younger son of Sir 
Nicholas Bacon, Lord Keeper of the 
Great Seal, was born at York House in 
the Strand. His mother, the daughter of 
Sir Anthony Cooke, tutor to Edward VI, 
was a woman of scholarly inclinations 
and literary talent. Not much is known 
of his early life and education, except 
that he was delicate in health and of 
grave demeanor. In 1573 he entered 
Trinity College, Cambridge, and in- 
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terested himself in science and _ philos- 
ophy. All previous investigations in 
both these branches he came to regard 
as generally wrong, and with this idea 
in mind, after three years, he quitted 
the University. In 1576 he was adimitited 
to Gray’s Inn, and the same year went 
to Paris in the suite of the English am- 
bassador. He was reealled to England 
in 1579 by the death of his father. Em- 
barrassed by a limited provision from 
the estate, he set himself to the study of 
law and sought advancement at court. 
He entered Parliament in 1584. He 
seems to have been acquainted with the 
Earl of Essex by 1588; by 1591 he was 
a diligent adviser to him; and in 1595 
the Earl bestowed on him an estate of 
land. Meanwhile he was in ill favor 
with the Queen. In the reign of James 
his fortunes improved. He became 
Solicitor-General in 1607, Attorney- 
General in 1613, Privy Councillor 
in 1616, and Lord Chancellor in 1618, 
with the title of Baron Verulam. In 
January, 1621, he was created Viscount 
St. Alban, and in March of that year he 
was impeached for corruption in office. 
Admitting the charges, he was fined 
£40,000, sentenced to imprisonment at 
the King’s pleasure, and debarred for- 
ever afterward from holding office in the 
state. His remaining five years he lived 
in seclusion, devoting his time to philo- 
sophical and literary pursuits. He died 
at Highgate in April, 1626. The first 
edition of his Essays appeared in 1597. 
He reissued them, with several additions, 
in 1612, and in 1625 they were published 
in their final form, fifty-eight in number. 
Their remarkable terseness of expression 
and compactness of thought and style 
make them the most memorable ex- 
amples of their kind in the language. 
As a philosopher and scientist Bacon was 
one of the first to perceive the essential 
unity and the practical end of all 
knowledge, and he is popularly regarded 
as the first to apply the experimental 
method, now universally employed by 
scientific men. His method and his 
classification of science are set forth in 
the Novum Organum, published in 1621. 


314b OF TRUTH 


47. jesting Pilate. See John xviii, 38. 
315a 9. One of the later school, etc., probably 

the ‘‘ New Academy,” a sect of Greek 
philosophers who came to the coriclusion 
that mankind has no criterion by which 
to judge of truth. 

i3. as with poets. The common ascription 
of lying to poets is only in the sense of 
“feigning,” that is, of fabricating or 
creating from the imagination. 
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31 f. One of the fathers, Jerome or Augus- 
tine. 

33. vinum dzmonum, the wine of devils. 

46, sovereign good, the swmmuwm bonum, 
“the highest good,’’ which has been 
sought by the philosophers of all ages. 

315b1f. The poet, etc., Lucretius, in his 
great philosophical poem, De Natura 
Rerum. 

2. the sect, the Epicureans, who held that 

pleasure is the highest good. See note 
to Chaucer’s Prologue, 1. 836. 

32. Montaigne saith, etc. Second book of 
Essays, Chapter 18. 

44. it being foretold. See Luke xviii, 8. 


OF ADVERSITY 


316a 17f. Prometheus, a Titan. He stole fire 
from heaven and bestowed it on man 
against the express prohibition of Zeus, 
who in anger caused him to be fixed to a 
rock on Mount Caucasus and tormented 
daily by a vulture eating at his vitals. 
peas many centuries Hercules released 
im. 
23. in a mean, in a general way. 


OF MARRIAGE AND SINGLE 
LIFE 


316b 24f. humorous, given to humors, or 
having peculiar temperaments. See note 
to Chaucer’s Prologue, 1. 420. 

38. hortatives, exhortations. 

52. Ulysses, hero of the Odyssey. He was 
offered immortality by Calypso, but he 
preferred his old wife to immortality. 

317a Sf. he was reputed, etc., the Greek phi- 
losopher Thales, ca. 640-ca. 546 B.c. 


OF LOVE 


28. syren. The Sirens were three sea 
nymphs who sang so entrancingly that 
sailors were lured to destruction on the 
rocks where they lived. See also note 
p. 90a, 34. 

29. fury. See note to Sackville’s Induction, 
1. 109. 

38. Appius Claudius, a Roman judge who 
fell criminally in love with Virginia, 
449 p.c. See Chaucer’s Physician’s 
Tale, Macaulay’s Lays of Ancient Rome, 
Sheridan Knowles’ Appius and Vir- 
ginia, ete. 

46 f. Satis magnum, ete. We are a sufficiently 
ample spectacle one to another. 

317b 6. it hath been well said, etc., by Plu- 
tarch. : 

12. it was well said, etc., by Publius Syrus. 

22. the poet’s relation, Ovid in his Hpistles. 

23 f. he that preferred Helana, Paris. Juno 
offered him Asia, and Athena renown 
in war, but he awarded the prize to 
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Venus for the return gift of Helen. See 
Tennyson’s (none. 


318a OF GREAT PLACE 


10f. The rising unto place, etc. This pas- 
sage is a sad but apt commentary on 
Bacon’s own rise and fall. 

16 f. Cum non sis, etc. Since you are no 
longer what you were, there is no reason 
why you should wish to live. 

38 f. Uli mors gravit, etc. Death weighs 
heavily on him who, too well known to 
all, dies unknown to himself. 

42. not to can, not to be able. 

53 f. Et conversus Deus, etc. And God 
turned to behold the works which his 
hands had made, and saw they were very 
good. A paraphrase of the Latin version 
of Genesis i, 31. 

318b 28. de facto, as a fact. 
319a 3. inward, intimate, confidential. 

13. Salomon saith. Cf. Proverbs xxviii, 21. 

18 f. omnium consensu, etc. By consent of 
all he was fit for rule —if he had never 
ruled. 

20 f. solus imperantium, ete. Of the em- 
perors Vespasian alone changed for the 
better. 


OF YOUTH AND AGE 


319b 7. Septimius Severus, a Roman em- 
peror, A.D. 198-211. 
Sf. Juventutem egit, etc. He spent a 
youth full of errors, even of madness. 
13. Cosmos, Cosimo de Medici, 1519-1574, 
called ‘‘ the Great.’”? He became Duke 
of Florence in 1537. 
13. Gaston de Fois, a French general of the 
early sixteenth century. 
51. A certain Rabbin, Isaac 
fifteenth century. 
52. Your young men, etc. 
Acts ii, 17. 
320a 11. Hermogenes, a Greek rhetorician of 
the second century after Christ. 
19. Hortensius, 114-50 B.c., an eminent 
Roman orator, Cicero’s great rival. 
19f. idem manebat, etc. He remained the 
same when it was no longer becoming. 
23. Scipio Africanus, ca. 234-183 B.c., a 
Roman general who defeated Hannibal 
at Zama, 202 B.c., and thus ended the 
second Punie War. 
24 f. ultima primis cedebant. 
not equal to his beginning. 


Abrabanel, 


Joel ii, 28, and 


His end was 


OF STUDIES 


320b 29. Abeunt studia in mores. One’s 
studies become at length a part of one’s 
nature. ‘This famous sentence comes 
from Ovid. 

30. stond, drawback, hindrance. 

81. wit, understanding. 


NOTES 
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34. stone and reins, bladder and kidneys. 

42. cymini sectores, hairsplitters. Cymini 
sector means, literally, “splitter of a 
cumin seed (a very small seed).’”’ 


JOSEPH HALL 


Joseph Hall received his early education 
at his birthplace, Ashby-de-la-Zouch in 
Leicestershire. He went up to Cam- 
bridge in 1589 and in course of time re 
ceived the B.A., M.A., B.D., and D.D. 
degrees, ‘‘ with great applause.” He 
wrote verses early and enjoyed some 
reputation as a satirist. He took orders 
at the end of the century and occupied 
rural appointments for several years. 
At the beginning of his residence at 
Waltham he published his Characters of 
Vices and Virtues, 1608. His Contem- 
plations, which contain much of his best 
work, appeared in eight volumes between 
1612 and 1626. In 1627 he was made 
Bishop of Exeter, whence he was trans- 
ferred to Norwich in 1641, only to be 
ousted soon after by the fortunes of 
civil war. He spent his last years at 
Higham, a village near Norwich, and 
died there in 1656. He wrote with great 
fluency and energy and perhaps with 
fewer digressions from the broad course 
of eloquence than any other of the cleri- 
cal writers of his time. His satirical 
sketches give us interesting glimpses of 
contemporary manners and are instruc- 
tive experiments in the portrayal of 
character. See, further, observations 
on the “ character ”’ in the introductory 
sketch to Sir Thomas Overbury, p. 322b. 


321a THE HONEST MAN 


33. overseen, overlooked or omitted. 
45. providence, sense or instinet for provid- 
Ing. 


321b THE HYPOCRITE 


24. player, actor. 
322a 2. tables, notebook. 
18. every occurrent, everything that hap- 
pens. 
30. all gnats, ete. See Matthew xxiii, 24. 
43 f. so fast a closure, so quickly coming to 
terms or understanding. 


SIR THOMAS OVERBURY 


A native of Warwickshire, Sir Thomas 
Overbury attended Oxford as a gentle- 
man commoner, took the B.A. degree 
in 1598, and set up in London as a mem- 
ber of the Middle Temple. He was 
knighted at Greenwich in 1608 and at- 
tained prominence as a courtier, partly 
by his own merit and partly by his 


et ection 
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friendship for the favorite, Rochester, 
whom he had met as Robert Carr in 
Edinburgh several years before. When 
Rochester's intrigue with the abandoned 
Countess of Essex began to show prom- 
ise of culminating in marriage, Overbury 
rotested vehemently. The vindictive 
ountess procured his imprisonment in 
the Tower, suborned the attendants, 
and accomplished his death by slow 
poisoning a few months later. Within 
two years the secret came out, the ac- 
complices were executed, and the princi- 
pals, now Earl and Countess of Somerset, 
were committed to the Tower for a time 
and disgraced. Overbury was a singularly 
gifted and cultivated man. As a courtier 
he did more than any other of his time to 
foster and encourage literature and art. 
To the second edition of his popular 
poem, The Wefe, 1614, there was ap- 
pended a set of *‘ characters,” or sketches 
of typical representatives of various 
classes of society. The English ‘“ charac- 
ter’ has important continental models, 
but the “ characters” of Overbury and 
his contemporaries are important as 
early examples of a form that was to 
reach its highest perfection in the Sir 
Roger de Coverley Papers of Addison 
and Steele (p. 521 ff. and p. 524 ff.). 


222b AN AMORIST 


The amorist or lover here delineated 
unfavorably is the conventional lover 
portrayed in the sonnets. 

18 f. Is, ete., A lover (amorist) is a man 
blighted and, as it were, driven mad by 
the infiuences of the planets. 

19. the dog that leads, etc. He is to the 
little blind god Cupid merely like a dog 
that leads a blind beggar. 

22. musk comfits, scented sweetmeats. 

43 f. not at home, his mind wanders. 

44. scotcheth, wounds, passes. 


A FAIR AND HAPPY MILK-MAID 


323a 12. tissue, fabrics. 
16. conditions, disposition. 
39. bravery, finery. 
51f. a Friday’s dream. Of all the days of 
the week Friday is most regarded with 
superstition. 


JOHN EARLE 


John Earle was born at York of parents 
who were in easy circumstances. He 
went to Oxford, received the B.A. and 
M.A. degrees, and was incorporated 
M.A. of Cambridge. In 1628 his Mi- 
crocosmographie, or Essays and Charac- 
ters appeared. An edition the following 
vear contained twenty-three new pieces, 


323b 
28. 


324a 


Re 
15. 


3l. 


1243 


after which it is doubtful if he ever gave 
the work further concern. He became 
tutor to Prince Charles about 1641, was 
abroad with him during the Common- 
wealth, and remained closely attached 
to and highly esteemed by him after- 
wards. He was in favor at the Restora- 
tion, and wisely used his power and 
influence for tolerance and moderation. 
He became Bishop of Worcester in 1662 
and later was transferred to Salisbury. 
He died at Oxford in attendance at the 
court while it was temporarily exiled 
from London on account of the plague. 
His book of “ characters” ran through 
several editions within a few years after 
its first appearance, thus evincing its 
great popularity. The sketches them- 
selves are inimitably drawn, exhibit the 
spirit of a philosopher, humorist, and 
artist, and throw much light on the social 
conditions of the time. On the “ charac- 
ter,’”’ see introductory note to Sir Thomas 
Overbury, p. 322b. 


A CHILD 
tice, entice. 


A PLAIN COUNTRY FELLOW 


the punishment of Nebuchadnezzar. See 
Daniel iv, 29 ff. 

gee and ree, expressions used in directing 
a team. 

copyhold, tenure of land. 


324b 4. hobnail, homely, rustic, from the 


5. 


peasant’s shoe with large nails in it. 
clout, patch or mend. 


A CRITIC 


This “ character ’’ is more of the Renais- 
sance schoolman or pedant than of the 
critic as we know him to-day. 


28 f. desunt multa’s, many things lacking. 


35. sophicate, sophisticated, adulterated. 

36. bastard, a sweet Spanish wine; here the 
meaning is, apparently, impure. 

38. Varro, Marcus Terentius Varro, 116~-ca. 
27 w.c., scholar and author, “ the most 
learned of the Romans.” 

39. Plautus, a Roman comic dramatist. He 
lived nearly two centuries before the 
Golden Age of Latin literature. His 
work was known and imitated during 
the Renaissance in England. 

39f. omneis...quicquid, antiquated forms 
employed by the pedantic critic. 

325a BIBLE 


The Authorized Version of the Bible was 
largely the result of the stimulus given 
the enterprise by James I, hence the pop- 
ular name, “‘ King James’s Bible.” The 
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plan was proposed at the Hampton 
Court Conference, at which the King 
presided, In the months which followed 
2 directed the project and superintended 
the selection of the fifty-four translators 
who were to perform the work. By 1606 
forty-seven scholars were definitely set 
te the task. They worked deliberately 
and systematics ally, under a definite code 
of instructions, in six general companies, 
two meeting at Oxford, two at Cam- 
bridge, and two at Westminster. Smaller 
groups worked separately from each 
other, making frequent comparison of 
their labors, and submitting their joint 
achievements to the larger units for in- 
corporation or rejection, The final re- 
vision represented the combined efforts 
and consensus of views of the whole 
learned body. They brought under con- 
tribution not only the Greek and Hebrew 
originals but also all previous versions 
from Wyelif down, In this way the 
work was an evolution, the final results 
representing the best talent and scholar- 
ship, not only of England but of the con- 
tinent, for many generations. The book 
was issued by Robert Barker, the King’s 
printer, in 1611. Apart from its spiritual 
eae no other work of the lan- 
uage has exercised so profound and 
vr-reaching an influence upon the 
thought speech, and literature of the 
nation. 


re a 


MARRIAGE OF SAMSON 


Samson was the strong man of the He- 
brew race, more nearly its epie hero than 
any other. The episodical character of 
the love story here indicates epical 
treatment. 

. Timnath, a town in northern central 
Juda. 


}. Philistines, a race of people probably of 


Semitic origin, inhabiting southern Pales- 
tine and owing allegiance to Egypt, he- 
reditary enemies of the Hebrews 


3. Israel, people of Israel, descendants of 


Jacob. See Genesis xxxii, 28. 


825b 43. Ashkelon, one of the chief cities of 


the Philistines, on the coast of Judza. 


THE WOMAN AT THE WELL 


The author was John, the beloved dis- 
ciple He was the son of Zebedee and 
by tr ade was a fisherman, He enjoyed 
the closest intimacy with C hrist, and at 
the crucifixion was ch: eee Ww ith the care 
of Christ’s mother. He i is believed to be 
the author of the three epistles that bear 
his name and of Revelation. After an 
exile on the Isie of Patmos in the Hgean, 
he is thought to have returned to Ephesus 


and to have died there at a very ad- 
vanced age. 


. Pharisees, a very strict or puritanical 


order of the Jews. 


. John, John the Baptist, ca. 5 B.c.-ca. 


A.D. 30, last of the Hebrew prophets and 
forerunner of Christ. 


. Samaria, a district lying between Judea 


and Galilee. 


. Sychar, in southern central Samaria. 


Jacob’s well and Joseph’s tomb are 
near. 

Jacob gave to his son Joseph. See 
Joshua xxiv, 82. 

Samaritans. The Samaritans were of 
foreign origin, having come from Babylo- 
nia and some of the Assyrian provinces. 


327a CHARITY 


The writer was Paul, “apostle to the 
Gentiles.” He was born in Tarsus, 
learned the trade of tent making, studied 
at Jerusalem, persecuted the Christians, 
was miraculously converted on the way 
to Damascus, and became the greatest 
Christian preacher of all time. He made 
missionary tours into various countries 
and suffered martyrdom in Rome about 
67. 


. charity. A better English word for the 


Greek original ayamn is love, which is 
given in the Revised Version. 


JOHN MILTON 


John Milton, the greatest of the sacred 
poets of England and one of the greatest 
epic writers of all time, was born De- 
cember 9, 1608, in Bread Street, Cheap- 
side, London, where his family resided 
for the first sixteen years of the poet’s 


elife. |His father, a native of Oxfordshire 


,and a scrivener by trade, was an ac- 
| complished man, particularly in music, 
‘and from all accounts was an entirely 
_adequate father for so gifted a son. His 
mother, Sarah Jeffrey, was an excellent 
woman. His first schooling was at 
St. Paul’s School close by his native 
street. He entered Christ’s College, 
Cambridge, as a “‘ lesser pensioner,’’ at, 
sixteen years and two months, and re- 
mained there nearly seven and a half 
years. He.swas_not..generally popular 
because_of—his independentdemeanor, 
which got him into trouble with his 
tutor. The sobriquet of “the Lady of 
Christ’s”’ was given him partly in 
compliment to his elegance and refine- 
ment and partly in scorn of his fastidious 
tastes. Before leaving the university, he 
wrote some excellent poems, including 
his ode on the Nativity, the epitaph on 
Shakespeare, and his sonnet on reaching 
the age of twenty-three. - Meanwhile 


ae 
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the family had retired to Horton in 
Buckinghamshire, a few miles west of 
London. The next six years, spent in 
studious self-improvement there, were 
roductive of some of his best poetry — 
*Allegro, Il Penseroso, Comus, and 
Lyeidas. After the death of his mother 
in 1637, he went abroad but was induced 
to return in little more than a year by 
increasing rumors of disquieting con- 
ditions in England. For a while he 
emploved his powers in controversial 
writings; i Mary 
‘ell (who very soon left him) in 1643; 

: yas engaged in 

For his The Tenure of Kings 
and Magistrates, issued within two weeks 
after the death of Charles i, he was 
made Latin Secretary under Cromwell. 
e duties of the office were heavy, his 
devotion to the cause was great, his 
sight began to fail, and by 1653 he became 
totally blind. For the remainder of the 
Protectorate his life was of an even tenor. 
¢ At the Restoration he went down in the 
general obloquy which attended the 
Puritan fall, and for a time he retired 
Linto concealment to save his life. How 
e escaped execution is yet, to some 
extent, a mystery. By 1665 Paradise 
Losi, which he had begun in 1658 and 
completed under the severest trials, was 
ready for publication. It appeared two 
years later, and considering the author’s 
circumstances and the temper of the 
time was well received, bringing him 
again into the public eye. He continued 
productive until his death, which 
occurred at his house in Bunhill, Novem- 
ber 8, 1674, of ‘‘ gout struck in.” 
was buried in the church of St. Giles in 
i" Cripplegate.) In the possession of solid 
learning, high intellectuality, and rare 
imaginative force and splendor, Milton 
robably excels all other poets who 
bh have written in English. His_style 


and characteristic treatment best repre- 
sent what has so often been inaptly 
called in others “ 


the grand manner.” 

tain sublimity, Dut 
Jilton it is well-nmigh a constant 
18 deficiencies, as often pointed 
out, are a lack of human warmth i 
almost complete dearth of humor, both 
of which were denied him more by his 
inherent nature than by the conditions 
of his life and time. His environment, 
however, affected his writings greatly, 
even determining largely the scope and 
character of his great epic. If he could 
have remained free to treat the great 
body of genuine epic material of the 
English nation, the matter of Arthur, as 
he long contemplated doing, we cannot 
but wonder what might have been the 
result. 


He. 
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ON SHAKESPEARE 


This poem appeared first among some 
commendatory verses in the Second 
Folio edition of Shakespeare’s works, 
1632. 

unvalued, invaluable. 

Delphic, inspired, oracular. Delphi, 
on the southern slope of Mt. Parnassus, 
was the seat of the famous oracle of 
Apollo. 


L’ALLEGRO 


L’ Allegro (‘‘ The Cheerful Man ’’) and 
Il Penseroso (“The Thoughtful Man ’’) 
are experiments in describing two con- 
trasting attitudes toward life. They 
belong to the literature of ‘ character” 
writing (see p. 321 ff. and notes). 
Cerberus, the three-headed dog that 
guarded the entrance to the Underworld. 
uncouth, strange, unknown. 
night-raven, probably the owl or night 
heron, 

Cimmerian desert, land of mist and 
darkness beyond the Ocean Stream. 
ycleped, called. 


328b 12. Euphrosyne, one of the three Graces, 


15. 
19. 
27. 


27. 
291 


40. 


who, as the name implies, presided over 
caries and pleasing offices or charities 
of life. 

two sister Graces, Aglaia (the bright) 
and Thalia (the blooming). 

Zephyr with Aurora, the West Wind and 
Dawn. 

Quips, short, sharp, witty sayings. 
Cranks, turns of wit. 

Hebe’s, goddess of youth, Jove’s cup- 
bearer until superseded, because of an 
awkward fall, by Ganymede. 
unreproved, that cannot be reproved. 


329a 62. dight, decked, clad. 


67. 
70. 
80. 


tells his tale, counts his flock. 

landskip, landscape. 

Cynosure, constellation of the pole star; 
here the center of attraction. 


83 ff. Corydon, Thyrsis, Phillis, Thestylis, 


94. 
102. 
102. 
104. 
105. 


conventional names in pastoral litera- 
ture. Milton, who sees lWnglish country 
life through bookish spectacles, gives 
English peasants classical names. 
rebecks, fiddles. 

fairy Mab the junkets eat. Mab, queen 
of the fairy world, ate whatever dainties 
the peasants set out. 

junkets, a general name for country 
delicacies. 

Friar’s lanthorn, will-o’-the-wisp, jack-o’- 
lantern, ignis fatuwus. ; 
drudging Goblin, Puck, Robin Good- 
fellow. See Drayton’s Nymphidiu, 
page 243, and Shakespeare’s Midsummer 
Night’s Dream. 


329b 132. Jonson’slearnéd sock. See note to 


Jonson’s To the Memory of My Beloved 
Master William Shakespeare, 1. 37. 


1246 
133. 


136. 
139. 
145. 


149. 
150. 


NOTES 


Fancy’s. The word ‘ fancy”? was more 
gencral in Milton’s time than now. 
Was Shakespeare really an artless genius 
who merely “ warbled ” like a bird? 
Lydian airs, according to the Greeks, the 
softest, mellowest kind of music. 

bout, fold, twist. 

Orpheus, son of Apollo and Calliope, 
celebrated for his musical powers; patron 
of music. 

Pluto, god of the Infernal Regions. 
Eurydice, wife of Orpheus, who won her 
back from Hades by the power of his 
music but lost her by a forbidden look 
before they had regained the upper air. 


IL PENSEROSO 


6. fond, foolish. 
330a 18. Prince Memnon, an Ethiopian hero 


1). 


23. 


Boe 
36. 


56. 


9. woody Ida, Mt. 


noted for his comeliness, slain by Achilles 
in the Trojan War. His sister Hemera 
(day) was by implication most beautiful 
among women. 

that starred Ethiop queen, Cassiopeia, wife 
of Cepheus, king of Ethiopia, who in- 
curred the anger of the sea nymphs by 
her boast of her superior beauty. She 
was transformed into the constellation 
Cassiopeeia. 

Vesta, goddess of the Hearth. To her 
father, Saturn or Cronos, is attributed 
the origin of civilization. Milton’s 
melancholy is therefore born of Retire- 
ment and Culture. 


. Saturn, supreme deity until dethroned 


by his son Zeus or Jupiter. 

Ida, near Troy, a fa- 
vorite resort of the gods, or Mt. Ida 
in Crete. 

darkest grain, violet. 
stole, veil or hood. 

decent, comely, beautiful. 
Philomel, the nightingale. 
Lyly’s Trico’ s Song, 1. 2 


See note to 


330b 83. the Bellman’s chee: charm. The 


99. 


. pall, outer garment, 


night watchman was often given to 
singing pious songs or reciting charms 
while on duty. 


. Bear, constellation of the Great Bear, 


which in northern countries never sets. 


. thrice great Hermes, Hermes Trisme- 


gistus, a legendary learned Egyptian 


philosopher, often confused with the 

god Hermes. ; 

. Demons, spirits, geni. The Greek 
’ ) tan) 


imagination peopled well-nigh everything 
with presiding divinities. 

often richly em- 
broidered. 


. Thebes, chief city of ancient Bceotia; 


according to legend, the scene of martial 
exploits that are surpassed only by those 
of Troy. 

Pelops, the good son of the cruel Tantalus, 
king of Lydia. Defeated in a war with 


100. 


102. 
104. 
108. 
109. 
116. 


122 
123. 
124. 
1272 
134. 
331a 
158. 
159. 


161. 


170. 
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Troy, he was favored by Neptune 
in winning the beautiful Hippodamia 
in a chariot race, and became the pros- 
perous ruler of Southern Greece for 
many years, hence the name Pelopon- 
nesus. A’schylus wrote three plays on the 
murder of Agamemnon, a descendant of 
Pelops. 

tale of Troy divine. The reference is not 
to Homer but to Aschylus, Sophocles, 
and Euripides, the great classical dram- 
atists who composed tragedies dealing 
with the stories of Thebes, Pelops’ line, 
and Troy. 

the buskined stage. See note to Jonson’s 
To the Memory of My Beloved Master 
William Shakespeare, |. 36. 

Muszus, a mythical Greek poet. 

made Hell grant, etc. See note to L’ Al- 
legro, 1. 150. 

him that left half-told, etc. 
his unfinished Squzre’s Tale. 
great Bards beside. Spenser, 
ample, in his Faerie Queene. 


Chaucer in 


for ex- 


2. civil-suited, clad in conventional attire. 


tricked and frounced, adorned and with 
curled hair. 

Attic boy, Cephalus, loved by Aurora. 
still, gentle. 

Sylvan. Sylvanus, a Roman divinity, 
was god of the Woods. 

156. pale, enclosure. 

antick, antique. 

storied, furnished with stories or scenes 
from Scripture. 

the pealing organ, the pipe organ. 
Milten was skilled in music. It is com- 
mon to speak of the organlike qualities 
of his great poetry. 

spell, interpret. 


COMUS 
A masque in honor of the Earl of 
Bridgewater as Lord President of Wales, 
presented at Ludlow Castle upon his 
entrance upon the duties of his office in 
the autumn of 16384. 
7. pinfold, enclosure for stray cattle. 


331b 20. high and nether Jove, Jupiter or 


LR) 


ont 


. his fair offspring. The earl’s 


Zeus and Pluto. 

this Isle, England. 

quarters, divides in four, referring to the 
four divisions of government in the 
island — London, Edinburgh, the North, 
and Wales. 

blue-haired, cerulian- or skyey-haired, a 
common representation of the sea gods 
on the stage. 


. A noble Peer, John Egerton, Earl of 


Bridgewater. 
children 
—Lord Brackley, Thomas, and Lady 
Alice —, the main figures ot the masque, 
were children of about ten to fourteen 
years of age. 


331b J 


48. the Tuscan mariners, etc., Etruscan or 

Tyrrhenian pirates who attempted to 
1 Baechus into slavery and were 
transformed into dolphins for their pains. 

50. Circe’s island, ea, off the coast of 
Italy. See Odyssey, Bk. X. 

332a 58. Comus. The wicked enchanter of 
the masque is not a well-defined figure 
in classical mythology. His birth and 
character are largely Milton’s own. 

60. Celtic and Iberian fields, France and 

Spain. 

79. adventurous, full of adventures. 

83. Iris, the Rainbow. 

92. viewless, invisible. 

93. The star, Hesperus, or the evening star. 

93. Fold, gather his sheep into the fold. 
332b 97. steep, deep. 

105. rosy twine, wreaths of roses. 

116. morrice, a Moorish dance imported from 
Spain into England by John of Gaunt 
in the fourteenth century; a popular 
country dance. 

121. wakes, watches. 

129. Cotytto, a Thracian goddess of low 
revelry and debauchery. 

135. Hecat’, Thracian goddess of Witchcraft. 

139. nice, fastidious. 

333a 147. shrouds, hiding places. 

151. wily trains, train of wiles, dupery. 

155. blear, dimming. 

161. glozing, deceitful. 

167. gear, business. 

168. fairly, softly. 

176. Pan, god of Flocks and Herds, chief of 
the rural! divinities. 

189. Votarist, one who has vowed a pil- 
grimage. 

190. wain, wagon, chariot, or car. 

333b 204. single darkness, darkness alone. 

230. Echo, a mountain nymph enamored of 
Narcissus. Her love was unrequited, 
and she repined until nothing was left 
but her voice. As a punishment Nar- 
cissus fell in love with his own image and 
wasted away, until at last he was 
changed into the flower which bears his 
name. 

232. Meander, a winding river in Phrygia not 
far from Troy. 

334a 241. Parley, conversation, debate. The 
speech of Echo is ever a reply. 

253. Sirens three. See note to p. 317b, 1. 28. 

254. Naiades, nymphs of fresh-water springs 
and lakes. ' 

257. Scylla, at first a beautiful maiden but 
transformed by Poseidon’s jealous wife, 
the sea nymph Amphitrite, into a mon- 
ster with twelve feet, six heads, and 
the voice of a dog. She infested a 
rocky cave on the Italian side of the 
Straits of Messina. 

259. Charybdis, a dangerous whirlpool op- 
posite the rock of Scylla. 

334b 293. swinked hedger, 
laborer. 


tired common 
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313. bosky bourn, brook or stream, bordered 
with bushes or trees. 

335a 341. star of Arcady. Callisto, daughter 
of Lycaon, king of Arcadia in the upland 
portion of the Peloponnesus, was changed 
by the jealous Hera into a bear; and, 
when slain unintentionally by her 
protectress, Artemis, was made the 
constellation of the Great Bear by her 
former lover, Zeus. . 

342. Tyrian Cynosure, a constellation of the 
pole star, or Lesser Bear, by which the 
Tyrian seamen steered their course. 

344. wattled cotes, enclosures made by inter- 
twining boughs of trees or young saplings 
while green. 

345. pastoral reed with oaten stops, the 
shepherd’s pipe made of oaten straws. 

358. savage hunger, hungry beast. 

358. savage heat, bestial passion or appetite. 

335b 380. to-ruffled, much ruffled. 

382. i? th’ centre, the center of the earth, 
which, according to the Ptolemaic 
system, was the center of the universe. 

393. Hesperian tree, etc. The Hesperides, 
three daughters of Atlas, dwelt on an 
island in the west and guarded a tree 
bearing golden apples, Gea’s gift to 
Hera on her marriage with Zeus. They 
were deprived of their office for tasting 
the forbidden fruit, and their place was 
taken by the dragon Ladon. 

404. it recks me not, I care not. 

336a 434. unlaid, unexorcised. 

447. snaky-headed Gorgon shield. Perseus 
presented the Gorgon’s head to his 
divine patroness Pallas Athena, the 
Roman Minerva, who placed it in the 
center of her shield. See note to Para- 
dise Lost, II, |. 611. 

336b 468. Imbodies and imbrutes, 
fleshly and brutish. 

478. Apollo’s lute. The most beautiful and 
glorious of all the sons of Zeus, Phaebus 
Apollo, is fabled to have cried to his 
foster nurse Themis, upon springing 
full-grown to young manhood, ‘ The 
golden lyre shall be my friend,’’? whence 
he became the special patron of music. 

337a 517. Chimeras. See note to p. 307a, 
1. 49. Montaigne’s essay, Of Idleness. 

539. unweeting, unknowing, unawares. 

337b 580. furder, further. 

338a 604. Acheron, the river of Sorrow in 
Hades. 

605. Harpies, three female supernatural crea- 
tures with the faces of maidens but the 
bodies of vultures. They were afflicted 
with insatiable hunger. 

605. Hydras. The Hydra of classical lore 
was a water monster or serpent with nine 
heads, one of which was immortal. The 
task of destroying her was one of the 
labors of Hercules. 

635. clouted shoon, patched shoes. 

636. Moly, a fabulous herb of magic power. 
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637. 
338b 


641. 


646. 


649. 
655. 


661. 


340b 


823. 
825. 


NOTES 


Hermes once, etc. Cf. Odyssey X, 281- 
306. 

638. Hzmony, an ancient name for 
Thessaly, the land of magic; hence 
Milton’s probable coinage of the word. 
Furies’ apparition. See note to Sackville’s 
Induction, 1. 109. 
lime-twigs of his spells, the precincts of 
his enchantment, referring to the prac- 
tice of ensnaring birds by spreading 
birdlime on the boughs and twigs of trees. 
necromancer’s, sorcerer, dealer in the 
black art. 
sons of Vulcan. Vulcan had his great 
forge in Mt. Altna. He was for a while 
the husband of Venus and later married 
one of the Graces. His children were 
mostly monsters, such as Cacus, Peri- 
phetes, and Cercyon. 
as Daphne was, etc. Daphne, daughter 
of the river god Peneus, was sought by 
Apollo. In her flight she prayed for 
aid and was changed into a laurel tree, 
which since has been Apollo’s symbol. 


. Nepenthes, a drink which had the power 


of dispelling sorrow. 


. the wife of Thone, Polydamna, whom 


Homer no further characterizes than 
as an Egyptian woman and the wife of 
Thone. 

Jove-born Helena. Helen of Troy was 
the daughter of Zeus and Leda. 

689. wanted, lacked. 

oughly, ugly. 


. lickerish, tempting to any of the appe- 


tites. 


. budge doctors of the Stoic fur, the 


pedantic disciples of the ancient Stoics, 
a school of philosophers who held the 
chief aim in life was to schocl oneself 
into indifference to all strokes of fortune. 


. Cynic tub. Diogenes, the greatest of the 


Cynic philosophers, lived in a tub in 
scorn of the conventions and common 
comforts of life. 


. hutched, stored up. 
. pulse, peas, beans, etc. r 
. frieze, a coarse woolen cloth, originally 


from Friesland. 


. grain, color. 
. sampler, a pattern in embroidery and 


other needlework. 


. tease, comb. 


huswife, housewife. 

760. bolt, to sift or refine as in milling. 
791. fence, art of defense. 

Erebus, the Netherworld of darkness. 
Saturn’s crew. The Titans who sup- 
ported Saturn after his overthrow were, 
like the fallen hosts from heaven, cast 
down into utter darkness or the Under- 
world. 

822. Melibceus, a conventional name in 
pastoral poetry. 
soothest, truest. 
Severn stream, River. 


the Severn 


826 


[ 338a 


. Sabrina, the goddess of the Severn 
River, not far from Ludlow Castle. The 
story of Sabrina was told by Geoffrey 
of Monmouth and afterwards used by 
various English poets, including Spenser 
and Drayton. 


* 828. Brute. See notes to p. 88b, 25, and 
76b, 4. 

830. Guendolen, first wife of Locrine, whom 
he divorced for the fair Estrildis, mother 
of Sabrina. 

835. Nereus, an important and_ beneficent 
sea deity, father of the Nereides, fifty in 
number. 

838. lavers, baths. 

838. asphodil, daffodil or narcissus.  Origi- 
nally the asphodel was a plant growing 
in the Greek Elysium, 

845. urchin blasts, mildew or other blight sent 
on grain or cattle by an elf that took 
the form of an urchin, or hedgehog. 

341a 846. the shrewd meddling Elf, Robin 
Goodfellow or one of his kind. 

868. Oceanus, god of the great Ocean Stream, 
which flowed around the earth. 

869. Neptune’s mace, the trident. 

870. Tethys, wife of Oceanus, 

872. Carpathian wizard, Proteus, a sooth- 
sayer who inhabited an island in the 
Carpathian Sea. He was able to change 
his shape at pleasure. 

873. Triton, son of Poseidon and Amphitrite, 
and ‘‘ herald of the Sea.” 

874. Glaucus, a Beeotian fisherman who was 


ies) 
J 
Or 


879. 


880. 


891 


transformed into a sea beast from eating 
enchanted grass. He was endowed with 
the gift of prophecy. 
. Leucothea, the daughter of Cadmus, 
who plunged into the sea with her son to 
escape her demented husband, and was 
changed imto a sea goddess, ‘ Lovely 
hands”’ is by analogy with her “ fair 
ankles.” 
Parthenope, a sea nymph whose body 
was washed ashore at Naples. A shrine 
was erected to her there. 
Ligea, one of the Sirens. 


. osier, a species of willow. Dank, damp. 


341b 921, Amphitrite’s, a sea nymph espoused 


923 


by Poseidon. 
. Anchises’, aged father of ASneas. 


342a 963. Mercury, a Roman divinity, iden- 


964 
981 


986. 


tified with Hermes, 
messenger of the gods. 
. Dryades, wood nymphs. 


the wing-footed 


f. Gardens fair of Hesperus. See note 
to 1, 393. 
Hours. The Hore or Seasons, three 


beautiful maidens, daughters of Zeus 
and Themis, who presided over the 
smaller divisions of time as well. Only 
three seasons were recognized, spring, 
summer, and autumn, nature being re- 
garded as dead or asleep in winter, hence 
the joyous, beneficent character of these 
divinities. 


342b ] 
342b 1002. Assyrian queen, Astoreth or As- 
tarte, the Phoenician Venus. The Phceni- 
cian Adonis is to be equated with 
Thammuz, also slain by a wild boar. 
1005. Psyche, a beautiful princess espoused by 
Same the god of Love, but under strict 
rohibition not to look upon him. 
Irged on by her sisters she beheld him 
asleep by the light of a taper but aroused 
him, whereupon he left her. She 
wandered disconsolate through the world 
suffering great hardships, including a 
journey to Hades, but at last was 
reunited with him in heaven, to the 
glad acclaim of all the gods. 
1017. corners, horns. 
1021. sphery chime, music of the spheres. 


LYCIDAS 


Lycidas is one of four famous laments in 
English, the other. three being Shelley’s 
Adonais, Tennyson’s In Memoriam, and 
Arnold’s Thyrsis. 

Edward King, contemporary of the 
poet at Cambridge, was drowned off the 
Welsh coast on August 10, 1637, at the 

ge of twenty-five. 

8. Lycidas. The name is from the seventh 
idyll of Theocritus, the father of pastoral 
poetry. It occurs frequently in pastoral 
literature. 

10f. he knew Himself to sing, etc., he himself 
knew how to sing, etc. Some Latin 
verses by King have been preserved. 

15. Sisters of the sacred well, the nine Muses, 
either of Aganippe well on Mount 
Helicon in Bootia or of the Pierian 
spring at the foot of Mount Olympus. 

21. he, some poet, referred to as the Muse 
in L. 19. 

23. the self-same hill, Cambridge. 

3438a 29. Battening, fattening. ; 

34. Satyrs, rough, wild woodland spirits. 

34. Fauns, a class of sportive deities of the 
Romans, somewhat like the satyrs of 
the Greeks. 

86. Dameetas, a conventional pastoral name. 
Possibly Milton’s tutor Chappell at 
Christ Church is referred to. 

45. canker, cankerworm. 

52. the steep, probably Kerig y Druidion in 
Denbighshire, a reputed burial ground 
of the druids. : 

53. Druids, priests of the primitive Celtic 
religion or worship. They were poets 
as well. 

54. Mona, the island of Anglesey off the 
Welsh coast. 

55. Deva, the River Dee. Chester, the port 
from which King sailed, is on this 
stream. : 

68. the Muse herself. Calliope, chief of the 
nine, was the mother of Orpheus by 
Apollo. ; 

62. His gory visage. Orpheus was slain by 
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some Thracian women, in resentment at 
his indifference to them, and his head 
was thrown into the River Hebrus. 

343b 68 f. Amaryllis... Nera, conventional 
names of women in pastoral writings. 

75. the blind Fury, ete., Atropos, one of the 
Fates, who cut the thread of life, Blind, 
undiscriminating. 

85. fountain Arethuse. Arethusa was a 
nymph of Elis loved by the river god 
Alpheus. In her flight from him she 
was changed by Diana into a fountain 
and led under the sea to reappear again 
near Syracuse in Sicily. 

86. Mincius, a river emptying into the Po 
near Mantua, Virgil’s birthplace. 

89. Herald of the Sea, Triton. See note to 
Comus, 1. 873. 

90. plea, defense. 

96. Hippotades, M4olus, god of the Winds. 

99. Panopé, a Nereid. The Nereides, fifty in 
number, were Mediterranean nymphs, 
the daughters of Nereus and Doris. 

103. Camus, the spirit or divinity of the river 
Cam, on which Cambridge University 
is situated. 

344a 106. that sanguine flower, the hyacinth, 
whose petals the Greeks imagined were 
marked with the word meaning alas! 
from Apollo’s sorrow at the accidental 
death, of which he was the innocent 
cause, of his friend Hyacinthus. 

109. Pilot of the Galilean Lake, St. Peter 
(see Matthew xiv, 25 ff.). The passage 
following is an attack on the corrupted 
clergy of the time. King was preparing 
for orders. 

110. Two massy keys. Cf. Matthew xvi, 19. 

112. mitered. The miter was the official papal 
headdress. 

114. Anow, enough. 

115. the fold, the Church. 

122. What recks it them? 
care? 

124. scrannel, screechy. 

128. the grim Wolf, the Roman Catholic 


What do they 


Church. 
130. two-handed engine. (Specific meaning 
unknown.) 


132. Alphéus, a river in southern Greece. 
See note to |. 85. 

133. Sicilian Muse, Vheocritus. 

138. the swart star, the dog star. 

344b 142. rathe, early. 

149. amaranthus, emblematic of immortality. 

151. laureate, adorned with laurel. 

156. Hebrides, a group of islands northwest 
of Scotland. 

158. monstrous world, world of monsters. 

160. Bellerus. ‘The name was coined by 
Milton from JBelleriwm, a name for 
St. Michael’s Mount, off the coast of 
Cornwall near Land’s ind. According 
to Milton, Bellerus was a legendary 
Cornish giant. 

161. Vision of the guarded mount, St. Michael’s 
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Mount in Cornwall, where the angel Mi- 


chael is said to have been seen. 
162, Namancos and Bayona's hold, points on 
ish coast, the ame s 
tower and the other a eastle. 
173. Him that walked the waves. CY. Matthew 
my, 22 ff 


$48a 186, uncouth Swain, the unknown 
188, Dette aes ae here a Simple 
ay. & Simple song: a Simple 

elegy in the pastarl nr 


ON HIS BEING ARRIVED, ete. 


Written at Cambridge soon after Milton 
had taken his M.A. degree. 
4. my late spring. Milton's hterary powers 
appeared relatively late in hfe. He was 
first designed for the Church. 
i @ps my semblance. See the bic 
mie aoe sketeh for Milton’s reputation 
at the university, 


TO THE LORD GENERAL 
CROMWELL, ete. 


Fourteen members of the Rump Pariis- 
ment made up a committee on church 
aiiurs. To this body propesk were 
made that preachers should receive 


nubhie maintenance. ’ x 
yi howe Stream. Preston in Lancashire, 


on the Darwen, was the ene of Crom- 

well’s vietory over the Scots, August 17, 

1648. 

Dunbar field, in Haddingtonshire, Seot- 

land, the scene of another defeat af the 

Seots, September 3, 1650. 

9, Wereester, the scene of Cormwell’s 
decisive vietory over Charles I and his 
Scottish allies, September 3, 1631. 


7 


845b ON THE LATE MASSACRE IN 


PIEDMONT 


In 1655 the Protestants of northwest 
Italy were subjected to a bloody pers. 
eution by the court af Tanne SAU 
they refused to accept Cathehecisn. 
The English government took cognizance 
m a solemm protest to the Duke af 
Savoy, under whose nule the temtory lay. 

4. When all our fathers, ete. Before the 
Reformation when England was a 
Catholic country. 

2. The triple Tyrant, the Pope, from hs 
tmple erown, Sgnifying his threefold 
power ix heaven, earth, and hell. 

14. Babylonian wee. The Pantan identified 
Rome with the Babylon af Sonptanil 
impreeation. See Revelatien xi. 


ON HIS BLINDNESS 


Milton was totally bind by 163. 
3. that one Talent. Ci. Matthew xxv, 14 & 
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TO CYRIACK SKINNER 


‘ 5 
10. lest them over-piied. Milton at least 

his bhndness by his severe 
application to his duties as Latin Seere- 


ON HIS DECEASED WIFE 


The poet's second wife, Catherine Wood- 
cock, died in childbirth in 1658S — a httle 


King of Phere in Thessaly. By the 
favor of Apollo immortality was granted 
to the King on conditien that some 
member of his family should take his 
place when death summoned. His 
parents failing him at this ensis, Alcestis 
secretly gave hersel f to the saenfice and 
expired m his arms. As she was being 
committed to the tomb, Hercules ap- 
—— and compelled death to release 
er. 


& the Old Law. CY. Leviticus xi. 
1Q. Her face was veiled. Milton probshly 
never had had sight of her. 


PARADISE LOST 
I 
348b 1. Man's first disobedience, ete. Ci. 
Geness ii. 
~ ane greater Men, the Messish. 
Heavenly Muse, the Spint, Jehovah. 
Oreb, or of Sinai, the mountain range of 
Hered with Mt. Sinai where the law was 
given to Moses. See Exodus xix-uoxniv. 
S That Shepherd, Moses. 
X\ the chosen seed, the Ismelites. 
Q Sten hill, one of the hilis on whieh 
Jerusalem was built. 

11, Silea’s brook, the pool af Siloam at the 
feot of the hill on which the temple in 
Jerusalem stood. 

13. Aenian mount, Mt. Helicon. See noite 
to Lyctdas, 1. 15. 

21. Deve-ttike. Cf Lake ii, 2 

= ag Parents, Adam a Eve. 

p! t happy state, in Eden, generally be- 
heved to have been in M i 

2. For ane restraint. Cf. Genesis ii, 12. 

S47a 34. The infernal Serpent, Satan in the 
form of a serpent. 

So. what time his pride, ete. Ch Revels- 
tien xii, 7 ff. 

oo. Ken, know, have powers of Sght. 

TQ. Sach place, ete. In his jon of 
the universe, Milton reverts to Ptel- 
emaic system with Christian adaptations 

Ts. from the center thrice to the utmost pole. 
Three times the distance from the center 
ef the earth to the Primam Mobile ar 
tenth cir, 


1 Or the 


347b | NOLES 1251 
SSUNIVERSA, 
SSSkC HAO Sass 
Via. 1 Fic. 2 
HEAVEN 
Fic. 3 
a Gees ~. Primum 
i Aas * Mobile 


847b Sl. Beelzebub, sun god of the Philis- 
tines. 

82. thence in Heaven called Satan. Satan 
before his fall was an archangel; his 
name was blotted out from the Book of 
Life after his fall and the new name given 
for his new state. Cf. 1. 361 ff. 

93. He with his thunder, Jehovah. The poet 
mixes freely pagan and Christian con- 
ceptions. Thunder was the special 
weapon of punishment of Zeus or Jupiter. 

348b 197 ff. whom the fables name, etc. 
From the union of Uranus and Gwa 
(Earth) sprang two races of earth-born 
peings: three Giants, each with fifty 
heads and a hundred hands, possessing 


powerful brute strength, and able to 
shake the universe; and twelve Titans, 
who had great intellectual as well as 
physical powers. Both at one time or 
another rebelled against the gods. 
Titanian is a general name for the Titans. 
Briareus was a Giant. yphon was the 
youngest born of Tartarus and Ga 
He had a hundred heads and eyes that 
could strike terror to the beholder. He 
threatened gods and men, but was 
overcome by Zeus. The gods fled him 
and assumed animal shapes in Egypt. 
Accounts of the whole are mixed. 

200. ancient Tarsus, capital of Cilicia in 
Asia Minor. 
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352b | 


519. Doric, Greek. 

520. Adria, Adriatic Sea. 

520. Hesperian fields, Italy. 

521. Celtic, Celtic lands, i.e., France and 
Spain. 

521. utmost Isles, British Isles. 

534. Azazel. Cf. Leviticus xvi, 8. : 

543. Chaos and old Night. Chaos, according 
to Greek mythology, was not so much a 
spirit or being as a condition, amorphous- 
ness or confusion, although even that, 
with the active imagination of the Greek, 
was conceived of as vitalized by an 
essence, hence the vague divinity Chaos. 
Nyx or Night was his daughter, and in 
turn was the mother of mysteries, such 
as Death, Sleep, ete. She was clad in 
black, wore a veil, rode in a chariot 
drawn by black horses attended by 
the stars, and abode in the lower or 
outer world, but was withal a beautiful 
woman. 

550. Dorian mood, martial 
and stern. 

551. recorders, wind instruments somewhat 
like the flute. 

353a 575. that small infantry, the battle of 
the pygmies and the cranes, mentioned 
in the Iliad, Bk. IT. 

577. Phlegra, a headland on the peninsula 
of Chalcidice in the #gean Sea, the 
scene of the defeat of the Giants by the 
gods. 

580. Uther’s son, King Arthur. 

581. Armoric, Briton. 

583. Aspramont, etc., battle scenes in chivalric 
history and romance. 

587. Fontarabbia. In the oldest of the French 
chansons de gesies, the Song of Roland, 
Charles and his twelve peers are de- 
feated by an overwhelming host of 
Saracens at Roncesvalles near Fontar- 
rabia in Spain. 

353b 609. amerced, punished. 

354a 651. a fame, a story. 

678. Mammon, the personification of riches. 
Cf. Matthew vi, 24. 

854b 694. Babel. Cf. Genesis xi, 1 ff. 

694. works of Memphian kings, the Pyramids. 

703. founded, melted, as in a foundry. 

718, Alcairo, Memphis in Egypt. 

720. Belus, Bel or Baal, an Assyrian god. 

720. Serapis, an Egyptian deity, lord of the 
Underworld. 

355a 739. Ausonian land, Italy. 

740. Mulciber, the Greek Hephestus, who 
was hurled from Olympus for siding with 
Juno in a dispute with Jove. 

756. Pandemonium, “ hall of all the demons,” 
the capitol of Hell. 

764. Soldan’s, sultan. 


music, grave 


765. Panim, pagan, specifically Moham- 
medan. 

355b 769. Taurus, the Bull, one of the signs 
of the Zodiac. 


780. pygmean race. See note to 1. 575. 
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781. the Indian mount, Mt. Ophir. 


Il 


2. Ormus, an island city at the entrance to 
the Persian Gulf, a rich emporium in the 
sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. 

356b 69. Tartarean, Tartarus was a vast and 
gloomy region far below Hades, 

74. forgetful lake, the lake of fire into which 
they had first fallen. 

77. To us is adverse, etc. As the moral, so 
the physical forces of the universe were 
reversed to them. 

357a 113. Dropt manna. Cf. Exodus xvi, 31. 
133. iy of Night. See note to Bk. I, l. 


543. 

359a 294. Michaél, the Archangel. 

306. Atlantean. Atlas was a Titan who was 
condemned by Zeus to stand at the west- 
ern verge of the world and support the 
heavens. At sight of the Gorgon’s head 
borne in the hands of Perseus, he was 
changed into the mountains which bear 
his name. 

360b 405 ff. dark, unbottomed, infinite Abyss 

. palpable obscure . . . vast Abrupt, 
ete., ‘ the region of Chaos between hell and 
the earth. See Figure 4 above. 

410. happy Isle, the earth. 

430. Empyreal. The Empyrean was the high- 
est heaven, composed of a substance like 
sublimated fire. 

439. unessential, without essence or substance. 

361b 513. horrent, bristling. 

362a 528. sublime, sublimated, rarefied. 

530. Olympian games, celebrated games or 
contests held every four years at Olympia 
in Elis, the national seat of the worship 
of Zeus. 

530. Pythian fields. The chief seat of the wor- 
ship of Apollo was at Delphi. Here the 
Pythian games were held every four years 
in honor of his victory over the Python at 
that place. 

539. Typhean. See note to Bk. I, |. 197. 

542. Alcides, Hercules. Qchalia was the capi- 
tal of Eubcea, which Hercules had just 
reduced and from which he was return- 
ing with the beautiful Tole. In his prepa- 
rations for an offering, his wife Deianeira 
supplied him with a sacrificial robe sprin- 
kled with the Centaur’s blood, thinking 
thereby to prevent the loss of her hus- 
band’s affection. The great hero died in 
the severest agony from the poisoned 
garment. 

545. Lichas, the messenger who bore the poi- 
soned robe to Hercules. He was changed 
into an island. 

545. CEta, a mountain in the southern part of 
Thessaly, the scene of Hercules’ death. 

362b 577 ff. Styx, etc. The four rivers here 
named are borrowed from the Odyssey, 
Bk. X, 513°. 

592. Serbonian bog, a lake and quicksand in 
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Egypt between the city of Damietta and 
the sand mound called Mount Casius. 

596. ee See note to Sackville’s /nduction, 
» 105; 

363a 611. Medusa, the most celebrated of the 
three sister Gorgons. She was originally 
a beautiful maiden, priestess of Athena, 
but forgetting her vows of celibacy she 
was married to Poseidon and as a punish- 
ment was changed by the goddess into 
the most frightful of monsters, whose 
gaze could change to stone. She was re- 
lieved at last by death at the hands of 
Perseus. 
Tantalus, a great king of Lydia, who was 
especially favored by the gods, but for 
his presumptions he was placed in Tar- 
tarus, and afflicted with a burning thirst, 
in water that receded before him, and 
with an insatiable hunger, in the presence 
of fruit that forever eluded his grasp. 

Bengala, according to the older notion, 

a prosperous country of the Indies. 

Ternate and Tidore, two of the Molucca 

islands in the Hast Indies. 

641. Ethiopian, the Indian Ocean. 

641. Cape, the Cape of Good Hope. 

363b 655. Cerberean. See note to Sackville’s 

Induction, \. 497, and L’ Allegro, 1. 2. 

Scylla. See note to Comus, |. 257. 

Calabria, a district in southern Italy. 

Trinacrian, Sicily, so called from its 

triangular shape. 

the night-hag, Hecate, archsorceress of 

the ancients. 

Lapland, the traditional home and _ fa- 

vorite resort of witches. 

364a 692. the third part of Heaven’s Sons. 
See Revelation xu, 4, 9. 

709. Ophiuchus, Serpentarius or 
bearer, a northern 
against Scorpio. 

721. but once more. See Revelation xx. 

366b 904. Barca or Cyrene, cities of northern 
Africa. 

919. frith, an arm of the sea. 

367a 922. Bellona, the Roman goddess of War. 

939. Syrtis, treacherous quicksands in the 

region of Tripoli in northern Africa. 

Arimaspian, a mythical Seythian race 

who fought with the griphons for gold 

in the mines of which these monstrous 
half-eagle, half-lion creatures were guard- 
jans. 

867b 964. Orcus and Ades, divinities of the 

realm of death. The former brought 

spirits under the power of death and the 
latter ruled over them there. 

Demogorgon, a mysterious, terrible, and 

evil divinity who had in subjection the 

inhabitants of Hades. 

1002 f. first Hell. See Figure 3 of Book I 

above. 

368a 1004. Earth, another world. 

4 of Book I above. 
1017. Argo, the ship which carried Jason and 


614. 


638. 
639. 


660. 
661. 
661. 


662. 
665. 


Serpent- 
constellation over 


945. 


965. 


See Figure 
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his fifty heroes on their quest of the 
Golden Fleece. 
justling rocks, the Symplegades at the 
entrance of the Euxine from the Bospo- 
rus, two great rocky islands which 
floated about and constantly crashed to- 
gether and then parted. After the pas- 
sage of the Argo they became perma- 
nently joined and fixed to the bottom of 
sea. 
368b 1029. utmost Orb, the tenth or outer 
circle of the stellar universe. See Figure 
5 of Book I above. 


1018. 


GEORGE HERBERT 


The most devotional of the numerous sa- 
cred poets of England, George Herbert, 
was born in 1593 at Montgomery Castle 
in Wales. His father, Sir Richard Her- 
bert, died early, and the education of the 
several sons, the oldest of whom became 
the celebrated Lord Herbert of Cherbury, 
was left to the mother. She was a woman 
of singular piety and great personal 
charm, at one time a patroness of the 
poet Donne, and strongly impressed her 
character on her son George. George 
attended Westminster School and Cam- 
bridge University, and became a good 
classical scholar. He received the M.A. 
degree in 1616 and continued in his col- 
lege as a fellow. In 1619 he was made 
university orator and thus was brought 
into contact with the life of the court. 
Encouraged by his mother, he had con- 
templated divinity early, but with the 
chance of a political career, he hesitated 
over his life work for some years. The 
King’s death, however, in 1625, spoiled 
his prospects at court. This fact and 
his own failing health determined him 
for the church. He was granted the 
living at Leighton Bromswold in Hunt- 
ingdonshire, and on his ordination in 
1630 was presented with the vicarage of 
Bemerton near Salisbury. It was here 
mainly that he won the fame which has 
since caused him to be known as “‘ saintly 
George Herbert.’ Within three years 
he died of consumption and was buried 
under the altar of his church. None 
of his English poenis were published in 
his lifetime. He left a body of manu- 
script, however, to his friend Nicholas 
Ferrar of Little Gidding, who issued it 
as The Temple soon aiter his death. Its 
popularity is shown by the several edi- 
tions which followed within a few years. 
He was a disciple of Donne in his over- 
elaboration and fastidious literary artis- 
try. His shortcomings are discernible 
in his limited range of subject matter 
and his obvious artificiality. His great- 
est service was in the wholesome restraint 
which he exercised, by his sincere piety 


Lt ee 


368a | 


and devotional fervor, on the too licen- 
tious tendency of much of the amatory 
poetry of the time. 


368a JORDAN 


8. sped, prospered. 
368b 17. There is in love, ete. Compare 
1. 14, Sonnet I, of Sidney’s Astrophel 
and Stella, p. 273. 


THE ALTAR 
1. A broken Altar, ete. Cf. Psalms li, 17. 


369a 


EASTER WINGS 
19. imp, graft, repair. 


VIRTUE 
5. angry and brave, very red and defiant. 
369b 11. My music. Herbert was an ex- 
cellent musician. 
11. closes, stops, end. 
14. gives, gives way, warps. 


THE QUIP 
2. train-bands. A trainband was a force of 


citizen soldiery in London. 
23. at large, generally or vaguely. 


THE COLLAR 


. the board, the table. 

. store, abundance. 

in suit, in supplication for a favor. 

let me blood, cause me to shed blood. 

. cordial, in the derivative sense of 
appertaining to the heart (Latin cor, 
cordis). 

370a 26. wink, close the eyes, sleep. 

29. thy death’s head, a memento mort. 


£2 90> ov 


THOMAS CAREW 


Thomas Carew was a genuine Caroline 
in both his manner of living and in his 
poetry. He was a younger son of Sir 
Matthew Carew and seems to have 
formed bad habits early. He was at 
Oxford but did not remain for a degree. 
When his father’s family was in strait- 
ened circumstances by 1613, he was an 
indifferent student of the law at the 
Middle Temple. Soon afterward he 
became attached in some secretarial 
capacity to the embassy of Sir Dudley 
Carleton to Italy, but gave up his post 
in a huff on his return in 1616. For 
some years he idled his time away in 
some ill repute and in want of prefer- 
ment. After a visit with his friend, 
Lord Herbert of Cherbury, to France in 
1619, he became attached to the Eng- 


NOTES 


1255 


lish court, and received from the King the 
royal domain of Sunninghill in Windsor 
Forest. He made a maudlin kind of 
deathbed repentance for his irregular 
life, and died in 1638. He was ac- 
quainted with most of the literary men 
of his day, and was especially intimate 
with the young dramatist Davenant and 
with Sir John Suckling. He wrote the 
elaborate masque, Calum Britannicum, 
but is remembered for his lyries, which 
were composed, it is said, with great 
difficulty, but which possess melody, 
cultivated ease, and a certain feeling of 
classical decorum, which gave them a 
high rank in literature. 


370b A CRUEL MISTRESS 


9. Vesta, the goddess of Fire and the 
Family Hearth. 

13. The Assyrian king, 
Cf. Daniel iii. 


Nebuchadnezzar. 


371a ASK ME NO MORE, ete. 


11. dividing, producing music. 
18. the phenix. See p. 89a, |. 29 ff., and note 
to p. 203b, 1. 18. 


FRANCIS QUARLES 


Francis Quarles, another of the religious 
poets of the time, was born at his father’s 
manor house at Romford in Essex. 
He was educated in a country school 
and at Cambridge University, where he 
was awarded the B.A. degree in 1608. 
From the study of law in Lincoln’s Inn 
he rose to the position of cupbearer to 
the Princess Elizabeth, and on her 
marriage to the Elector Palatine in 1613 
attended her to Germany. For his scrip- 
tural paraphrases and religious tracts 
he was made secretary to Archbishop 
Ussher of Armagh in 1629, and lived 
in Dublin for a few years. By 1633 he 
seems to have been in retirement at 
Roxwell in his native Essex, where he 
prepared his chief volume of poetry, 
Emblems, published in 1635. Four years 
later he was made chronologer to the 
city of London. At the outbreak of 
the Civil War he cast in his lot with the 
Royalist cause, suffered the loss of his 
property and was publicly traduced for 
his active adherence, and died, it is said, 
from a sense of his wrongs in 1644. The 
wretchedness of man’s estate is the 
general theme of his writings. His 
poetry abounds in conceits, but contains 
flashes of genuine poetic fire. The 
qualities which made him popular in his 
day, such as liveliness, good sense, and 
rough humor, continue to preserve his 
fame. 
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A GOOD NIGHT 
3. he that keeps, etc. Of. Psalms exxi, 3 f. 


SWEET PHOSPHOR, BRING 
THE DAY 
3. Phosphor, the morning star. 

371b 15. fray, frighten away. 

31. Vulcan’s forge. See note to p. 338b, 

1. 655. 

38. Heaven’s loitering lamp, the moon. 

43. our greater taper, the sun. 

44, the lesser, the moon. 


ROBERT HERRICK 


Robert Herrick was one of the greatest of 
the seventeenth-century lyrical poets. He 
was the fourth son of Nicholas Herrick, 
a goldsmith of Cheapside in London, de- 
rived from an ancient family of Leices- 
tershire. The father did not survive 
the son’s infaney. In 1607 the boy was 
apprenticed to his uncle for ten years 
but did not serve his time. By 1613 he 
was_a fellow commoner at Cambridge, 
and after the attainment of the M.A. 
degree in 1620 he returned to London, 
where he remained for nearly a decade. 
In 1629 he was made vicar of Dean 
>rior Church in Devonshire. Much of his 
poetry obviously was written before, but 
hy his. own confession the best was 
written after this significant change in 
his life. Probably poor as a preacher, 
but evidently high in esteem with the 
gentry for his conversation, he remained 
at Dean Prior until he was ousted by. 
the Puritan government in 1647..\While 
in London the following year he pub- 
lished his only book, Hesperides, to- 
gether with his Noble Numbers, in one 
\volume. In the one he is frankly pagan 
and_in the other sincerely..Christian. 
-Two years after the recall of King 
Charles Il to the throne, Herrick’s par- 
ish was restored to him. He died there 
in 1674. He left nearly thirteen hundred 
~ lyrics, | Jonson 1s his master in English, 
and Horace, Catullus, and Martial in 
Latin; but when he borrows most, his 
spirit is always freshly original, and 


| fails to..make--his.-productions.entirely 


niety, and is always a consummate 
artist. In general, his poems are charac- 
terized by a great natural charm. 


372a THE ARGUMENT OF HIS BOOK 


3. hock-carts, harvest-home carts. 

3. wakes, watches. 

6. cleanly wantonness. This may be taken 
as a keynote to all Herrick’s secular 
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poetry. His revelry is but the riot of 
imagination. 


CHERRY RIPE 


1. Cherry ripe, See note to |. 6 of Campion’s 
There Is A Garden, etce., p. 263. 


372b DELIGHT IN DISORDER 


Cf. Jonson’s Simplex Munditiis, p. 267. 
6. stomacher, front piece for the pit of the 
stomach and breast, often richly em- 
broidered and ornamented with jewels. 


CORINNA’S GOING A MAYING 


2. the god unshorn, Apollo, the Sun. 

17. Flora, the goddess of Flowers. She was 
the wife of Zephyrus and the fairest of 
the lesser gods. Her festival was gen- 
erally celebrated in May. 

25. Titan, the Sun. 

873a 51. green-gown, a grass-stained dress. 


373b HIS POETRY HIS PILLAR 
24, Pyramides, pyramids. 


374a TO BACCHUS A CANTICLE 
1. whorry, hurry. 


374b THE NIGHT PIECE, TO JULIA 
7. slow-worm, a species of lizard. 


375a AN ODE FOR BEN JONSON 


5. The Sun, etc. Names of taverns in 
London. The Dog was a favorite resort 
of the ‘“ Tribe of Ben,” disciples of Ben 
Jonson. 


HIS PRAYER FOR ABSOLUTION 


This and the selections following are 
from his religious verse or Noble Num- 
bers, published with the Hesperides but 
with a separate title page. 

6. my book, the Hesperides proper. 


375b HIS LITANY TO THE HOLY SPIRIT 


13. artless, without art or slall. 

15. runs on the lees, runs low, fails. 

21. passing-bell, death bell. 

27. more than true, greater than are true. 


376a A THANKSGIVING, ete. 


22. unflead, unflayed, uncut. 
31. worts, potherbs, vegetables. 


376b ANOTHER GRACE FOR A CHILD 
3. paddocks, toads. 


oe 
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32. Whitsun-ale, 


SIR JOHN SUCKLING 


Sir John Suckling excelled in the courtly 
graces of excellent wit, a handsome pres- 
ence, the habit of gaming, and a happy 
but careless gallantry, generosity, and a 
turn for poetry. His birthplace was 
Whitton in Middlesex. His father, of an 
ancient Norfolk family, was a prominent 
official and man of affairs, rising ulti- 
mately to a Secretaryship of State and 
the Privy Council. The poet went to 
Cambridge and left without a degree, 
but his attainments were respectable. 
He was a man of polite rather than 
profound learning. Coming into some 
rich estates on his father’s death in 1627, 
he was able to make himself conspicuous 
at court, soon becoming known as the 
greatest gallant of his time. He was 
knighted by the King at Theobald’s in 
1630. Attached to the Royalist cause 
from the first, he led a troop of horse 
against the Scots, and tried by a sudden 
attack to secure the command of the 
army for the King, but his plot was, dis- 
covered and he fled the country. He 
died probably by self-poisoning in Paris 
in 1642. His Fragmenta Aurea, pub- 
lished four years after his death, con- 
tains his best work. His dramas are 
dreary, their chief merit consisting in an 
occasional good lyric, such as ‘“‘ Why so 
pale,” etc.jin Aglaura. Gaiety and ease 
are his best traits, often atoning for his 
irresponsible air and the general frivolity 
of his subject matter. 


THE CONSTANT LOVER 


5. moult away, shed. 


BALLAD UPON A WEDDING 


The occasion was the marriage of Roger 
Boyle, later Earl of Orrery, to Lady Mar- 

aret Howard, daughter of the Earl of 
Suffolk, at Northumberland House in 
London in 1640. 


1. Dick, the poet, Richard Lovelace. 
377b 7. Charing-Cross, 


near Haymarket 
Square in London. 

a Whitsuntide festival, 
usually celebrated by feasting, drinking, 
and playing games, in the vicinity of a 
church. 


34. kindly, naturally. 
378a 77. trained band. 


Cf. Herbert’s The 
Quip, p. 369b, 1. 2 and note. 


JAMES SHIRLEY 


Shirley is usually recognized as the last 
of the great Elizabethan line of English 
dramatists. He was born in London and 
attended the Merchant Taylors’ School. 
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He entered Oxford but migrated to Cam- 
bridge and received the B.A. degree 
about 1618. He became a priest in the 
Church of England, but on becoming a 
Roman Catholic abandoned a clerical 
and scholastic career and ‘“‘ set up for a 
play-maker ’’ in London. His plays fol- 
lowed each other in rapid succession 
from 1626 to 1642, when the closing of 
the theaters put an end to his career as 
playwright. He published plays during 
the Commonwealth and engaged in 
teaching in London. He died in 1666 
from his miseries and losses occasioned, 
it is said, by the great fire. He wrote 
few lyrics, but a poet who could pen “‘ No 

our against Fate,’ found in his 
masque of 7'he Coniention, possessed no 
mean lyrical ability. 


RICHARD CRASHAW 


Richard Crashaw was the only son of 
the poet and Puritan divine, William 
Crashaw of London. He attended the 
Charterhouse School, was admitted to 
Cambridge in 1631, became noted for 
his proficiency in languages, received his 
B.A. degree in 1684 and his M.A. as a 
fellow of Peterhouse four years later. In 
16438 he lost his position by the exigencies 
of war, and by 1646 had become a Catho- 
lic and was living in Paris. He went to 
Italy in 1649, was an attendant upon 
Cardinal Palotta at Rome, but falling 
out with his household was made a sub- 
canon for his own protection in ‘the 
church of Our Lady at Loretto, and died 
there in 1649. A volume of his poems, 
both sacred and secular, Steps to the 
Temple, and Delights of the Muses, was 
published in 1646, and a mass of manu- 
script survived him at his death, only 
part of which has been preserved. His 
devotional poems are noted for their 
passionate fervor and richness of im- 
agery. As a class, they are usually 
reckoned his best, but the lover of poetry 
in its less spiritual essence often finds 
greater pleasure in the sweetness and 
delicate artistry of an occasional secular 
piece, such as his Wishes to His (Sup- 
posed) Mistress. 


WISHES TO HIS (SUPPOSED) 
MISTRESS 


. Shady leaves of destiny, the Book of 


Fate. 


. her to, to her. 
. tire, attire. 
. shoe-tie, an ornamental shoe lace, some- 


times very elaborate. 


379a 20. tissue, a cloth interwoven with gold 


33. 


or silver. 
ru’th, falls in love with. 


Sal : 
94. Her flattery, ete. Let her know only the 
flattery of painting and Ty. 


pain’ poetry. 
380a 120. her Story, her true stary, true of her. 


EDMUND WALLER 


The poet Waller, the eldest son of Sir 
~._ Robert Waller, was bern at Coleshill in 
what is now Buckinghamshire. He was 
at Eton and attended Cambridge with- 
out taking a degree. He me @ mem- 
ber of Lincoln's Inn and is said to have 
entered Parliament st the aze of sixteen. 
His sensational marriage in 1631 to 
Anne, daughter of John Ranks, made 
him, with his own ample fortune, the 
richest poet, except Samuel Rogers, in 
Enghsh Rterature. After his marmage 
he retired to Beaconsfield, with which 
bis name is intimately associated, and 
after the death of his wife devoted him- 
self more closely to letters. He had no 
deep political convictions but sided with 
the King against Parliament as the easiest 
Way to peace. He was not the onigi- 
nator but became a principal in “ Wal- 
ler’s Plot * to secure the city of London 
for the King. The design failed an the 
eve of its execution, and he tumed in- 
formant to save himself. He was fined 
£10,000 and banished the realm, but 
was pardoned in 1651 and returned to 
England. After the Restoration he 
again entered Parliament and remained 
until his death in 1687. His poems cir- 
culated freely in manuscript, but no 
edition was published before 1645. His 
social prommence, his eloquence, and 
his grest personal charm were mainly 
responsible for his popularity in his 
own time. Teodsy he is remembered 
for his use of the couplet and for a few 
graceful Iyries that express the courtly 
ideals of the age. 


ON A GIRDLE 
6. pale, enclosure. 


RICHARD LOVELACE’ 


The Cavalier poet Richard Lovelace was 
born at Woolwich in 1618, the scion of 
an old Kentish family. He was edu- 
cated at the Charterhouse and at Oxford, 
where he was advanced to the M.A. 
degree, after only two years attendance, 
at the request of a great lady in her ad- 
miration for his handsome appearance 
and fine parts. Thereafter he employed 
his time at court or in the field. On the 
attainment of his majority he took 


380b 


4. 


10, 


$S8ila 


possession of | 
was selected to 


poner and wretehedmess wntil his 
eath in 1658. He was a fellewer of 
Donne, probably his closest disciple, 
and a fastidious writer of “ conceit.” 
A few of his lyrics have achieved great 
popularity. 


TO LUCASTA, ON GOING 
TO THE WARS 
To war and arms, Lovelace served 
against the Seots in 1639 and teok the 
Cavalier side in the Civil War im 1642. 


TO ALTHEA, FROM PRISON 


no allaying Thames, undiluted. 
ANDREW MARVELL 
Andrew Marvell was born at Winestead 
in Yorkshire. He attended the Hull 
Grammar School under his father’s tak 
tion and entered Cambridge as a sizar im 
1683. After 1688, when he was awarded 
the B.A. degree, little is known of him 
for a dozen years. He came inte int 
mate contact with the new govermment 
first in 1651 as tutor in the ily of 
Lord Fairfax in Yorkshire. Im 1637 he 
was made Milton’s colleague im the 
Latin seeretarvship. Meanwhile he be 
came preéminently the poet of Crom- 
well and the Commonwealth, but as 
only one of his poems im defense ef the 
new order was published, his asso- 
ciations were not in his way at the 
Restoration. He entered Parliament in 
1660 and continued actively im public 
life, particularly by the use of his pen as 
a satirist though rarely publishing his 
productions of this kind, until his s 
death in 1678. His literary work is 
varied, He was known im his day as a 
pamphleteer, and by the succeeding age 
as a political satirist. Both these repe- 
tations are past, and he now stands out 
in some vividness of outline as a poet of 
the pre-Restoration period. His ama- 
tory addresses and the verses that reveal 
his delight in natural charms represent 
him in his best vein. 


TO HIS COY MISTRESS 


Compare Donne’s The Cempuitatiom, p. 
270, for similar imagery. 


~ 


381a | 


7. 
1. 
40. 


Humber. The poet was born near the 
mouth of the Humber river in Yorkshire. 
vegetable love, etc., f.e., growing or in- 
creasing like a plant. 

slow-chapt, slowly consuming. 


45 f. our sun stand still. Cf. Joshua x, 12 ff. 


381b 29. Apollo hunted Daphne. 


31. 


382a 


is 


THE GARDEN 


See note 
to Comus, |. 661. 

Pan did after Syrinx speed. ‘The 
beautiful nymph Syrinx fled the embraces 
of the rustic Pan. On the bank of 
the river Ladon she prayed for succor 
and was changed into a reed. The sound 
of the wind-swayed reeds charmed her 
pursuer and he tried to reproduce it. 
Getting seven reeds of unequal length 
he partially succeeded and thus fash- 
ioned the pipe or Syrinx which has been 
associated with his name. 


. that happy garden-state, the Garden of 


Eden. 


HENRY VAUGHAN 


Henry Vaughan, the “ Silurist ”’ by his 
own designation, was born of an ancient 
and honorable Welsh family in southern 
Wales. He entered Oxford but left 
without a degree. He then studied law 
for a while in London, but changed to 
medicine, and lived a practicing physician 
in high repute in his native Brecknock- 
shire until his death. After passing 
through a crucial spiritual experience 
about 1647-1648 he produced his Silex 
Scintillans in 1650. The second part 
followed five years later. The two 
contain his best poetry. He lived nearly 
through the Restoration, dying in 1595, 
but was as much out of place in it as he 
had formerly been in the early Puritan 
régime. He remained unknown through- 
out most of the eighteenth century but 
has since been given a high and unique 
place in English poetry. He was much 
indebted to Herbert, but possessed a 
better wit. His mystic rapture is his 
main source of appeal. 


THE RETREAT 


Happy those early days, etc. The poet 
imagined himself to have lived in an 
innocent happy state before his birth 
into the world. Compare Wordsworth’s 
Ode on Intimations of Immortality, 
which derives in part from this poem. 


THE WORLD 


$82b 12. knots, love-knots. 


38. 


epicure. See Chaucer’s Prologue, |. 336 
and note. 
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45, sat counting by, sat by enumerating or 
estimating. 
383b DEPARTED FRIENDS 


35. Resume, take back. 
38. perspective, glass, telescope. 


SIR THOMAS BROWNE 


English prose has no more remarkable 
instance of a highly ornate yet pleasing 
style than that of Sir Thomas Browne. 
He was born in London of a good Cheshire 
family, and was educated at Winchester 
and Oxford. He was made B.A. in 1626 
and M.A. three years later. He studied. 


medicine at Leyden, where he received a 
degree. pon his return he settled at 


Shipley Hall in Yorkshire for a few years 
and there wrote his most celebrated 
work, Feligio Medici. In 1637 he was 
made M.D. of Oxford and removed to 
Norwich. His sympathies were with 
the Royalists in the Civil War, but he 
seems to have been as little affected by 
the strife as any considerable figure of 
the time. He prospered in his profession, 
grew renowned tor his encyclopedic 
knowledge and his interest in science, 
was knighted by the King in 1671, and 
died in Norwich on the anniversary of 
his birth in 1682. The range of his 
interests is indicated by his best known 
works the doctor’s religion, _.e., 
his own, in feligio Medici, popular 
errors or superstitions in Pseudodoxia 
Epidemica, and ancient burial customs 
in Hydriotaphia or Urn-Burial. \ His* 
remarkable style echoes his curious- 
mindedness, his unusual learning, his 
tinge of melancholy, and his whimsical 
humor. 


RELIGIO MEDICI 


384a 8. toad, a venomous animal, according 


to the older notion. 


18. constellated, astrologically fitted. 
30. composition, agreement. 

38. Hydra. See note to Comus, 1. 605. 
40 f. set down by Solomon. 


Of. Proverbs 
viii, 4 ff. 


384b 1. Doradoes, a general and popular name 


for a fish of the dolphin or porpoise 
family. 


21 f. this noble virtue, charity. 
25. graffs, grafts. ; 
385a 17. bushes, wreaths of ivy hung by 


wine dealers at the doors of their shops. 


25. Adam assigned, etc. See Genesis ii, 19 f. 
29. ala volée, at random. 

36. Chiromancy, | 

40 f. vagabond and counterfeit Egyptians, 


gypsies, popularly thought to be Egyp- 
eae by race. 
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and king of Cyprus. He fashioned an 
image of the nymph Galatea and fell 
in love with it. At his earnest impor- 
tunities Aphrodite gave it life, and the 
new being became his wife. 

31. Spintrian, from spintry, a male prosti- 
tute. 

389b 30. confusion of Babel. 
1 ff 


Cf. Genesis xi, 


Sk simpled, gathered or studied herbs, 


botanized. 

51. Cheapside, a well-known section of old 

London near the Thames. 
390a 5. Homer pined away, etc. See Plu- 
tarch’s Life of Homer. 

11. Euripus, the channel between Huboa 
and the mainland, remarkable for its 
changes of current. 

17f. Peripatetics, Stoics, or Academics, 
schools of Grecian philosophers. 

20. Janus, an important Roman divinity, 
usually represented with two faces, one 
turned to the past and the other to the 
future. 

390b 49 f. Tacitus, in the very first line. See 
Annales 1. 

51 ff. Cicero . . . a perfect hexameter. See 

Pro Archia. 
391a 4. ephemerides, a calendar. 

24 f. those three noble professions, medicine, 

law, and divinity. 
391b9f. Magne virtutes, etc., ‘‘ Neither 
great virtues, nor less vices.” 

14. Antiperistasis, the antagonism of natural 
qualities. 

31 f. the man without a navel, Adam. 

39. Numquam minus, etc. ‘ Never less 
alone than when alone.” — Publius 
Scipio. 

392a 42 f. Ruat coelum, etc. “Though the 
skies should fall, let Thy will be done.” 

392b 23. Scorpius, a southern constellation, 
eighth sign of the Zodiac. 

24. planetary hour of Saturn, under the in- 
fluence of Saturn. 

41. Galen, a celebrated Greek physician of 
the second century after Christ. 

393a 13. Themistocles, a famous Greek states- 
man and commander (d. ca. 460 B.c.), 
chiefly responsible for saving Greece 
from destruction by the Persians. 

17. Lucan and Seneca. They were allowed 
by Nero to choose the manner of their 
deaths. 

394a 7. Peru, synonymous with great wealth. 
31. Statists, statesmen. 
35. the prophecy of Christ. Cf. John xii, 8. 
394b 23. Copernicus, 1473-1543, the founder 
of modern astronomy. 

24. Crambe, tiresome repetition. 

30. summum bonum, literally, the highest 
good, the end sought by all sects of 
philosophy. 

38. Pliny, A.p. 
naturalist. 

39. Boccaccio, 


23-79, a famous Roman 


1313-1378, Italian poet and 


> 


| 


394b |} 


novelist, whose Decameron is one of the 
most celebrated collections of tales made 
during the Middle Ages. 


JOHN MILTON 


395a LETTER ON EDUCATION 


5. Master Hartlib, 1600?-1670? a prom- 
inent Prussian philanthropist, who set- 
ee in London as a merchant about 

395b 15. Januas and Didactics, abbreviated 
titles of educational works of Comenius, 
1592-1671, a Czechie educational re- 
former. 

25. The end then of learning, etc. One of 
the most celebrated definitions of educa- 
tion in any language. 

396a 29. praxis, use, practice. 
397a 22. Lily, William Lily, 1468?-1522, au- 
thor of a celebrated Latin grammar. 

23. commencing, finishing for a degree. 

_-37. grammar, t.e., Latin grammar. 

897b 2. Cebes, a Greek philosopher and 
disciple of Socrates of the fifth century, 
B.C. 

5. Quintilian, a teacher of oratory in Rome. 
The first two books of his IJnstitutio 
Oratoria give his plan for the education 
of youth. 

36. Cato, Varro, and Columella, Latin 
writers, authors of three important trea- 
tises dealing with agriculture, and all en- 
titled De Re Rustica. 

44. one of Hercules’ praises, 7.¢., the recla- 
mation of land made waste by the 
ravages of some monster, as the Nemean 
lion or the wild boar of Erymanthus, 
both of which Hercules slew. 

398a 6. Theophrastus, 372-287 8.c., a botan- 
ical writer, pupil of Aristotle. 

8 f. Vitruvius, a contemporary of Augustus, 
author of De Archilectura. 

9. Seneca’s natural questions, Naturales 
Questiones, chiefly on meteorology and 
astronomy. 

10. Mela, Celsus, Pliny, or Selinus, Latin 
writers of the early Christian era on 
geography, medicine, and natural his- 
tory. 

16. enginery, engineering. 

25. acrudity, indigestion. 

47f. Orpheus, Hesiod, ete. Greek and 
Roman poets from the earliest or mythi- 
cal times to the fourth century after 
Christ. 

398b 1. Proairesis, choice between right and 
‘wrong. 

9f. the moral works of Plato, ete., the 
moralizing or philosophical works of 
these celebrated Greek and Roman 
writers. 

11. Locrian remnants, Time#eus of Locris, 
fourth century before Christ, was one of 
the masters of Plato. A work “ On the 
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Soul of the World and Nature” has 
been ascribed to him. 

25. Trachinie, Alcestis, plays, respectively, 
of Sophocles and Euripides, both of 
which deal with the suffering and sacri- 
fice of a faithful wife. 

36. Moses. Cf. Exodus xxiv, 12 ff., etc. 

39. Lycurgus, Solon, etc., lawgivers of 
Sparta, Athens, and southwestern Italy 
and Sicily. 

41. Justinian, called “the Great,” 483-565, 
emperor of Rome and codifier of the 
Roman law. 

399a 1. Attic tragedies, the plays of the 
Athenian tragic dramatists, Alschylus, 
Euripides, and Sophocles. 

20 f. Plato, Aristotle, etc., Plato’s Phedrus, 
for its discussion of rhetoric, Aristotle’s 
Rhetoric, Phalerius’ Elocution (?), Cicero’s 
Ihetorica, Hermogenes’ fine works on 
rhetoric, and Longinus’ On the Sublime. 

29. Horace, his Ars Poetica. 

30 f. Castlevetro, Tasso, Mazzoni, Castleve- 
tro’s translation and exposition of Aris- 
totle’s Poetics, Tasso’s Discourses on 
Epic Poetry, and Mazzoni’s Defense of 
Dante's Divine Comedy. 

399b 19. Pythagoras, Plato, ete. Pythagoras 
taught philosophy to a group of his dis- 
ciples at Crotona in Italy; Plato founded 
the Academy; Isocrates had a school of 
rhetoric in Athens; Aristotle founded 
the peripatetic school of philosophy. 

24. Cyrene and Alexandria. The former was 
celebrated for its school of medicine and 
its general intellectuality; the latter was 
the home of literature and science. 

26f. a defect...of Sparta, that both the 
legal and educational systems tended to 
encourage war. 

30. the gown, the garment of peace. 

401a 17f. Homer gave Ulysses. See Odys- 
sey, Bk. XXL. 


THOMAS FULLER 


Thomas Fuller was born at Aldwinkle in 
Northamptonshire, later the birthplace 
of Dryden. At thirteen he entered Cam- 
bridge and proceeded B.A. and M.A. 
He entered the church and enjoyed some 
appointments in the west but probably 
remained in the University until he ob- 
tained the B.D. degree in 1635. In 
polities he was a moderate, but leaned 
to the Royalist side. At the beginning 
of hostilities he surrendered his interests 
in the west and came up to London. 
During the conflict and the new order 
of government he lectured and preached 
ee wrote, working mainly at _ his 
Worthies of England. At the Restoration 
he recovered his appointments, became 
D.D. by king’s letters, and was made 
chaplain extraordinary to the King. 
He died of a fever in the summer of 1661. 


Rs euaberane wer, his whey fulness, Kind. 
Res Sh Sip weet) t his shrewd 
SOGESS ase aadearved bine te bis ume, 
Sa Settieet TOr him am enduring fame 


se 

wee Whe great Masters ef English 
7 — = > +} sab ~~ Bip 

UNV te WAS Qwe Vi We earnes® Ene~ 


8 
RO Weteen te unaided by 


Qe SR Teas 


ee by his per 
abe great. 


WURERIES VE ENGLAND 
VEN RiP Port 
& i By BeefardSi uler lists his 
. = POLO 
te Wars of the Roses 
= Ge jure, ur fact by 
tn 
REN POR LO YN AN D 
A BY TLER 
Sasmiket Buclee was the wn ot & Snall 
Settee . + QFeRNeTma re. Bis formal 
r RAS PUVA See with his 
— re W TERVTEE Gat inimaL Sel heal nh. 
S 2s se [OIA he Seems 0 have been 
BL URES ipem® he Countess of 
kane at Wrest i Bedfordshire, where 
sufseitieer Ot? Wott BEV eieney MW pammet- 
=< tithes OF Wears he Sppea#rs 
DY Fee Qee @ S Svecesser of 
~ Qe me of whem was 
~ Nii LEN t& pie Eee near 
Sadia, a Sa Presbytertan and an 
— Yemwell’S army, the ongmal 
: sx thong re aiire IS general 
~ teat wisonai He rublished 
SE ik ¥ Wears 
aa . brought 
S23 PPI DIeAK with the Lerd 
PRNae > Wiales anc de stewardship 
scien: LOD, A few months 
S = SRA wh te he 
as > IUSSULUE ss rm 
pee » S CVinpecenvey from his 
ee S we Lt Wak ever rea zed. 
Ye IS pat x Eeeltores, pub. ished in 
Lo. WMA is, [Ame almest over 
xa <porgiy recommended hmm to 
pie Ring & was however, allowed 
. TORREY ate QOSCUPEEYV 
‘ . ~ WAS nod | te 
bras? t ts Gealo z 
BN, s 
eh Wiis bAY Peart a7 Coie, Was 
we Rae UE ur OF the Restoration 
TAT LDPE SV weil he scorn 
Sy > IW predecessor, 
= t tific S geuite wrt oN 
thos ii S Uist ~=Verse, (QOg= 


NOTES 


~ 


[ 401a 


THOMAS CORIAT 


41. this county, Somerset. 
49f. ad duo...ad decem, to the second 
degree . . . to the tenth. 
52. counters, round pieces of metal used in 
making up accounts. 
* 402a 5. Prince Henry. See note to Drum- 
mond’s Epitaph, p. 272a, 1. 2. 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 


S. this country, Warwickshire, “ the heart 

of England.” 

4026 21. Poeta non fit, ete. 
not made, but born.” 

39. anno Domini 16—. Fuller’s ignorance 
of Shakespeare’s death year indicates 
how httle was known of the great poet 
in the seventeenth century. 


“The poet is 


EIGHTEENTH CENTURY 


verellike Jn effect, have perpetuated the 
author’s fame. 


406a HUDIBRAS 
1. civil fury, the Civil War in England, 
which culminated in the Common- 
wealth. 


6. punk, bawdry. 

13. Sir Knight. 
phy. 

19. Nor put up blow, ete., nor endured blow 
exeept the one from his monarch which 
made him knight. — 

22. chartel, a letter of defiance, a chal- 


lenge. 


24. swaddle, bind up, swathe. 

26. styled of War, etc. Sir Samuel Luke 
was a colonel in the Puritan army, as 
well as a justice of the peace. 

406b 38. As Montaigne, etc. ‘“‘ When my cat 
and I entertain each other with mutual 
apish tricks ... who knows but she 
laughs at, and censures my folly, for 
making her sport, and pities me for 
understanding her no better? ’’ — Hs- 
says, Bk. IT, xi. 

40. Sir Hudibras. Butler probably took the 

pare from Spenser’s Faerie Queene, I, 
vA 
407a 7h Comittee-men and Trustees. The 
former were committees appointed by 
Parliament, in certain counties, to fine 
and imprison. 

91. Babylonish, Babel-like, confused. 

100. Babel. Cf. Genesis xi, 1 ff, 

113. the orator, Demosthenes. 

!1s. Tycho Brahe, a celebrated Dutch astron- 
omer, 1546-1601. 

Lis. Erra Pater, probably a nickname for the 


See the foregoing biogra- 


407a | 
English astrologer, William Lilly, 1602- 
1681. 


407b 143. Entity and Quiddity, abstract terms 
in scholastic philosophy. 

150. Irrefragable, Alexander of Hales, a noted 
English theologian (d. 1245), surnamed 
* Doctor Irrefragabilis,”’ i.e., the ‘“ In- 
vineible Doctor.” 

151. Thomas, Thomas Aquinas, an Italian 
theologian and scholastic philosopher, 
ca. 1225-1274, called the ‘‘ Father of 
Moral Philosophy.” 

152. Duns, Duns Seotus, a famous Scotch 
scholastic philosopher, ca. 1265-ca. 
1308. 

175. What pee dreamt of, etc. Cf. Genesis 
ii, 21 ff. 

408a 228. Like Mahomet’s, etc. Mahomet 
dreamed the angel Gabriel sent him a 
milk-white beast resembling an ass, to 
carry him into the presence of God. 
Widgeon, or silly fellow, is substituted 
for pigeon, which Mahomet trained to 
eat out of his ear, to give the impression 
that he received inspired messages from 
it. 

232. advowson, right of appointment. 

408b 249. Samson’s'heart-breakers. See 
Judges xiv-xvi. 

256. Cordeliere, a strict Franciscan order in 
France, so named from the knotted cord 
worn about the waist by the adherent. 

277. Taliacotius, an Italian physician and 
surgeon of the sixteenth century, who 
taught the transfer of sensations by 
grafting flesh for flesh. 

281. Nock, buttocks, rump. 

295. white-pot, a dish resembling rice- or bread- 
pudding, baked in a pot or bowl. 

306. siege of Bullen, the siege of Boulogne in 
1544 by Henry VIII. 

409a 334. farthingal, a hoop skirt. 

342. nuncheons, a light meal, or luncheon. 

355. Toledo, a city in Spain celebrated for the 
manufacture of swords. 

409b 368. Serjeant Bum, etc. See |. 287 f. 

375. dudgeon, a short sword or dagger. 

420. With mouth of meal and eyes of wall, 
mealy-mouthed and wall-eyed. 

410a 453. A Squire...Ralph. Several per- 
sons have been suggested as the original 
of the squire. He represents the Ana- 
baptists or Independents, religious sects 
of the time. 

463. The mighty Tyrian Queen, 
See #neid, 1, 360 fi. ; 

472. Trojan Knight, Aineas. See Aneid, VI. 

410b 531. Terra Incognita, literally, unknown 

- jand, a term used in philosophical specu- 
lations. 

535. Sir Agrippa, 1486-1535, a German philos- 
opher and student of alchemy and magic. 
His De Occulta Phiiosophia was noted 
for its extravagance. 

537. Anthroposophus, a nickname for Thomas 
Vaughan of Bedfordshire, author of An- 


Dido. 
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throposophia Theomagica, which Swift 
characterized as ‘ the most unintelligible 
fustian that perhaps was ever published 
in any language.” 

537. Floud, Robert Floud of Kent, a physi- 
cian and dealer in occult philosophy. 

538. Jacob Behmen, a celebrated German 
mystic, 1575-1624. 

411a 541. Rosicrucian. The Rosicrucians, a 
sect of self-styled philosophers during the 
seventeenth and early eighteenth cen- 
turies, claimed to be able to prolong life 
and to discover many secrets by means of 
magic formule. 

562. fair of Barthol’mew, a fair formerly 
held at Smithfield in London, notorious 
for its licentious amusements. 

579. Knights o’ th’ Post, infamous persons 
who attended the courts of law to swear 
for hire to things they knew nothing of. 

594. nimmed, took, stole. 

411b 599. Like him that took, ete. A story 
is told, by Henry Stephen (in his apology 
for Herodotus), of a rustie who bolted 
down the doctor’s prescription and was 
cured. 

636. familiar, a familiar spirit or attendant 
demon, often referred to in the literature 
of witchcraft. Witcheraft was much dis- 
cussed during the late seventeenth cen- 
tury. 

642. Withers, Pryn, and Vickars, Presbyte- 
rian poetasters and pamphleteers. 

653. th’ forked hill, Parnassus. 

412a 678. Isthmian and Nemean games, na- 
tional festivals of the ancient Greeks, 
the former being held on the Isthmus of 
Corinth in honor of Neptune, and the 
latter in the forest of Nemea in celebra- 
tion of Hercules’ triumph over the 
lion. 

412b 714. Pharos, the lighthouse of Pharos, 

one of the seven wonders of the world. 

22. coincidere, happen. 

723. Quantum in nobis, a number of us. 

32. Cov’nant, the solemn agreement drawn 
up by the Scotch in 1638 to uphold the 
Presbyterian doctrine and governmental 
ideas as the religion of the country. The 
adherents were fond of calling their 
party ‘‘the Cause.” 

738. Though ev’ry nare olfact it not, though 
every nose does not smell it. 

743. plus satis, more than enough. 

744. cane et angue pejus, worse than dog and 
serpent. 

748. cynarctomachy, bear baiting with a 
dog. The word is a humorous invention 
of Butler. 

754. averruncate, avert or ward off. 

413a 773. Indians, Hindoos. 

776. mordicus, valiant. 

782. boute-feus, incendiaries. 

812. worshipping of Dagon. 
Paradise Lost, I, 1. 462. 

816. ad amussim, according to rule. 
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JOHN DRYDEN 


Dryden was born of landed gentry 
at Aldwinkle in Northamptonshire. He 
attended Westminster School and en- 
a ee Be in 1650. After re- 
egree In 1654, he 

Sbably remained in the aniversity 
years longer. In 1657 ora year later 
ondon. |By the family 
leanings he inclined to the Puritan side, 
hence his self-introduction to the world 
ef letters in 1658 with an adulatory 
on the death of the Protector. 

ut he was equally facile two years 
ter when, in his courtly panegyric 
Asirea Redus, he welcomed Charles back 
,te the English throne. His attainments 


“were soom reeognized in London by his 


election to the Royal Society in 1662. 
He was married the following year, in 
L668 was ereated M.A. of Cambridge 
by kimg’s request, and_in_ 16) 

ade i 


- + fifteem years of his career were 
oro ay en mainly to play writing. Within 


is time he developed the heroic play, 
with its idealizations of character, its 
stamdards of classical drama borrowed 
frem the French, and its refinements 
upon the old couplet measure. In the 
political and religious strife that began 
with the Popish Plot in 1678 and agi- 
tated rights of succession to the throne 
sev eral times within the next ten years, 
be found opportunity for the exercise of 


his best talent— satire. Ip 1 he 

eentributed his briliant_ 

ddsalom and hitened to the = 
vests-of “the Catholic — 


cause, in~the-imte atholic 
James. The next year came The Medal, 
directed agaimst the Whigs, and Mac 
Flecknoe, 2 masterpiece of personal in- 
veetive. s 
G85, and the same year Dryden became 
a athohe. arian ee of his new faith 
proce two years later his las 
er geal he Hind and-the-Panther. 
he Sereietes of 1688 brought ruin 
upen him, but he accepted his fate with 
g@gnity. With all his offices and awards 
gone, he turned to play making and 
translation for a living. But he is best 
seen in those years of misfortune as a 
sympathetic master and instructor of 
v sora poets, as Jonson had been before 


him. He died in London in 1700. He 
was the great Enghsh critic, the 


xe Gramatist of a"gréat_dramatic pe-- 


and as a satirist has not been sur- 
passed in the language e was also a 
master of the classical ode in its adapta- 
tion in English. | If one disregards the few 
whe have written by the sheer magic of 
imspiration, he is one of the greatest 
|Sgures in English literature. 


416b ] 


416) ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL 


The kal parle of Shattesbury La ae minister 


Sretiv ein behalf of 
Charles's illegitimate son, the Duke of 
Monmouth, as heir to the English throne, 
against the ‘rightful heir, James, Duke of 
York, a Catholic. The poem was pub- 

ed late in 1681, when Shaftesbury 
was in the Tower awaiting trial for high 
treason. Despite its manifest design 
to influence the public and the jury, 
Shaftesbury was acquitted. He is repre- 


sented_in_the_posm_as_Achitophel and 
A om is the unfortunate Monmouth. 


@ scriptural parallel was inthe air 
before Dryden adopted it. For the 
original, see 2 Samuel xv ff. 

7. es monarch, King David, Tep- 

Lis En. 

11. Michal, the daughter of Saul who was 
given in marriage to David (cf. 1 Samuel 
xvill, 20 ff.), representing Charles II’s 
queen, Catherine of Portugal 

13. ae mothers bore. See 2 Samuel ii, 
2 ff. 

18. Absalom, the third son-of-Daaid. James 

ott, Duke of Monmouth and Buc- 
cleuch, was the son of Charles II by 
Lucy Walters, a beautiful young woman 
of good Welsh family. 

417a 30. the charming Annabel, Anne Scott, 
Countess of Buccleuch, to whom the 
Duke of Monmouth was married by 
the King’s interference. 

35. Amnon’s murder. Cf. 2 Samuel xiii, 
28 fi. Probably a reference to a brutal 
assault by some of Monmouth’s troopers 
upon Sir John Coventry, a member of 
Parliament and a critic of the King’s 
amours. 

38. Sion, London. 


41. The Tews, the English people. 

53. Sa j romwell. 

54. Ishbosheth, Richard Cromwell. 
Samuel iii f. 

55. Hebron, Scotland, where Charles had 
been crowned ten years before his coro- 
nation in England. 

417b 78. The Good Old Cause, the cause of 
the Commonwea!th. 

81. Jerusalem, London. 

82. Jebusites, Roman C atholics. 

84. sto 

104. that Plot, the Popish Plot. 

418a 114. Egyptian, French. 

418b 171. the triple bond, the Triple Alli- 
ance — England, Holland, and Sweden, 
against France (1668). 

184. Abbethdin, an officer of the high court of 
justice of the Jews, who represents 
Shaftesbury as Lord Chancellor of 
England. 

193. one immortal song, probably Psalms iil 
(cf. 2 Samuel xviii, 33), as Achitophel, 
according to the satirical interpretation, 


Cf. 2 
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would then not have prevailed upon 
Absalom to rebel. 

419a 209. the king himself a Jebusite. 


Charles died a Catholic and was prob- 
ably sympathetic with the Catholic 
interests throughout his reign. 

419b 260. Gath, Brussels, where Charles 
while in exile long resided. 

266. Jordan’s sand, Dover. 

277. Pharaoh, Louis XIV, in alliance with 
Charles. 

420b 349. His brother, James Duke of York, 
later James II. 

421a 386. Sanhedrin, the supreme council 
of the Jews; Parliament. 

422a 509. Solymzean rout, the London rabble. 

422b 513. Ethnic plot, the Popish Plot. 

515. Hot Levites, etc., Presbyterian clergy- 
men, forced out of the Chureh of Eng- 
land in 1662 by the Act of Uniformity. 

516. the Judges’ days, the Commonwealth. 

521. Aaron’s race, the priesthood. 

537. Hydra. See note to 1. 605 of Milton’s 
Comus. 

540. Zimri. The brilliant and unscrupulous 
genius, George Villiers, Duke of Buck- 
ingham, had satirized Dryden in The 
Rehearsal. The portrait is one of the 
best in satirical literature. 

546. chymist, chemist. 

423a 555. In squand’ring wealth. By the 
accident of the Restoration he came 
into an estate of £20,000 a year, which 
he was at liberty to squander in any 
way his wild brain directed. 

570. Balaam, the Earl of Huntingdon. 

570. Caleb, Lord Grey. 

BTL canting Nadab, Lord Howard of Escrick, 
a debauchee now and then turned pious. 

577. bull-faced Jonas, Sir William Jones, the 
attorney general who directed the 
prosecution against offenders in the 
Popish Plot. 

580. Heav’n’s anointed, David. Cf. 2 Sam- 
uel xvi, 5 ff. 

581. Shimei, Slingsby Bethel, one of the two 
Whig sheriffs of London, a writer against 
both the Commonwealth and royalty. 

591. vare, a wand or staff of authority. 

594. The sons of Belial, the Whigs. 

423b 613. Rechabite. Cf. Jeremiah xxxv, 14. 

628. Corah, Titus Oates, contriver of the 
Popish Plot. Cf. Numbers xvi. 

630. the serpent, etc. Cf. Numbers xxi, 8 ff. 

639. Stephen. Cf. Acts vi, 11 ff. 

424a 672. Agag’s murther. Cf. 1 Samuel xv, 
Sff. Sir Edward Berry Godfrey, the 

magistrate before whom Oates made 
his deposition, was mysteriously mur- 
dered soon afterward. 

424b 693. Hybla-drops. Iybla in Sicily was 
celebrated for its honey. 

701. Tyrus, Holland. 

706. Bathsheba, the Duchess of Portsmouth. 

425a 734. Issachar, Thomas Thynne of Wilt- 
shire, who extended hospitality to 
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Monmouth in his progress through the 
kingdom in 1680. 

746. a brother and a wife. Oates tned to 
involve both the Duke of York and 
Queen Catherine in his plot. 

425b S13. Barzillai. Cf. 2 Samuel xix, 31 ff. 
The aged Duke of Ormond was a com- 
panion in exile, and later a loyal servant, 
to Charles. 

816. In regions waste, ete. As Lord Lieu- 
tenant of Ireland, Ormond had served 
the Royalist cause across the Irish 
Channel. 

426a 827. His eldest hope. The Earl of 
Ossory, a distinguished seaman and 
warrior, died of a fever in 1680. 

860. Zadoc the priest, the Archbishop of 
Canterbury. 

426b S62: the Sagan of Jerusalem, the 
Bishop of London, Henry Compton, 
son of the Earl of Northampton. 

864. Him of the western dome, John Dolben, 

dean of Westminster. 

6. The prophet’s sons, the boys of West- 

minster School. 

873. Adriel, the Earl of Mulgrave, John 
Sheffield, patron to Dryden, himself a 
gifted poet. 

$78. Jothan, the Marquis of Halifax, George 
Savile, a poet and political peacemaker. 

884. Hushai, Viscount Hyde. Cf. 2 Sam- 
uel xv ff. 

$95. Amiel, Edward Seymour, Speaker of the 
House of Commons from 1673 to 1679. 

906. th? unequal ruler of the day, Pheton, 
son of Apollo, who came to disaster 
while trying to guide the sun chariot 
across the heavens. 

427a 940. Th’ offenders, etc. The Whigs 
had questioned the King’s pardoning 
power over offenders against the state. 

427b 951. my young Samson, ete. Cf. 
Judges xvi, 25 ff. 

978. Esau’s hands, etc. Cf. Genesis xxvii, 22. 


MAC FLECKNOE 


The poet Richard Flecknoe (d. 1678) was 
a Catholic priest of Irish descent. 
Dryden selected him apparently for no 
other reason except that for years he 
had had the reputation of being a bad 
poet. 

T. S. is Thomas Shadwell, Dryden’s 
rival and enemy. Shadwell had scur- 
rilously abused Dryden in an answer to 
The Medal. 

428b 29. Heywood and Shirley, Thomas 
Heywood and James Shirley, late Eliz- 
abethan dramatists, in no sense con- 
temptible, as Dryden, perhaps through 
ignorance of their writings, here makes 
them. 

33. Norwich drugget, a coarse woolen fabric, 
apparently associated with the poorer 
class of poets. 
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36. King John of Portugal. Flecknoe visited 
Portugal and boasted of the king as his 
patron. 

42. Epsom blankets, a reference to a scene in 
which a person is tossed in a blanket in 
Shadwell’s Virtuese and to his play of 
Epsom Weils. 

43. the mew Arion. Arion was a Greek 
musician of about 700 B.c. Shadwell 
boasted of his skill in musie. 

429a 51. St. André, a popular French dancing 
master of the time. 

52. Psyche, a bad operatic piece by Shad- 

well. 

55. Singleton, a musician and opera singer 
of the time. 

57. Villerius, a leading character in Dav 
nant’s Siege af Rhodes. 

62. Augusta, a Roman name for London. 
At the time London was in constant fear 
of popish plots. 

70. a Nursery, a theater erected under royal 
patent in 1664 to train young actors for 
the stage. 

74. Maximins. Mammin is a ranting hero 
in Dryden’s own early play of Tyrennte 
Love. 

75. Great Fletcher, John Fletcher. 
271 and notes. 

76. greater Jonson, Ben Jonson. See p. 266 
and notes. 

77. Simkin, a stage clown of the time. 

S80. Panton, a celebrated punster, aecord- 
ing to some references. 

83. Dekker, Thomas Dekker. 
and notes. 

89. Raymond families . . . tribes of Bruce. 
Raymond and Bruce are characters 
respectively in Shadwell’s Humerisis 
and JV vriuoso. 

429b 93. Bunhili . . . Watling Street, near 
each other in the older part of London. 

98. Ogleby, John Ogleby, 1600-1676, a 
Scotch translator and bad poet. 

101. Herringman, Dryden’s London pub- 
lisher for a number of years. 

104. Ascanius, Shadwell — an adaptation from 
Virgil. 

108 f. As Hannibal, ete. Aceording to Livy, 
Hannibal, at nine vears of age, was re- 
quired by his father to swear eternal 
hatred against Rome. 

118. Love’s Kingdom, a play by Flecknoe, the 
only one ever acted. 

430a 147 f. gentle George, ete. Sir George 
Etheredge, a leading comic dramatist 
of the time. Dorimant, Loviet, ete., 
are characters in his plays. 

159. Sedley, Sir Charles Sedley, a brilliant 
wit and minor poet of the time, sus- 
Rocce of aiding Shadwell in his Epsom 

eus. 

164. Sir Formal, a character in The Virtuose, 
called by the author ‘‘the orator, a 
florid ecoxcomb.” 

168. Jonson’s hostile name. Shadwell praised 


See p. 


See p. 266 


430a ] 


Ben Jonson as a comic dramatist so 
lavishly as to intimate kinship with him. 

175. Prince Nicander, a character in Shad- 
Well’s Psyche. 

430b 201. wings display and altars raise, re- 
ferring to fanciful verse forms of the 
metaphysical poets. See George Her- 
bert’s Easter Wings and The Altar, 
p. 368 f. 

206. Bruce and Longville, characters in the 
Virtuoso, who dispose of Sir Formal by 
a trap. 


DANIEL DEFOE 


Defoe is generally acknowledged the 
greatest journalist in English literature. 
The son of James Foe, a London butcher 
and Nonconformist, he attended a 
Dissenters’ school for three or four 
years, but did not proceed to the uni- 
versity. Except for a brief experience 
as a soldier, his interests for some score 
of years were mainly commercial. His 
arrival in English literature came in 
1701 with his True-born Englishman, 
which brought him wide popularity and 
royal favor. It was followed the next 
year with equal effectiveness but with 
loss of favor by his prose satire, The 
Shortest Way with the Dissenters. In 
his Review, 1704, he anticipated in 
several vital particulars Addison and 
Steele in the Tatler and Spectator 
papers. When he was nearly sixty, he 
began with Robinson Crusoe, 1719, 
that remarkable series of prose fictions 
which constitute his greatest work and 
which proclaim him our first regular 
novelist. He died in London in 17381. 
His tireless energy, his variety, his re- 
markably simple, straightforward style, 
his journalistic sense for ‘‘ news value,” 
his gift for making fiction read like fact, 
and his marvelous productiveness in the 
domain of realistic narrative are the chief 
reasons for his fame. 


THE TRUE-BORN ENGLISHMAN 


The poem was a reply to the general 
objection to King William, 1689-1702, as 
a foreigner, and to the specific attack 
by the satirist Tutchin upon him as a 
Dutchman. It immediately turned the 
tide of public favor toward the King. 
It ran through many editions and was 
widely read. 

431b 60. Luther, Calvin, or by Rome, i.c., 
the Church of England, the dissenting 
branches, or, the Roman Catholic 
Church, in the satirist’s own country 
and time. 

432b 160. the Norman Bastard, William the 
Conqueror, the natural son of Robert, 
Duke of Normandy, and Helena, daugh- 
ter of a tanner of Falaise. 
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433a 196. fifth Henry’s time, He V, kin 
b Pavlends 1ee-1459' ug 

204. Walloons, the people of southern Bel- 
gium chiefly, descended from the ancient 
Belge, with a mixture of Germanic or 
Roman elements. 

205. Vaudois, Waldensians, a reforming body 
of Christians, under Peter Waldo of 
Lyons, from about 1170. 

205. Valtolins, inhabitants of Valtellina, a 
small district in northern Italy. 

213. wes at Hackelah. Cf. 1 Samuel xxiii, 
218. The royal branch, ete. James V1 of 
Scotland became James I of England. 

222. Tay, the longest river in Scotland. 

224. the locusts, etc. Cf. Exodus x, 4 ff. 

433b 243. Lindsey, ete., representatives of 
English noble houses on the Royalist 
side in the Civil War. 

249. Italian Castlemain. Lady Castlemaine 
and Duchess of Cleveland was the 
mistress of Charles Il, by whom she 
became the mother of the Dukes of 
ee Grafton, and Northumber- 
and. 

250. Portsmouth, the Duchess of Ports- 
mouth, mother of the Duke of Rich- 
mond by Charles II. 

250. Tabby Scott, doubtless Lucy Walters (see 
note to Absalom and Achitophel, |. 18). 

250. Cambrian, Welsh. Nell Gwyn is said 
(doubtfully) to have been the daughter 
of Captain Thomas Gwyn, “ of an ancient 
family in Wales.’”’ The name appears to 
be of Welsh origin. She was the mother 
of the Duke of St. Albans by Charles. 

256. Schomberg. Friedrich von Schomberg, 
a Prussian general, accompanied William 
of Orange to England and was made 
Duke of Schomberg. 

256. Portland. William Bentinck of Holland, 
personal attendant and diplomatic agent 
of William of Orange, went with him to 
England, and was made first Earl of 
Portland. 

434a 304. Wales strove to separate, etc. 
Wales was not subjugated by the 
tomans, the Germanic tribes, or the 
Normans, and acknowledged but a 
half-fealty to England until conquered 
by Edward I in 1277. 

434b 361. Blue-coat Hospitals, and Bridewell, 
Charity schools such as Christ’s Hos- 
pital. The Bridewell, originally a school 
of the same kind, later became a reforma- 
tory. 


ABRAHAM COWLEY 


Abraham Cowley was born a posthumous 
child in a family of seven in London. 
At fifteen, while he was in Westminster 
[Senoo, he produced his first volume of 
poetry. He continued his writing in 
Cambridge and seems to have become a 
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103. the Dumb Sister, the muse of Painting. 

128. Our martial king, James II. 

438a 134. Our Phoenix queen. Mary of 
Este, queen of England, was ‘‘ as emi- 
nent for beauty as rank.’’ See note to 
1. 18 of A Praise of His Lady, p. 203. 


“162. Orinda, Mrs. Katherine Philips, 1631— 


1664, “ The Matchless Orinda.” Both 
she and Anne Killigrew died of smallpox. 

165. her warlike brother, Henry Killigrew, a 
naval officer, who rose ultimately to the 
rank of admiral. 

438b 175. Pleiads, the seven stars, part of the 
constellation Taurus. 

180 f. Valley of Jehosophat. Cf. Joel iii, 2, 12. 


A SONG FOR ST. CECILIA’S DAY 


St. Cecilia was a Christian martyr of the 
third century and by tradition the patron 
saint of music. From about 1683 a 
musical society in London had _ been 
celebrating November 22 annually as ° 
St. Cecilia’s Day. 
439a 17. Jubal. See Genesis iv, 21. 

44. The sacred Organ. Cecilia is represented 
by the poet, perhaps without authority, 
as being the inventress of the organ. 


439 ALEXANDER’S FEAST 


The poem celebrated the Feast of 
St. Cecilia in London in 1697. The 
historical time is after the battle of 
Arbela in 351 B.c, 

1. for Persia won, celebrating the conquest 
of Persia. 

2. Philip’s warlike son, 
Great. 

9. Thais, an Athenian courtesan, mistress 
of Alexander, reputed to have incited 
rae to fire the Persian palace at Persep- 
olis. 

20. Timotheus, musician to Alexander, not 
to be confused with the celebrated 
Athenian poet who lived also, though a 
little earlier, in the fourth century 
before Christ. 

28. A dragon’s fiery form, etc. The poet 
represents Jove as wooing Olympia(s), 
Alexander’s mother, in the form of a 
dragon and begetting, or inspiring the 
conception of, her all-conquering son. 

29 spires, coils. 

440a 75. Darius, Darius III, the last king of 
Persia. 

440b 97. Lydian, sweet, melting. 

441a 132. Furies, ete. See note to 1. 109 of 
Sackville’s Induction. 


Alexander the 


WILLIAM CONGREVE 


William Congreve was _ preéminently 
a dramatist. He was born at Bardsey 
near Leeds, and on the removal of the 
family to Ireland was educated, a con- 


> 


441b |} 


temporary and friend of Swift, in the 
famous Kilkenny School and at the 
University of Dublin. From the uni- 
versity he entered the Middle Temple 
but soon gave up law for literature. 
He began shis dramatic career in 1692 
and was highly suecessful until the end 
of thé century, when, finding the public 
taste changing, under the attacks of 
Collier, toward a reformed drama, he 
gave up the profession of playwright 
and in several public appointments lived 
a life of ease and literary sovereignty 
until his death in 1729. He was a writer 
of poems, as well as plays, but these 
have not generally added to his fame. 


ODE 


At a time when ode writing was popular, 
this ode was written to correct the 
mistaken notion that the English ode of 
the time, following the examples of 
Cowley, was a true imitation of Pindar, 
and to some extent to show by example 
what a genuine Pindaric should be. 

2. Calliope, the muse of Heroic Poetry. 
The Muses were the daughters of Zeus 
and Mnemosyne (Memory). 

3. Anna, Anne, daughter of James LI, queen 
of England, 1702-1714. 

7. Castalian spring, a fountain on the slope 
of Parnassus, sacred to Apollo and the 
Muses. 

14. Pierian heights, the legendary birthplace 
of Orpheus and the Muses in northern 
Thessaly. 

16. Alcides, Hercules. 

19. Cyllene’s shady Hill, the mountain on 
which Hermes or Mercury was born, 
in Arcadia. 

23. Latona’s son, Apollo. 

442a 35. Mantuan. Mantua was the early 
home and probably the birthplace of 
Virgil. 

35. Mzonian, Homeric. According to one 
account, Homer was a native of Mzeonia 
in Asia Minor. 

41. Boyn, a river in Ireland, beside which 
William III defeated the army of 
James II in 1690. 

43. Augusta, London. 

45. Tithon, Tithonus. 
1. 56. ; 

56. Halcyon. See note to Gower’s Ceir and 
Alceone, p. 160b. 

61. a world of wars, the war of the Spanish 
Succession. 

442b 75. Zembla, Nova Zembla, in the 
Arctic Ocean, north of Russia. 

82. Astrea, the goddess of Justice. 

84. Marlbro’, John Churchill, first duke of 
Marlborough, the greatest military gen- 
ius produced by the war of the Spanish 
Succession. j 

90, Ister, Latin name of the Danube River. 


441b 


See note to p. 224a, 
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95. When bold Bavaria, ete. The celebrated 
Battle of Blenheim (a Bavarian village on 
the Danube) was fought on August 13, 
1704. Marlborough wasits hero. See Ad- 
dison’s The Campaign, p. 471. 

443a 117. Belgia, Belgium. 

117. Brabant, the Netherlands. 

118. Ramilia’s day. The triumph at Ramillies 
in Belgium, May 23, 1706, was one of 
Marlborough’s great achievements, as 
it meant the expulsion of the French 
from the Low Countries. 

119. Canne ... Pharsalia. See note to 
ll. 410, 422 of Sackville’s Induction. 


JOHN WILMOT, EARL OF 
ROCHESTER 


43b UPON DRINKING IN A BOWL 


Paraphrased from a song ascribed to 
the ancient Greek poet Anacreon. 

11. Maestrick, a city in the Netherlands 
captured by the French in 1673. The 
English were allies of the French. 

4444 15. Sir Sidrophel, an astrologer in 
Butler’s Hudzbras. 


JOHN OLDHAM 


The poet John Oldham, born at Shipton- 
Moyne in Gloucestershire, was the son 
of a Nonconformist divine who was 
* silenced ’’ when the poet was only ten 
years old, and the lad consequently was 
brought up in straitened circumstances. 
He had a career at Oxford, however, 
but quit on receiving the B.A. degree 
in 1670, although his attainments were 
recognized. He became usher in a 
school at Croydon, where Rochester and 
other courtiers sought his acquaintance 
from an interest in his wit. As a tutor 
in various places in or about London, 
he came to know the literary celebri- 
ties and won favor by his satires. He 
died of smallpox near Nottingham in 
his thirtieth year. In his satires he 
displayed original power and was capa- 
ble of strong invective, but he is per- 
haps best in the care-free small way of 
the libertine, suggestive of Rochester. 


THE CARELESS GOOD FELLOW 


1. this fooling and plotting of late, in refer- 
ence to the Popish Plot of 1678 and 
subsequent events deriving from it. 

9. Tyburn, a place of execution near Hyde 
Park in London. 

444b 15. damn us to woollen, condemn us to 

woolen garments instead of silken as 
becomes gentlemen. 

20. right and succession. England was 

much agitated over the matter of 

Charles II’s successor, whether it should 


be the Protestant Duke of Monmouth or 
the Catholic Duke of York. See Dry- 
den’s Absalom and Achitophel and notes. 

25. leagues with the Hollander. ‘he chief 
business of Sir William Temple’s life 
from about 1665 till 1680 was arranging 
treaties in some way involving Holland. 
He succeeded in a general pacification 
only about 1680. 

26. Sidney and Monsieur D’Avaux. Alger- 
non Sidney, 1622-1683, an English 
statesman, commissioned to intrigue with 
the French monarch, was implicated in 
the Rye House Plot and beheaded. 
Count D’Avoux, 1640-1709, a French 
diplomat, helped to negotiate the treaty 
ot Nymwegen in 1678. 

27. Cassel, a town in France, taken by the 
French from the Prince of Orange in 
1677. 

31. The bully of France, Louis XIV. 

39. Smithfield, a place in the older part. of 
London where in Queen Mary’s day 
hereties were burnt. 

40. Mr. Fox, John Foxe, author of the Book 
of Martyrs. See p. 213. 


JOHN POMFRET 


John Pomfret was born at Luton in 
Bedfordshire, the son of the vicar of the 
place. He was educated at the Bed- 
ford Grammar School and at Cambridge, 
where he received both the B.A. and 
M.A. degrees. Taking orders, he be- 
eame rector of Maulden in his native 
shire in 1695. He had already begun 
to dabble in verse. In 1700 appeared 
his The Choice, which for the general 
reader is almost his only claim to re- 
membrance. It was vaguely fashioned 
on Sir William Temple, and in neatly 
turned verse represents the ‘“‘ empty 
epicureanism of a cultivated man.” 
Johnson said of it, ““ Perhaps no poem of 
our language has been so often perused.”’ 
Pomfret died at Maulden in 1702. 


446a THE CHOICE 


94. friends to Cesar, loyal to their sovereign. 

446b 157. ’'d have no wife. This declara- 
tion stood in the way of Pomfret’s 
preferment with the Bishop of London. 
Pomfret had been married at Luton 
eight years before. 


ABRAHAM COWLEY 
447a OF OBSCURITY 


24. Mr. Broom, Alexander Broom or 
Brome, 1620-1666, whose songs are said 
to have greatly aided the Restoration. 

35. Quintilian, a Roman rhetorician, a.p. 35- 
95. 
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447b 17. Achates, the faithful attendant of 
Atneas in Vireil’s Aineid. 

24 f. Demosthenes’ confession. The story 
is told by Cicero in his Tusculan Dispu- 
tations, v, 103. 

37. Epicurus. See note to Chaucer’s Pro- 
loque, |. 336. 

448a 28. Bucephalus, the favorite horse of 
Alexander the Great. 

29. Incitatus, the horse of the Roman em- 
peror Domitian, a.p. 51-96. 

40. that of St. Peter. See Acts v, 15. 

43. Cato and Aristides, Cato ‘‘ the Censor,” 
a Roman statesman, 234-149 B.c.; 
Aristides, an Athenian statesman and 
general of the fifth century before 
Christ, surnamed ‘ the Just.” 

448b 13. Augustus, Octavius Cxsar, 63 B.c.— 
A.D. 14, the first Roman emperor. 


OF MYSELF 


32 f. these precedent discourses. Cowley’s 
essays were first published as Several 
Discourses, ete., in 1668, the year after 
his death. 

449a 30. Horace might envy, etc. The 
country villa of the Roman poet Horace, 
65-27 B.c., given him by his friend Mzece- 
nas, was situated in the Sabine Hills. 
[t ts celebrated in his poetry. 

449b 16. that violent public storm, the Civil 
War, which ended with the establishment 
of the Commonwealth. 

48 f. business of great and honorable trust. 
During part of the exile of the King 
and Queen Cowley was intrusted with 
their correspondence in cipher. 

450b 38. Take thy ease. Cf. Luke wii, 16 ff. 

44. Non ego perfidum, etc. I took no oath 

upon it. 


SIR WILLIAM TEMPLE 


The events of Sir William Temple’s life 
belong to statecraft rather than to 
letters. He was born in London, spent 
his early years at Penshurst in Kent in 
the absence of his father as master of the 
rolls in Ireland, attended Cambridge 
without taking a degree, and spent many 
years at home and abroad as a diplomat. 
He retired to private life in 1680. After 
1686 he lived at Moor Park in Surrey, 
where he had as secretary the rising 
young genius Jonathan Swift, and 
interested himself in garduning and 
literature until his death. In all his 
writing he gives the impression of 
“the gentleman at his ease.’ In his 
essays, or Miscellanea, he touches on a 
variety of subjects, and, without treating 
anything deeply, treats all with an ease 
and grace that mark him as a writer of 
unusual taste. He shares with Dryden 
the honor of writing the first English 


. 
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prose that ean properly be called modern. 
His style was greatly admired and often 
imitated during the eighteenth century. 


451a OF HEROIC VIRTUE 


9. Canaries and Maderas, islands off the 
northwest coast of Africa. 

20. Tercera islands, the Azores. 

22. Columbo, Christopher Columbus. 

30 f. a certain Prince of Wales, Madoc, who 
is said to have founded a colony in a land 
across the sea to the southwest of Ireland. 

32. The Ancient Carthaginians. Most of the 
older nations have had claims advanced 
at some time or other of discovering 
America prior to Columbus. 

451b 20. Montezuma, Montezuma II, 1477?- 
1520, Aztee war chieftain or ‘* emperor ” 
of Mexico at the time of the Spanish 
conquest. ; 

49. Atahualpa, 1495?-1533, a sovereign of 
Peru, captured, mistreated, and at 
length executed by the Spaniards during 
their conquest of the country. 

452a 21. Mango Copac, Manco Capac, the 
traditional founder of the Inca mon- 
archy in Peru. 

24. a mighty lake, Lake Titicaca, between 
Peru and Bolivia. 

452b 50. Cozco, the present Cuzco, in south- 
ern Peru. 

454a 7. Acosta. José de Acosta, 1540-1600, a 
Jesuit historian and archeologist, was in 
Peru and Mexico for several years be- 
tween 1570 and 1590. 

10. Lycurgus, a Spartan lawgiver, probably 
of the ninth century before Christ. 

10. Numa, Numa Pompilius, the second king 
of Rome, 715-672 B.c., according to 
legend the author of many Roman insti- 
tutions. 

455b 42. Pachacamac, the supreme deity of 
the ancient Peruvians. A coastal town 
by this name, a few miles south of Lima, 
contains extensive ruins of a very old 
temple. 


JOHN DRYDEN 


OF HEROIC PLAYS 


The ‘heroic plays” dealt with highly 
idealized persons placed in impossible sit- 
uations and in remote settings. They 
treated of love and honor and employed 
exaggerated language, according to the 
approved method of heroic romance, as 
established in particular by Ariosto. 
Dryden’s play, The Conquest of Granada, 
to which was prefixed his ‘“ Hssay’’ in 
1672, was the play par excellence of the 
type. 

456a 5. heroic verse, a form of verse adapted 
to the treatment of lofty themes, in 
English iambic pentameter (five-accent) 
measure rhyming in couplets. 
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456b 23 f. Sir William D’Avenant, 1606-1668, 
an important figure in English drama 
bridging the gap from 1642 to 1660, 
and chief among the early Restoration 
dramatists. 

457a 6 f. Siege of Rhodes, first brought out in 
1656 as a kind of opera. 

36. Ariosto, a great Italian poet, 1474-1533, 
author of the heroic poem, Orlando 
Furtoso. 

39f. Le donne, i cavalier, ete. I sing of 
ladies, knights, arms, loves, courtesy, 
and bold enterprises. 

457b 44. Petronius Arbiter, a Reman satir- 
ical ‘‘ novelist”? of the first century 
after Christ. 

50 ff. Non enim res geste, ete. For a poem 
should not deal with actual events, which 
historians do far better: but the poet 
should by suggestions and interventions 
of the gods give vent to a free inspiration 
that there may rather appear the proph- 
ecy of the inspired intelligence than 
the testimony of a scrupulously exact 
statement. 

458a 5. Lucan, a Roman poet and prose 
writer, author of Pharsalia, an epic poem 
in ten books on the civil war between 
Cesar and Pompey. 

22. Erictho, a Thessalian witch consulted by 
Pompey in Lucan’s Pharsalia. 

27. Statius, a Roman poet, A.D. ca. 45-ca. 
96, author of the epic Vhebais. 

27. Tasso, Torquato Tasso, 1544-1595, a 
celebrated Italian poet, author of the 
Gerusalemme Liberata (“Jerusalem De- 
livered’’). 

458b 6. Mr. Hobbs, Thomas Hobbes, 1588- 
1679, a celebrated English philosopher. 

27 f. Mr. Cowley’s verses before Gondibert. 
See To Sir Willian. Davenant, wpon His 
Two First Books of Gondzbert, ete. 

33. Davideis, an epic poem, 1656, by Cowley 
on David, king of the Hebrews. 

34. Godfrey. Tasso’s poem was first issued 
under this title, from Godfrey of Bouil- 
lon, a leader in the First Crusade and 
hero of Tasso’s Jerusalem Delivered (see 
p. 458a, 1. 27). 

48 ff. Segnius irritant, etc. Things sent 
through the ears stir the mind more 
tardily than those subjected to the faith- 
ful eyes. 

459a 34. Almanzor, the hero of The Conquest 
of Granada. 

43. Rinaldo, a famous warrior in Tasso’s 
Jerusalem Delivered. 

45. Calprenéde, La Calprenéde, 1610-1663, a 
French ‘novelist’ and dramatist. Arta- 
ban is a character in his Cléopdtre. 

459b 7 f. OivoBopés, etc. Sot, having the eye 
of a dog and the head of a deer. 

9, AnuoBépos, etc. Tyrant King. 

14. "Edxero, etc. And drew his great sword 
from the sheath. 

23 ff. ’AAX’ 66 av7p, etc. But this man wishes 
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England December 22, 1688. 
463a 21 f. Lord teach me, etc. See Psalms xe, 
12. 


SAMUEL PEPYS 


Pepys’ name is a synonym for the best 
in private literature. The reason for his 
preéminence over all others in the field 
must be sought in the fact that, with his 
engaging personality and gift of expres- 
sion, he least of all diarists expected 
his work to come to light. In this way 
he committed to record the most inti- 
mate suggestions of his active brain 
and fertile imagination. His Diary is 
therefore the acme of confessional writ- 
ing. He was the son of a London tailor. 
He went to Cambridge for a while, was 
married early, obtained a clerkship in 
the navy office at the Restoration, and 
gradually rose to the Secretaryship of the 
Admiralty. He died at his favorite 
residence, Clapham, in 1703. 


DIARY 


51 f. The King and the two dukes, Charles IT 
and the Dukes of York and Gloucester. 

4635 22. General Monk. After the death of 
Richard Cromwell, General Monk as 
head of the army reorganized Parlia- - 
ment and became head of the new 
Couneil, which voted the restoration of 
the monarchy on May 1, 1660. ; 

4642 3. C. R., Carolus Rex, “Charles thé 
King.” 

10. ‘Beggar’s Bush,’ a comedy by Fletcher 
and others. 

iSf. the Spanish Curate, a comedy by 
Fletcher and Massinger. 

4650 44. a pair of Virginall’s, a popular 
musical instrument of the time, an- 
eestor of the modern piano. 

4$Ta 28 f. French, etc. England was contin- 
ually harassed in the reign of Charles IT 
by the aggressions of Louis XIV of 
France in Alliance with other powers. 

37. ‘The Mayd’s Tragedy,’ a tragic ro- 
mantic drama by Beaumont and Fletcher. 

38 f. Sir Charles Sedley, 1639?-1701, one 
of the most celebrated of the court poets 
and wits of the time. 


JONATHAN SWIFT 


Jonathan Swift, the greatest prose 
satirist in English, was born a post- 
humous child of English parents in 
Dublin in 1667. By the aid of his uncles 
he went through the Kilkenny School 
and the University of Dublin, finishing 
B.A. by special grace in 1686. After the 
revolution of 1688 he entered the 
household of Sir William Temple at 
Moor Park, where he became ac- 


467a J 


32f. My head, ete. 


quainted with Esther Johnson (‘‘Stella’’) 
and wrote two of his test works, 
A Tale of a Tub and The Battle of the 
Books. Having taken orders, he returned 
to Ireland after the death of Temple 
in 1699, and was granted the living of 
Laracor near Dublin and other benefices. 
Stella joined him there in 1701, super- 
intended his household, but with Mrs. 
Dingley occupied a separate establish- 
ment. From 1710 to 1713, the years of 
the celebrated Journal, he was a man 
of the highest consequence in London. 
In the same years his acquaintanceship 
with Esther Van Homerigh (‘‘ Vanessa ’’) 
ripened into a friendship which became 
a tragedy for her a few years later. 
After his appointment to the deanship 
of St. Patrick’s he interested himself 
more in the affairs of Ireland. His 
principal works done then were the 
Drapier Letters in’ 1724 and Gulliver’s 
Trarelsin 1726. Vanessa died in 1723 and 
Stella in 1728. Mental decay set in soon 
after, and finally Swift relapsed into 
complete insanity. He died peacefully 
in 1745. His epitaph, written by himself, 
bi seeva indignatio 
Cor ulterius lacerare nequit, 

best explains the character of his work. 
He was a4 partisan writer, with an innate 
grudge against humanity, in everything 
he did, and he expressed his partisan- 
ship, in his savage animosity against his 
race, with all the vigor and fervor of his 
big inconsiderate genius. 


JOURNAL TO STELLA 


Stella was Esther Johnson, ward to Sir 
William Temple of Moor Park, where 
Swift met the young lady and became 
her tutor. There is a_ well-grounded 
belief that he was married to her about 
1716. The Journal is addressed to both 
Stella and her companion, Mrs. Dingley, 
in his “little language,”’ under a solemn 
pledge that it was to be shown to no one. 
M. D., ‘my dears,” stands for Stella 
and Dingley, though sometimes only 
for the former; D. is for Dingley; and 
D. D. is for Dingley and Stella, though 
at times only for the latter. PDFR and 
Presto represent Swift himself. 


468a 9. all the ministry. Swift was an ardent 


Tory and a potent influence in the last 
ministry of Queen Anne. The reasons 
for his presence in London at the time 
were political. Owing to the personal 
dislike of the Queen he was rewarded for 
his services only with the deanery of 
St. Patrick’s in Dublin. 

Swift long suffered 
from fits of giddiness, which he attributed 
to indigestion from a surfeit of golden 

pippins in 1689. 
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Vanhomrigh’s, i.e, Vanessa and her 


mother. 
468b 1. Parvisol, Swift’s agent at Laracor, a 


22. 


42. 
42. 


469b 29. against a peace. 


36. 
53. 


Frenchman. 

Mr. Secretary, Henry St. John, 1678- 
1751. He became Secretary of State in 
1710 and was made Viscount Boling- 
broke in 1714. 

Lord Keeper, Sir Simon Harcourt. 
Mr. Harley, Robert Harley, 1661-1724. 
He became premier and Earl of Oxford 


in Leave 

The War of the 
Spanish Succession had been waging 
since 1701. It was brought to a close by 
the Treaty of Utrecht in 1713. 
Parnell’s poem, An Essay on the different 
styles of Poetry, in verse. 
famous moving picture. There were 
several exhibitions of the kind at the 
time. See the Tatler, No. 113. 


470a 10. Windsor or St. Patrick’s, 7.e., the 


13. 


bishopric of Windsor or the deanery of 
St. Patrick’s in Dublin, as a reward for 
his services to the ministry. 

Lady Masham, an intimate friend and 
keeper of the privy purse to Queen Anne. 


JOSEPH ADDISON 
Addison in his writings represents the 


acme of good taste and urbanity. His 
elegance, however, is not that of the 
courtier, certainly not the courtier of 
his time, but of an inherently well- 
regulated life, of a superb classical culture, 
and of a nature that was instinctively 
artistic. He was born at Milston in Wilt- 
shire, the son of a prominent clergyman, 
attended the Charterhouse School, where 
he met Steele, and had an enviable career 
at Oxford. Winning some recognition by 
his writings in the last years of the cen- 
tury, when men of literary talent were in 
demand, in political life, he made an ex- 
tended sojourn abroad to prepare himself 
for a diplomatic career. He had just re- 
turned and was living in retirement in 
London at the time of the battle of Blen- 
heim, when he was sought out by the Whig 
ministry to celebrate the victory in appro- 
priate verse. His poem, fittingly called a 
‘gazette inrhyme,’’ was well received, and 
his preferment began, leading ultimately 
to the Secretaryship of State a year be- 
fore his death in 1718. His play Cato, 
undramatie at best, was popular at the 
time for its accepted political signifi- 
cance. As a writer, however, he really 
found himself only in his association 
with Steele in the Tatler and Spectator 
papers, 1709-1712. Neither writer, 
strictly speaking, was the originator of the 
short familiar essay, but Addison soon 
proved himself the finished master of 
the type. His grace, his ease, his evident 


; 
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good breeding, and his prevailing genteel 
humor remain unexcelled in English 
literature. 


47la THE CAMPAIGN 


4. Anna, Queen Anne. 

5. great leader, John Churchill, ca. 1650- 
1722, created Duke of Marlborough 
in 1702, a great English general in the 
War of the Spanish Succession, and hero 
of the poem. 

13. The haughty Gaul, Louis XIV. 

15. Pirene’s lofty barriers, the Pyrenees 
Mountains. When Charles II of Spain 
died, bequeathing his crown to Philip 
of Anjou, the French King cried, ‘‘ The 
Pyrenees no longer exist,” 7.e., aS & po- 
litical barrier between France and Spain. 

17. Ausonia’s states, the Italian peninsula. 

24. Germania, the countries of central 
Europe. 

25. Great Leopold, Leopold I, 1640-1705, 
emperor of the Holy Roman Empire 
and one of the claimants to the Spanish 
throne. 

471b 51. Moselle, a river in France which 
joins the Rhine at Coblenz. 

472a 68. Maese, the river Meuse in France 
and Belgium. 

75. the burning Scorpion. 
Sackville’s Induction. 
the Neckar, a river in Wiirtemberg and 
Baden joining the Rhine at Mannheim. 

98. great Bourbon, Louis XLV. 

100. Eugenio, Prince Eugene, 1663-1736, a 
celebrated Austrian general and co-vic- 
tor at Blenheim. 

472b 128. Schellenberg, a hill near Donau- 
werth, Bavaria, where the French and 
Bavarians were defeated July 2, 1704. 

473b 185. Belgian mounds, the dikes of Bel- 
gium. 

197. Donawert, Donauwerth, a small town 
on the Danube in Bavaria, north of 
Augsburg. 

204. Landau, a town in Rhenish Bavaria west 
of the Rhine. 

207. Deluded prince, Philip of Aniou, 1683- 
1746, whose accession to the Spanish 
throne on the death of Charles II caused 
the war of the Spanish Succession. He 
was the grandson of the French king. 

474b 287. So when an angel, ete. This cele- 
brated figure, more than anything else, 
made Addison famous and prepared the 
way for his rapid rise in politics. 

289. Such as of late, etc., in reference to a 
devastating storm which passed over 
England in 1703. 

475a 309. Dormer, Philip Dormer, an officer 
in the Ist foot guards, killed at Blen- 
heim. 

321 fi-Soane 2. Rhone <i. 
rivers of France. 

326. Scythian seas, the Black Sea. 


See note to |. 29, 


Seine... Loire, 
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35. Tallard, Duc de Tallard, 1652-1728, 
marshal of France, and commander at 
Blenheim. 

475b 361. Memminghen, a town in Neuburg, 
southwestern Bavaria. 

361. Augsburg, chief city of the district of 
Swabia and Neuburg in Bavaria. 

365. Ulm, a town and imperial fortress on the 
Danube in eastern Wurtemberg. 

476a 402. Hochstet’s fatal plain. ‘‘ Hoch- 
stadt’ is the German name for Blenheim. 

407. Austria’s young monarch, Joseph I, 
1678-1711, son of Leopold I, of the Haps- 
burg line. 

420. Nireus, the handsomest Greek in the 
Trojan War. 

421 ff. great father of almighty Rome, Aineas, 
son of the goddess Aphrodite. She was 
sometimes ‘called Cytherea from the is- 
land Cythera or from Cythera in Crete. 

476b 437. Treves, a town in Rhenish Prussia. 

438. Traerbach, a town in the vicinity of 
Coblenz. 

455. Ister’s states. “‘Ister”’ 
for the Danube. 


is a Latin name 


ALEXANDER POPE 


¢Pope is usually spoken of as the most 
distinguished representative of English 
assicism. Apart from his literary 
eareer, his life was uneventful. He was 
born in London of Catholic parents, 
and, inheriting a sickly body, received 
little systematic schooling. By the aid 
of his friends, however, and his own in- 
quisitive nature he managed-—to. gain 
considerable learning of a desultory kind. 
His claim to have “ lisped in numbers ”’ 
was well-nigh literally true, for he began 
writing verse early. His first work of 
real worth, however, was his Essay on 
Criticism, written by the time he was 
twenty-one and published two years 
later. In 1712 came pis_flepe ofthe 
Lock, whichis the daintiest_bit_of mock- 
heroic poetry_in.English. For the next 
decade he was occupied primarily with 
his. translations—of the Jitad-and—the 
Odyssey, both of which continue tobe 
the best-known. English versions of the 
great originals. His satirical powers 
produced their best effects in maturity, 
in proportion as his literary squabbles 
multiplied. Preéminent among his sa- 
tirical works are The Dunciad and the 
Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot, representing 
his endeavors from 1728 to the end of 
his life. He died of dropsy and asthma 
in 1744 at his celebrated villa of Twick 
_ham on the“Phames; which has since be- 
‘come one of the most famous literary 
shrines in England. His ideal in_-poetry 
was correctness. He was content to 
dispense with strict originality and to 
say what had been thought and said be- 
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fore, but to say it surpassingly well. His 
works therefore contain more stock 
quotations than any others of similar 
scope in the language. He perfected the 
old five-accent couplet and employed it 
with biting effectiveness in his satirical 
writings. 


4TTb AN ESSAY ON CRITICISM 


34. Meevius, an inferior Latin poet of the 
first century before Christ, who shared 
with Bavius, his contemporary, friend 
and equal, a dislike for Horace and 
Virgil. 

478a S4. the Muse’s steed, Pegasus. 

478b 129. the Mantuan Muse, Virgil. 

130. Maro, the family name of Virgil. 

138. the Stagyrite, Aristotle, from his birth- 
place, Stagira. The poetical doctrines of 
the English classicists were based largely 
upon the supposed doctrines of Aris- 
totle. 

479a 180. Homer nods. Cf. Horace’s Ars 
Poetica, |. 359. 

480a 267. La Mancha’s knight, the hero of 
Cervantes’ celebrated work, Don Quizxcie. 

480b 270. Dennis, John Dennis, 1657-1734, 
an English critic. The reference 1s to his 
commentary on Aristotle. ; 

481a 328. Fungoso in the play, a character in 
Jonson’s Everyman out of His Humour. 

481b 356. Alexandrine, a six-stress iambic line, 
as represented in the next line following 
in the text. See introductory note to 

Spenser’s Faerie Queene. 

Denham, Sir John Denham, 1615-1669, 

a minor English poet. 

Waller. Cf. p. 380 and notes. 

Ajax, ete. Cf. Iliad, Bk. VI, 1. 265 ff. 

In 1. 370f. and 1. 372 f. Pope skillfully 

illustrates in his own composition the 

slow and the swift movements he is 

discussing. r 

372. Camilla. Cf. ned, Bk. VII, |. 803 fi. 

374 ffi. Timotheus’ varied lays, etc. The 
reference is to Dryden’s Alexander’s 
Feast, p. 439. 

376. the son of Lybian Jove, Alexander the 
Great. See note to |. 28 ff. of Dryden’s 
Alexander’s Feast. 

482b 444. Scotists and Thomists, followers of 

the thirteenth-century scholasti¢ philoso- 

phers Duns Scotus and Thomas Aquinas. 

Duck Lane, a place in London where 

second-hand books were sold, near 

Smithfield. 

Blackmores. Sir Richard Blackmore, 

1652-1729, an indefatigable producer of 

commonplace epic poems. : 

maveune, The Reverend Luke Mil- 

bourn was a critic of Dryden’s Virgil. 

Zoilus. See note to |. 3 of Howell’s 

Written to a Most Excellent Book, ete., 

p. 249. 

483b 545. Socinus, 


361. 


361. 
370. 


445. 


463. 


463. 
465. 


Lelius Socinus, 1525- 
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1562, and Faustus Socinus, 1539-1604, 
Italian theologians, founders of So- 
cinianism. 


484a 585. Appius, in reference to the play 
Appius and Virginia, by John Dennis, 
who became insanely critical of Pope 
for this and other references. See note 
to 1, 270. 

484b 617. Durfey, Thomas D’Urfey, ca. 1650- 
1753, a mediocre English playwright and 
humorous poet. 

619. Garth, Sir Samuel Garth, 1661-1719, a 
physician and author of the mock-heroie 
poem, The Dispensary. 

485a 648. Meonian star, Homer, who, ac- 

cording to one account, was a native of 

Meeonia, an ancient name for Lydia, in 

Asia Minor. 

Dionysius, of Halicarnassus, first century 

after Christ, a Greek rhetorician and 

historian. 

667. Petronius. See note to p. 457b, 1. 44. 

485b 675. Longinus, ca. a.p. 210-273, the 

most celebrated of the Greek critics 
after Aristotle. 

Erasmus, ca. 1465-1536, the greatest. of 

the humanistic scholars and theologians. 

those holy vandals, the indolent, ig- 
norant priesthood. 

Leo’s golden days. Pope Leo X, 

1475-1521, under whose pontificate the 

Reformation began, was a liberal patron 

of art and literature. 

. Raphael, 1483-1520, 

painter. 

. Vida, ca. 1480-1566, an Italian Latin 

poet. 

. Cremona, Vida’s birthplace. 

. Boileau, 1636-1711, a famous French 
poet and critic of the classical school. 
486a 725. Roscommon, Wentworth Dillon, 
ca, 1633-1685, Earl of Roscommon, a 
minor English poet of the Restcration 
who wrote an essay on the art of versified 

translation. 

9. Walsh, William Walsh, 1663-1708, an 

Ienglish writer who inspired Pope to be 
a ‘correct ”’ poet. 


665. 


693. 
696. 
697. 


a great Italian 


THE RAPE OF THE LOCK 


The poem celebrates the incident of Lord 
Petre’s purloining a lock of hair from 
the head of Arabella Fermor, a fashion- 
able belle of the time. Pope wrote the 
poem, in mock-heroie vein, at the re- 
quest, of his friend John Caryll, to allay 
the ill feeling which arose in consequence 
between the two families. All, including 
the poet and the friend, belonged to a 
small Catholic circle living near Windsor. 
4. Belinda, the offended beauty, Miss 
lermor. 
486b 23. a Birthnight Beau, a fine gentleman 
such as might attend a royal birthday 
féte. 
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44. the Box, at the theater. 495a 62. Dapperwit. Cf. Wycherley’s Love in 
44. the Ring, a circular promenade or drive- a Wood. 

way in Hyde Park. 63. Sir Fopling. Cf. Etherege’s The Man of 
487a 56. Ombre, a fashionable game of cards Mode. 

borrowed from Spain, usually played by 65. Meander, a winding river in Asia 

three persons, the eights, nines, and tens Minor. 


being omitted from the hands. 

60. Salamander’s name. According to an 
old notion, the salamander could live in 
fire. 

488a 148. Betty, the waiting maid. 

489b 133. Ixion, king of the Lapithe and 
murderer of his father-in-law. He was 
condemned by Jupiter, for making love 
to Juno, to perpetual punishment by 
being bound on a revolving wheel of 
fire in Tartarus. 

3. a structure of majestic frame, Hampton 
Court, a royal palace. 
7. great Anna, Queen Anne. 

490a 33. a Matadore, one of the three high 

cards in omber. 

Spadillio, the ace of spades. 

Manillio, the deuce of clubs of a black 

trump, or the seven of a red. 

53. Basto, the ace of clubs. 

490b 61. Pam, the knave of clubs, high ecard 
in the game of loo, a game which has 
some features similar to poker. 

92. Codille, the condition of a double loss 
to a player who fails to get as many 
tricks as one of his opponents. 

491a 122. Scylla, the daughter of King Nisus 
of Megara, who gave to the Cretan 
leader Minos, at war against her father, 
the purple lock of the latter’s hair on 
which depended the safety of the state, 
and was punished by being changed 
into a bird. 

491b 165. Atalantis, The New Atlantis, a 
work by Mrs. Manley popular at the 
time. 

492a 8. Cynthia when her, etc. Diana or 
Cynthia, the ancient goddess of Chas- 
tity; in general any maiden so modest 
as to be upset at having her mantle 
pinned awry. 

492b 51. Homer’s Tripod. 
XVI, 1. 372 ff: 

82. Ulysses held the winds. Cf. Odyssey, Bk. 
OA MIL Rie 

493a 89. Thalestris, Mrs. Morley, sister of 
Sir George Brown. 

118. sound of Bow. Grub Street and other 
Bohemian haunts, where wits would 
scorn to live, lay within earshot of the 
Bow bells. 

121. Sir Plume, Sir George Brown. 
offense at the representation. 

493b 156. Bohea, a kind of tea. 

494a 5f. the Trojan, etc. neas was resolute 
to leave Carthage despite the passionate 
grief of Dido and the solicitations of her 

sister Anna. See #netd, Bk. IV. 

Clarissa. This character does not appear 

in the first edition of the poem. 


49. 
dbl. 


Cf. Iliad, Bk. 


He took 


s 


* 495b 125. Rome’s great founder, Romulus. 
126. Proculus, a Koman senator to whom 
Romulus is said to have expressed a 
wish for deification as Quirinus. 
Berenice’s locks. Berenice was an 
Egyptian queen who dedicated her 
beautiful hair to Venus for the safe re- 
turn of her husband from war. On the 
fulfillment of the pledge the goddess 
transformed the hair into a comet. 
Rosamonda’s lake, a miniature lake in 
St. James’s Park. 
Partridge, John Partridge, an astrologer 
and almanac maker, ridiculed by Swift. 
138. Galileo’s eyes, the telescope. 
496a 140. Louis, Louis XIV of France. 


129. 


136. 
137. 


EPISTLE TO DR. ARBUTHNOT 


Dr. John Arbuthnot, a popular physi- 
cian, classical scholar, and writer, was 
an ardent friend of most of the literary 
wits of the time. To him Pope drew up 
and addressed in his celebrated Hpisile, ‘a 
sort of bill of complaint * against his age. 
1. good John, John Searl, a servant to 
Pope for a long while. 

4. Bedlam. See note to 1. 199 of Drayton’s 
Nymphidia. 

. Sabbath day, t.e., a day of rest. 

the Mint, a place in Southwark where 

insolvent debtors were not liable to ar- 

rest. 

. Twit’nam, Pope’s villa, Twickenham. 

3. Arthur, Arthur Moore, a politician. 

5. Cornus, Sir Robert Walpole, 1676-1745, 

the famous prime minister, 

496b 40. ‘‘ Keep your piece nine years.” 

See Horace, Ars Poeiica, 1. 388. 

Term, the London “ season.” 

Pitholeon, the name of a foolish poet of 

Rhodes. 

. Curll, Edmund Curll, a piratical book- 
seller. 

2. Lintot, Bernard Lintot, Pope’s publisher 

after 1712. 

497a 69. Midas. King Midas of Lydia was 
rewarded with a pair of ass’s ears for 
unjustly giving the prize in a musical 
contest to his own favorite flute player 
instead of to Apollo. 

. Codrus, a poetaster in Juvenal. 

. Bavius. See note to l. 34 of An Essay 
on Criticism. 

. one Bishop, ete., Bishop Bolter, patron 
of Ambrose Philips, Pope’s rival in pas- 
toral poetry. 

. Sappho, Lady Mary Wortley Montague, 
one of the most brilliant women of her 
time. 


43. 
49. 


, 


—497b | 


497b 117. Ammon’s great son, Alexander the 
Great, who claimed descent from Jove 
Ammon. 

135. Granville, George Granville, Lord Lans- 
downe, 1667-1735, at whose suggestion 
pA published his Windsor Forest in 


139. Talbot, Somers, Sheffield, noblemen and 
statesmen who encouraged Pope’s early 
literary endeavors. 

140. mitred Rochester, Francis Atterbury, 
Bishop of Rochester. 

141. St. John’s self, Henry St. John, Viscount 
Bolingbroke, 1678-1751, orator and 
statesman, whose shallow philosophy in- 
fluenced many of the writers of the time. 

146. Burnets, Oldmixons, Cookes, writers of 
secret and disreputable histories, accord- 
ing to Pope. 

149. gentle Fanny, Lord Hervey. 

498a 151. Gildon, Charles Gildon, an abusive 
critic of Pope. 

164. Bentleys, Richard Bentley, 1662-1742, 
one of the great classical scholars and 
critics of the time. 

164. Tibbalds, Lewis Theobald, 1688-1744, 
a notable Shakespearean editor, the hero 
of the Dunciad. 

190. Tate, Nahum Tate, at one time poet 
laureate. 

498b 193. were there one. The characteri- 
zation of Addison which follows is one 
of the best in satirical literature. Atti- 
cus was a Roman scholar and bookseller 
of the first century before Christ. 

222. great George, George II, king of Eng- 
land. 

230. Bufo, probably Charles Montague, Earl 
of Halifax, statesman, poet, and patron 
of letters. 

230. Castalian state, realm of poetry. 

499a 256. Gay. See p. 503 and notes. 

260. Queensb’ry. The Duke and Duchess 
of Queensbury, in whose house Gay 
died, gave him a monument in West- 
minster Abbey. 

276. Balbus, the Earl of Kinnoul. 

499b 280. Sir Will, Sir William Yonge. 

280. Bubo, George Bubb Dodington, a poli- 
tician and patron of letters. 

299. Dean and Silver Bell, the unknown per- 
son who represented to the Duke of 
Chandos that Pope in the Hssay on 
Taste had ridiculed the furnishings of 
that nobleman’s residence, the Canons. 

305. Sporus, Lord Hervey. Sporus was an 
effeminate favorite of Nero. 

500a 363. Japhet in a jail, Japhet Crook, who 
was put in jail for a forgery conveying 
an estate to himself. 

500b 373. Cibber, Colley Cibber, 1671-1757, 
actor, playwright, and small poet, who 
superseded Theobald as hero of the 
Dunciad. 

373. Moore, James Moore-Smythe, author of 
much verse and a play. 
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375. Welsted, Leonard Welsted, a Whig 
pamphleteer. 

378. Budgell, Hustace Budgell, friend and 
kinsman of Addison, charged with 
forging a will to his own profit. 

391. Bestia, probably the Duke of Marl- 
borough. Bestia was a Roman proconsul 
who accepted bribes from Jugurtha for a 
dishonorable peace. 


MATTHEW PRIOR 


A few years after the birth of the poet 
Prior at Wimborne in Dorsetshire, of 
working-class Presbyterian parents, the 
family removed to London, where the 
boy, apparently an apprentice in a 
tavern, was discovered by the Earl of 
Dorset through his facility in verse and 
sent to Westminster. He proceeded to 
Cambridge for a full career and was 
made a fellow of his college at the time 
of the Revolution of 1688. Under the 
changed régime he became a diplomat 
and political figure, rising in 1699 to the 
position of Undersecretary of State, and 
continued in public life until his death 
of a fever at Wimpole in 1621. His 
satires, epistles, and epigrams were well 
received in his day, but he was _ best 


pow fokhis—lyaiea of a-familiar—tenor 
and cast, an estimate which posterity has 


approved. 


50ib A SIMILE 
14, Pindus, a mountain range in Greece. 


AN ODE 


4. Cloe, Mrs. Elizabeth Coxe, the wife of a 
London coachman. Because the couple 
were his friends, the poet is thought to 
have set the pair up in business. 


THOMAS PARNELL 


Thomas Parnell came of a long-estab- 
lished Cheshire family which had mi- 
grated to Ireland at the Restoration. 
He was born in Dublin and received his 
education at Trinity College in that 
city, where he took his M.A. degree in 
1700. Entering the Chureh, he became 
archdeacon of Clogher in 1706 and after 
the death of his wife five years later was 
brought by Swift to London and intro- 
duced to the literary and political lead- 
ers. By 1713 he had become intimate 
with Pope, under whose influence he 
remained until his premature death at 
Chester, by his own intemperate habits, 
in 1718. He had the usual stylistic re- 
finements of the poets of the time, and, 
like many of them, tried to be merry, 
but he is best in a grave or even elegiac 


- 


\ 
L 


NOTES 


vein, in which he definitely anticipates 
Gray. 


JOHN GAY 


In the actualities of life Gay was a* 


poet who needed and usually found 
protection in the households of persons 
of quality. He was born inte an im- 
poverished family at Barnstaple in 
Devonshire, and losing both parents by 
the time he was ten, served an appren- 
ticeship to a London siik merchant. 
Giving up the trade and devoting himself 
to literature, he managed by his pen and 
various private sinecures to live a life 
of ease and to amass a considerable 
amount of money. His most conspicuous 
literary achievement was The Beggar's 
Opert_ in 1728; whith has been called 


‘the first popular success of the modern 


English stage.” He is best in the 
lighter lyric, in which he resembles Prior. 
His love of nature associates him with 
the romantic writers who were then be- 
ginning to express a new spirit in English 
poetry. 


A BALLAD 
In The What D’ Ye Call Tt. 


504a SWEET WILLIAM'S FAREWELL, 


1, 


etc. 


Downs, a roadstead for shipping off the 
coast of Kent. 


JOHN HUGHES 


John Hughes was placed by both his 
great contemporaries, Swift and Pope, 
‘among the mediocribus in prose as 
well as verse,” but each acknowledged 
his gravity as beyond them. He was 
born at Marlborough in Wiltshire and 
attended a dissenting academy where he 
had as contemporary the hymn writer 
Isaac Watts. In 1715 he published the 
works of Spenser with glossarial helps, 

the first attempt at a critical edition 
of that poet and consequently to be 
reckoned a part of the great Spenserian 
revival which became prominent later 
in the_century (see introductory note to 
Thomas Warton). He was a constant 
invalid and in narrow circumstances 
during the greater part of his life, but in 
1717 he was appointed to a secretaryship 
which afforded him independence until 
his death. He died of consumption in 
London on the opening night of his one 
successful play, The Stege of Damascus, 
February 17, 1720. 


504b 


9 
oO. 


16. 


25. 
26. 


506b 


or 


[ 502a 


THE PICTURE 


Apelles, a famous Greek painter of the 
time of Philip and Alexander. His 
greatest picture, perhaps the greatest of 
antiquity, was the Aphrodite (Venus) 
of the temple of A‘sculapius in Cos. 
parrot-pride, herb-lily. 

Juno’s bird, the peacock. 

Iris’ bow, the rainbow. See note to 
1. 46 of Gower’s Ceix and Alceone, p. 161. 


HENRY CAREY 


Next to nothing is known of the life of 
Henry Carey. According to report, he 
was an illegitimate child of George 
Savile, Marquis of Halifax, whose family 
supplied him with a pension for life. He 
became known in London as the author 
of many lively poems in manuscript, of 
several successful farces and burlesques, 
and of a number of songs, the music of 
which he often composed himself. It is 
said that he died by his own hand with 
quite as much gayety of spirit as he had 
lived. He survives in English literature 
for the critical term, “‘ Namby-Pamby,” 
applied by him in ridicule to the mediocre 
verse of Ambrose Philips, and for his 
inimitable song-poem with music, Sally 
in Our Alley. 


MARK AKENSIDE 


Akenside, like several other significant 
English writers, was a physician. He 
was born at Newcastle-on-Tyne the son 
of a butcher. He was educated at a 
free school of his native town and in a 
private academy. His poetical talent 
developed early. At sixteen he pro- 
duced in his Virtwoso a remarkable imi- 
tation of Spenser. At seventeen he 
began the poem by which he is best 
remembered, Pleasures of the Imagina- 
tion. He studied medicine in Edinburgh 
and abroad, and before he was twenty- 
five was a practicing physician and had 
a reputation as a poet. His creative 
powers subsided early. He became 
merely a fashionable physician in London 
and developed a reputation for cruelty 
and arrogance. He died before he was 
fifty, in the bed, it is said, in which 
Milton expired. His own phrase from 
one of his odes, ‘‘ Reason clad in strains 
of harmony,” best explains his poetry. 


FOR A GROTTO 


Acteea, a Nereid, adopted by the poet as 
a local divinity. 

Glycon, a conventional classical name 
for a shepherd. 

lychnis, a kind of rose. 


507a } 


DANIEL DEFOE 


THE SHORTEST WAY WITH 
THE DISSENTERS 


The Dissenters or Nonconformists were 
treated with consideration by William 
and Mary; but with the accession of 
Anne, a Stuart, and the appointment of 
a Tory ministry in 1702, all dissenting 
elements were threatened with severe 
measures by Parliament. In the face 
of the dangers Defoe wrote his pamphlet 
to show the High Church Party the 
absurdity of its position, but his satire 
was so clever and covert that it was at 
first mistaken by both sides. When its 
real import was discovered, Defoe was 
arrested, fined, pilloried, and impris- 
oned, and his tract was burned by the 
common hangman. _ 

1. Sir Roger L’Estrange, 1616-1704, an 
English journalist and pamphleteer. 

27 f. the purest and most flourishing church, 
ete., the Church of England, since the 
Revolution of 1688. 

507b 12. Act of Toleration, by which, 1689, 
the Nonconformists were relieved of the 
penalties for not attending services of 
the Church of England. 


607a 


4) ff. one King ... another ...a third 
. . . the fourth, CharlesI . . . James II 


.. - William III . . . Queen Anne. 
608a 3f. Dutch monarch. UWefore his acces- 
sion William III was Prince of Orange. 

29. The first execution, etc., dating from the 
Hampton Court Conference in 1604. 

52. a sordid impostor, Oliver Cromwell. 

609a 4. preferred, gave preferment to. 

11. the Rye House Plot, a conspiracy in 
1683, it was thought, to murder 
Charles II and his brother James. 

509b 2 f. the Observator, an extremely parti- 
san Whig organ begun April 1, 1702, by 
John Tutehin. 

610a 8. Protestants in France. By the revo- 
cation of the Edict of Nantes in 1685, 
the Huguenots were driven from the 
country in great numbers. 

37. a time of war. The War of the Spanish 
Succession began in 1701. 

610b 33. Monmouths and Shaftesburys. See 
Dryden’s Absalom and Achilophel and 
notes. 

34. Argyles, the Earl of Argyll, beheaded 
in Scotland in 1685 for complicity in Mon- 
mouth’s Rebellion. 

43. post est occasio calva, Opportunity is 
bald behind. 

511a 50. de heretico comburendo, for burning 
heretics. 

511b 19. Delenda est Carthago, 
must be destroyed. 

42. Amalekite race. Cf. I Samuel xv. 

512a 7. Moses, etc. Cf. Exodus xxxii, 25 ff. 
22. the counter. See note to p. 305a, |. 53. 


Carthage 
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612b 43. Thirty-nine Articles. The religious 
belief of the English Church, formulated 
under Edward VI, was reduced and 
eodified in the Thirty-nine Articles in 
the fifth year of the reign of Elizabeth. 


JONATHAN SWIFT’ 


A MEDITATION UPON A 
BROOMSTICK 


This essay is a humorous imitation, 
“according to the style and manner,” 
of the philosophical musings of Robert 
Boyle, 1627-1691. 

514b 35. besom, the broom. 


5i4a 


A MODEST PROPOSAL 


49. this great town, Dublin. 

515a 8. the pretender in Spain. James Stu- 
art, son of James II, intrigued with the 
Spaniards in an attempt to recover the 
crown of England. 

9. Barbadoes, an island in the British 

West Indies. 

515b 37. county of Cavan, in northern central 
Treland. 

517a 13. Psalmanaazar, author of a fictitious 
Description of Formosa, 1705, which was 
widely believed to be authentic. 

518b 11. Topinamboo, a district in Brazil, 

519b 16 f. I have no children, etc. See in- 
troductory note to the Journal to Stella, 
p. 467, for Swift’s possible marital re- 
lations. 


SIR RICHARD STEELE 


Like Goldsmith and to some extent like 
Gay, Richard Steele by his very _ir- 
responsibility in practical matters, has. 
endeared himself to English readers as 
few writers-have done, He was born in 
Dublin, attended the Charterhouse School 
in London with Addison and proceeded 
with him to Oxford, but left without a 
degree for a career in the army. His first 
. Ee 
authorship of any consequence was in 
drama, where, by a succession of come- 
dies"at the beginning of Queen Anne’s 
reign, he led the return to decency on 
the stage, and, with the Conscious Lovers 
nearly twenty years later, proved him- 
self a leader in the sentimental drama of 
his century. After two years’ experience’) 
as Gazetteer he undertook the publica- 
tion of the 7'atler, but soon found it need- 
ful to call Addison to his aid, and the two 
in the Tatler and Spectator established 
the short familiar essay in English_/ 
Yor his fearless championship of the 
Hanoverian line he was knighted in 
1715. He continued prominent in the 
literary and political life of the time and 
enjoyed several lucrative appointments, 


f 


63a J 


LADY ELIZABETH WARDLAW 


Lady Elizabeth Wardlaw was the 
daughter of Sir Charles Halket of Pit- 
firrane, Scotland. She became Lady 
Wardlaw by her marriage with Sir 


nem Wardlaw of Pitrevie./ Her one 
r 


533a 


ecovered poem belongs to the literature 
of forgery. She professed to have dis- 
covered it, a relic of an age long past, 
written upon shreds of paper, but was 
later induced to own its authorship. 
Though its first line is one of the few 
derived from genuine ballad tradition, 
the poem is an ingenious imitation. It 
ecelv Tay an ascinated Scott. 
It was first printed by Allan Ramsay 
(p. 536a). See also introductory note to 
Papiaet Ballads, p. 163. 


HARDYKNUTE 
The historical event represented in the 
poem was the invasion of Scotland by. 


Haco, King of Norway, in the reign of 
femoner TIT 1263: 


. wa’, wall. 
. a-hight, on high. 

. deimt, deemed. 

. marrow, mate, match. 
; bot, without. 

. jimp, slender. 

. the isle. 


After seizing the islands of 
Bute and Arran, Haco landed at Largs in 
Ayrshire. 

8. dyne, dinner. 


533b 48. seyed, tried. 


82. 


93. 


leal, loyal, true. 
harnisine, harness, armor. 


634a 107. twirtle twist, intertwined cord. 


108. 
109. 


plet, plaited. 
dyce, an ornamental pattern of cubes or 


squares. 


. muir, moor. 

. lowan’s, flaming. 

. menzie, followers, army. 
5. hyne, hence. 


attour, over, across. 


534b 157. feirs, comrades. 


158. 
173. 
180. 
185. 
185. 
188. 
~ 194. 
196. 


reevers, robbers. 

stoupe of weir, prop of war. 

dart, hurt. 

sindle, seldom. 

bruiked, enjoyed. 

sen, since. 

mense the faught, open the battle. 
unsonsie, unlucky. 


535a 207. quat, let go, quit. 


208. 
213. , 
. meid, appearance, bearing. 


eard, earth. 
ettled, aimed. 


. jupe, "mantle, coat. 

. height, promised. 

. garred, made, caused. 
. lout, bow. 


\ darred, hurt. 
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253. ferliet, wondered. 
535b 268. leugh, laughed. 


268. 
276. 


jeir, jeer. 
fey, fated to die. 


286. meise, soften. 


289. 
308. 


wailowit, faded. 
thole, sutfer, endure. 


5636a 317. bleise, blaze. 


330. 


bb Sl. 


ceist, ceased. 


ALLAN RAMSAY 


A good deal of credit for the return of 
naturalness, in both materials and lan- 
guage, into English poetry is due to 

Ramsay, as well for his own gifts 
as for the interest he fostered by his 
publications. He was born at Leadhills 
in Lanarkshire and received a common- 
school education at Crawford. Losing 
both parents early he was apprenticed 
at fifteen to a wigmaker in Edinburgh, 


in due time set up a shop of his own, and 


became a substantial citizen. About 
1715 he began the regular exercise of 
his rhyming gifts, turned bookseller a 
year or two later, and gave up wig- 
making. After 1730 he practically ceased 
to write verses but lived on in comfort and 


in some renown for nearly thirty years. 


His pastoral drama, The Gentle Shepherd, 


is the crowning achievement of his own 


work as a poet, |but he performed a 
greater service for literature with his 
celebrated Tea-T'able Miscellany, which 


was enormously popular and helped to 


lay the foundation for the later appre- 
ciation of Burns. 


MY PEGGY IS A YOUNG THING 


. wauking, watching. 
. fauld, fold, sheepfold. 
. lave, rest, others. 


gars, makes, causes. 
wale, choice. 


THE LASS WITH A LUMP OF 
LAND 


. gear, property. 

. dowf, dull, hollow. 

. poortith, poverty. 

. siller and gowd, silver and gold. 
. tint, lost. 

. riggs, measures of land. 

. well-tochered, well dowered. 


WILLIAM HAMILTON OF BAN-~ 
GOUR 


William Hamilton, the son of an advo- 
eate, was born at Bangour. He inherited 
a frail constitution and developed a turn 
for poetry early. He espoused the cause 
of the Stuarts, was in hiding fora while 
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THE BRAES OF YARROW 
~ The poem is a trislogue, the sneakers 
: arrow IR 
~ = a 


DAVID MALLET 


David Mallet or Malloch was bor 
apparently of a well-to-do farmer dass ef 
Perthshire. He attended schoel at his 
native Crieff and went up te the Uni. 
versity of Edinburgh, where he 

& friend of James ‘Thomson. anther af 
the Seasons. Im 1723 he enterad the 
household of the Duke of Momtrose as 
tutor. Attaining to some eminence in 
polities, he lived principally im London 
until his death in 176 A perstent 
tradition attributes to him the author 
ship of William and Mergaret. eat it 
now known that Mallets Ram and 
Margaret is really a genuine traditional 
ballad touched up by socalled “im 
provements.” Its tremendous Pap 
larity during the eighteenth cemturr is 
another evidence of imereased InNTeVt 
in the older literature of Exgland. Se 
further, introductory nete to Popular 
Ballads, p. 163. Rule. Britmamiia bess 
been assigned both to him amd te 
Thomson. 


WILLIAM AND MARGARET 
Compare Sweet Williem’s @hast. RR 166 


JOHN DYER 
John Dyer was the som of a solieiter of 
Abberglssney in Wales, He was eh 
cated at Westminster and Placed in bis 


father's_oifice. but upon the Bites 
STH DS_ taro AER amd’ Spent some 
time m rambling over seth Wales and 


the adjoming Engtish counties, thus 


* 


Se 
3 tm the Seotti 5 Tote 
W eater, the frst af his celebrated Seasens. 
mm 1725 under straitened oi ; 


541b | 


lines are not in the original edition. They 
were added later, when England and 
France were at war. 


AUTUMN 
Li. 950-1036 of the final version. 


WINTER 
Ll. 223-321 of the final version. 
1 ff. fuming dun . . . Thick clouds ascend, 
thick clouds composed of dark confused 
vapors ascend. 


542b 


544a THE CASTLE OF INDOLENCE 


Canto I, stanzas ii—vii and xxxiii—xliii. 

12. kest, cast. 

544b 22. vacant, idle. 
26. coil, noise. ‘ 
545a 59. The pride of. Turkey, etc. The 
“halls? were furnished out as with the 
riches of oriental luxury, Turkish hang- 
ings, Persian carpets, and the like. 

74. ancient maiden’s gall, an old maid’s ran- 
cor. 

75. saintly spleen, puritanical criticism. 

85. Arcadian or Sicilian vale. Arcadia was 
a remote district of Greece noted for the 
simplicity of its inhabitants. Sicily was 
the home of Theocritus, the traditional 
father of pastoral poetry. 

92. Depeinten, depicted. 

93. Dan Abraham, etc. See Genesis xi, 31 ff. 
Dan is an archaic title of honor equiva- 
lent to “‘ Master.” 

545b 107 f. Lorraine . . . Rosa. . . Pous- 
sin, French and Italian landscape paint- 
ers of the seventeenth century. 

126. The Harp of Aolus, ‘an instrument, 

' called ASolus’s harp, which, when placed 

against a little rushing or current of air, 
produces the effect here described.’ — 
Author’s note. 

646a 137 ff. Of Caliphs old, etc. ‘‘ The Ara- 
bian Caliphs had poets among the officers 
of their court whose office it was to do 
what is here mentioned.’? — Author’s 
note. 

149. mell, mix, mingle. 


WILLIAM SHENSTONE 


Shenstone was born at Halesowen in 
Worcestershire, where his father was a 
churchwarden. His first teacher was an 
old dame, Sarah Lloyd, whom he cele- 
brated, with better memory than most 
poets, in his The Schoolmistress. - He at- 
tended school at his native place and was 
a contemporary of Dr. Johnson in Pem- 
broke College, Oxford, but left without 
a degree. From 1745 he gave himself 
up to a life of ease and landscape garden- 
ing at Leasowes, until his death in 1763. 
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‘Though most of his verse is artificial and 
unreal, the burlesque of Spenser’s style 
in The Schoolmistress is noteworthy for 
its excellence, and the character of the 
schoolmistress herself is portrayed with 
rare skill. 


THE SCHOOLMISTRESS 


546b 18. unconned, unstudied, inelegaut. 
18. shent, put to shame, blamed. 
547a 41. perdie, a very mild oath. 
51. Tway, two. 
56 f. Eol’s train, etc., Holus and the attend- 
ant winds. 
547b 76. additions, titles. 
79. eld, age. 

548a 119. Sternhold, Thomas, ca. 1500-1549, 
one of the authors of a metrical version 
of the Psalms. 

123 ff. How Israel’s sons, etc. 
CXXXVU. 

130 ff. when truth, etc. That is, she was well 
read in Foxe’s Book of Martyrs. See p. 
213 and notes. 

133. nould, would not. 

136. that of Scottish stem, the coronation 
chair at Westminster, which contains the 
famous stone of Scone, once part of the 
coronation chair of the Scottish kings. 

139. liefest, dearest, most beloved. 

548b 157. pellucid horn, etc. See note to 
Dekker’s The Gull’s Horn-Book, p. 304. 

160. St. George’s high achievements, St. 
George’s fight with the dragon. 

165. the bard, etc. Spenser. Kilcolman 
Castle, Spenser’s home in Ireland, was 
situated near the Mulla River. 

169. brogues, breeches. 

649b 211. form, along seat or bench. See note 
to p. 87b, 1. 45. 

242. Vernon’s patriot soul, Edward Vernon, 
1684-1757, a distinguished English ad- 
miral and hero of many stirring engage- 
ments against the Spaniards. 

§50a 255. Dennis, John Dennis the critic. 

550b 279. kesar, emperor, ruler (cf. C@sar). 

287. Thilk, this or that same. 

306. Salopia. Salop was an older name for 
Shropshire in England, through which 
the Severn River runs. 


See Psalms 


EDWARD YOUNG 


Edward Young is a remarkable example 
of the late maturity of the poetic powers. 
He published nothing until he was past 
thirty. At sixty he collected his verse in 
two volumes. Afterward he produced 
the work which, in some respects, o!aces 
him first among the group who constitute 
the School of Melancholy or “ Grave- 
yard School” in English poetry. He was 
born at Upham in Hampshire, attended 
school at Winchester and Oxford, sought 
political advancement for a number of 
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551b 


NOTES 


years without success, and when nearly 
fifty decided to enter the church. He 
chafed long under the humiliation of 
withheld preferment, but becoming well 
off by marriage lived a life of dignity at 
Welwyn until his death in 1765. His 
Complaint, or Night Thoughts, partic- 
ularly in its celebrated first book, is 
significant for its nervous force, the ele- 
vation and harmony of its numbers, the 
sustained beauty of its phrase, and its 
quiet undertone of romantic despair. 


THE COMPLAINT, ete. 


555a 321. Lorenzo, “an infidel lay-figure,”’ 


against whom the poet is constantly vin- 
dicating orthodoxy. 


555b 344. Mine died with thee. Young began 


the poem soon after the death of his wife, 
and not long after the loss of other mem- 
bers of his family. 


557a 449. Meonides, a surname of Homer. 


ih 


ROBERT BLAIR 


Robert Blair aligns himself with his con- 
temporary, Edward Young, as a_ poet 
of melancholy. He was born in Edin- 
burgh and was educated in the univer- 
sity there. He was, it seems, licensed to 
preach at an early age but lived on for 
several years in his native city without 
an appointment. In 1731 he was given 
the living at Athelstaneford in East Lo- 
thian and there leisurely completed his 
poem, The Grave, which he had begun in 
Edinburgh. It was an instant and signal 
success, but he could never again be 
tempted. away from solitude or the ease 
of retirement into the world of letters. 
He died in 1748. The Grave remains one 
of the most prominent poems of a gloomy 
cast in a century in which poems of the 
kind were plentiful. 


THE GRAVE 


Sompare William Cullen Bryant’s Than- 
atopsis, which Bryant wrote soon after 
reading The Grave. 
affect, choose. 


14 f. Dark as was chaos, ete. Compare Mil- 


ton’s conception of the universe as shown 
in the notes and figures to 1. 70 of Para- 
dise Lost, Bk. I. 


557b 34. night’s foul bird. See |. 43. 
558b 99. yonker, a young man, a simpleton. 


100. 
101. 


clubs, contributes to the club, or common 
stock [of stories ]. 
catch, a song. 


SAMUEL JOHNSON 


Dr. Samuel Johnson was the high priest 
of English classicism in the period of its 
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decline. He was-a man of strong preju- 
dices, which made him in some respects 
one of the most partisan of writers, but at 
the same time he possessed a rugged hon- 
esty and a sturdy common sense which 
compelled him to acknowledge many 
good qualities in the new literature and to 
condemn much that was false in the old. 
He was the son of a bookseller in Lich- 
field, where he received the rudiments of 
his fine classical learning. He entered 
Oxford when past the age of most college 
youths of his time, but left without a 
degree. After some experience in teach- 
ing he married a woman nearly twice his 
age, and with her money set up a school 
near Lichfield. Failing in the enterprise, 
he set out for London in 1737, accom- 
panied by his former pupil, David Gar- 
rick, to try his fortune as a writer. His 
poem London, published the following 
year, brought him some recognition. A 
decade later appeared his rhetorical and 
gloomy Vanity of Human Wishes, which 
has aptly been called the most Roman 
poem in the language. The celebrated 
Dictionary, projected in 1747, was issued 
in two volumes in 1755. Its preface, in- 
tensely personal though it is, remains 
an important document in the history of 
English linguistics. It emphasizes the 
importance of freeing the language from 
foreign influences by utilizing the treas- 
ures of Elizabethan English. While en- 
gaged on the Dzuctionary, Johnson, 
following the traditions of the Spectator, 
conducted the Rambler through a brief 
eareer. He continued his periodical 
writing with the Jdler,. but his essays 
published in these periodicals, while re- 
lieved more than his other writings by a 
gentle humor, show too clearly the faults 
of his ‘ sesquipedalian’”’ style, from 
which his writings are never free. His 
allegorized oriental tale of Rasselas, sug- 
gesting the pessimism of Voltaire’s Can- 
dide, was the work of the evenings of a 
single week, to pay the expenses of his 
aged mother’s funeral. By a pension 
granted him in 1762 he at last became 
free of the financial want that had dis- 
tressed him since childhood. Two years 
later was founded the famous Club, 
which has given us, in the pages of Bos- 
well, our most familiar glimpses of the 
great man. In 1765 his edition of 
Shakespeare, famous for its interpreta- 
tive notes, made its appearance. The 
succession of fifty-two Lives of the Eng- 
lish Poets, 1777-1781, constituting a 
rough biographical account of English 
poetry from the Restoration, entitles 
him to rank as a distinguished critic; 
but here, more than anywhere else, the 
great critic displayed his invincible sus- 
picion of anything that savored of inno- 
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vation in his country’s literature. His 
last two or three years were clouded with 
gloom and melancholy. Attended by a 
few intimate friends, he died at his house 
in Bolt Court in 1784. He was interred 
in Westminster Abbey. As Carlyle ob- 
served, he is as nearly an heroical figure 
as is possible in a life wholly devoted to 
letters. 


66la THE VANITY OF HUMAN WISHES 


This poem is an imitation of the tenth 
satire of Juvenal. It consists of a series 
of pictures of disappointed ambitions. 
561b 49. Democritus. See note to Sir Thomas 
Browne’s Religio Medici, p. 386b, 1. 38. 
662a S4. palladium, an image of Pallas 
Athena at Troy, on the preservation of 
which the safety of the city depended. 
Here a picture of some ancestor, once 
honored but now taken down and re- 
moved to the kitchen or auction room to 
make way for the likeness of an upstart. 
99. Wolsey, Cardinal Wolsey, the great 
prime minister of Henry VIII. See 
Shakespeare’s Henry VIII. 

562b 124. Trent, a river in central England. 
Lichfield is situated not far from its 
banks. 

129. great Villiers, George Villiers, first Duke 
of Buckingham, an English courtier as- 
sassinated by John Felton in 1628. 

130. Harley. See note to Swift’s Journal to 
Stella, p. 468b, 1. 42. 

131. murdered Wentworth, Thomas Went- 
worth, 1593-1641, Earl of Strafford, a 
famous English statesman, condemned 
for treason by the Long Parliament and 
executed. 

131. exiled Hyde, Edward Hyde, Earl of Clar- 
endon, an English statesman and _his- 
torian, banished from Engiand in 1667. 

139. Bodley’s dome, a library of Oxford Uni- 
versity, named for Sir Thomas Bodley, 
who rebuilt it in 1597-1602. 

140. Bacon’s mansion, etc., an allusion to the 
tradition that the study of Roger Bacon, 
an English scientist of the thirteenth 
century who lived at Oxford, would fall 
when a greater man than he passed it. 

563a 164. Lydiat’s life. Lydiat was a man of 
various learning but troubled life, in- 
cluding sufferings for the Royalist cause. 
He died in indigence in 1642. 

164. Galileo’s end. He died of a slow fever. 

168. Laud, Archbishop Laud, 1573-1645, im- 
peached by the Long Parliament and be- 
headed on Tower Hill. 

181 f. the Briton’s shine, ete. Cf. Addison’s 
Campaign, p. 471 and notes. 

563b 192. Swedish Charles, Charles XII, 
1682-1718, king of Sweden. He defeated 
the Russians in 1700. Sce note to 1. 210. 

210. Pultowa’s day. Charles XII was de- 
feated by Peter the Great of Russia at 
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Pultowa on July 8, 1709. He escaped to 
Turkey, where he was hospitably enter- 
tained. After various political intrigues 
he was mysteriously shot at Fredericks- 
hall in Norway. 

224. Persia’s tyrant. See |. 227. 

224, Bavaria’s lord, Charles Albert, Elector 
of Bavaria, who became emperor of the 
Holy Roman Empire in 1743 under the 
title of Charles VII. See 1. 241. He be- 
came involved in the troubles centering 
around Maria Theresa (see note to |. 245) 
during the War of the Austrian Succes- 
sion and came to grief. The events were 
fresh in the public mind when Johnson 
wrote his poem. 

227. Xerxes. See note to p. 201a, 1. 428. 

664a 245. fair Austria, Maria Theresa, 1717- 
1780, Archduchess of Austria and queen 
of Hungary and Bohemia, daughter of 
the emperor Charles VI. 

249. Croatian. Croatia was a titular kingdom 
in Austria-Hungary. 

249. Hussar, the light cavalry of Poland and 
Hungary. 

664b 313. Lydia’s monarch, Croesus (see note 
to p. 199b, 1. 294), who in his prosperity 
regarded himself as the happiest of mor- 
tals but was assured by Solon that no 
man could be sure of happiness in his 
lifetime. On his funeral pyre, when mis- 
fortune had overtaken him, he was over- 
heard to murmur “ Solon! Solon! Solon! ” 

565a 317. Marlborough’s eyes, etc. Marl- 
borough was afflicted with paralysis in 
his last years. 

318. Swift expires, etc. See p. 467 and notes. 
Swift died in 1745, four years before 
Johnson’s poem was written. 

321. Vane, Lady Vane, the mistress of Lord 
Berkeley and others. 

322. Sedley cursed, etc. Sedley’s daughter, 
Catherine, became the favorite mistress 
of James II and by him was made Count- 
ess of Dorchester. 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH 


The unusual affection in which Gold- 
smith is held is due, on the one hand, 
to his utter irresponsibility in prac- 
tical matters, for which the reader 
has a sympathetie regard, and, on the 
other, to the easy grace and charming 
assurance of his writings. He was born 
in Ireland, the son of a clergyman, whose 
portrait is preserved in the village preacher 
and the humble vicar, Dr. Primrose. 
Goldsmith attended a local school and 
managed to get through the University 
of Dublin. He was rejected when exam- 
ined for the ministry; he gave up a tutor- 
ship that had been secured for him; he 
set out for America, but squandered his 
passage money before sailing; and he at. 
last studied medicine in Edinburgh and. 
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obtained an obscure medical degree on 
the Continent. On his return he failed 
in the practice of his profession and 
turned writer. Dr. Johnson discovered 
his talent and took him under his protec- 
tion, where he remained with many vicis- 
situdes of fortune until his death in 
London in 1774. So far as is known, 
The Lraveller is his first poem, belonging 
in part, at least, to his period of vagrancy 
in Europe. Vhe Deserted Village in 
1770, representing his mature muse, is a 
household possession. In his poetry 
Goldsmith is conventional in form and 
diction, but he uses the couplet with an 
ease and grace that neither Dryden nor 
Pope possessed, and in spirit and senti- 
ment he is often richly romantic. His 
one novel, The Vicar of Wakefield, 1766, 


hardly contains a plot, and yet it is the’ 


best example of prose fiction in the cen- 
tury. In 1768 he turned playwright, 
and with 7’he Goodnatured Man and She 
Stoops to Conquer directed the way to a 
liberation of English drama from the 
sentimental spirit which had enslaved it 
since Steele. Iinally, in his essays, found 
in the periodicals of the time and in his 
loosely connected Citizen of the World, he 
displayed a talent worthy of Addison and 
Steele. In nearly all his writings he em- 
ploys his own experiences. He is the 
Traveller in the poem by that name; he 
revives many childish memories in 
The Deserted Village; he moves through 
the pages of the Vicar in the character 
of George; and in his best play he re- 
counts his own ‘“‘ mistakes of a night.” 
The best criticism of him is contained in 
Johnson’s famous epitaph: 
Nullum fere scribendi genus non tetigit, 
Nullum quod tetigit non ornavit. 


“There is almost no form of writing that 
he did not touch, 

And he touched none that he did not 
adorn.’ 


565b THE TRAVELLER 


The Traveller belongs to a class of philo- 
sophical poems popular in Goldsmith’s 
day and admired by his friend Johnson. 
Cf. Johnson’s Vanity of Human Wishes, 
ieee Outi 
3. Carinthian, of the district of Carinthia in 
Austria-Hungary. 
5. Campania’s plain, a fertile plain on the 
west coast of ancient Italy. 
9. my brother, his elder brother Henry, to 
whom the poem is dedicated. 
566a 69. the line, the equator. 
566b 84. Idra, a town in Austria-Hungary, 
northeast of Trieste, celebrated for its 
quicksilver mines. 
84. Arno, a river in Tuscany, Italy. 
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569a 313. Belgic sires, the Belge of northern 
Gaul, among the most formidable of the 
ancient tribes encountered by Cesar. 

320. Hydaspis, a celebrated river in India. 

569b 334. learns to venerate himself. The 
development of self-consciousness among 
the lower classes is a marked characteris- 
tic of the movement toward democracy 
during the eighteenth century. 

570a 401 f. Opulence — Depopulation. The 
possible effects of luxury and emigration 
upon society were subjects of serious 
discussion during a considerable part of 
the eighteenth century. See The De- 
serted Village, ll. 51 ff. and 339 ff. and 
note to p. 571b, 1. 63. 

570b 411. Oswego, a river in New York flow- 
ing into Lake Ontario. 

436. Luke’s iron crown. Luke and George 
Dosa were engaged in a peasants’ war in 
Hungary in 1514, in which George, not 
Luke, suffered torture by a red-hot iron 
crown, a means of punishment inflicted 
on regicides and rebels. 

436. Damiens’ bed of steel. Damiens was 
put to death by torture for his attempt 
on the life of Louis XV in 1757. 


THE DESERTED VILLAGE 


1. Auburn. The village is rather an ideal- 
ized English village than one of any 
definite recollection of the poet. 

571b 63. Trade’s unfeeling train. In Gold- 
smith’s opinion as set forth in this poem, 
three dangers threatened the civilization 
of England: luxury, emigration, com- 
merce. See especially ll. 385, 399, and 
427. See also note to The Traveller, p. 
570a, 1. 401 f. 

572b 141 ff. A man he was, ete. Cf. the 
description of Chaucer’s Parson, Pro- 
logue, p. 145a, 1. 477 ff. 

573b 232. The twelve good rules, rules of con- 
duct ascribed to Charles I, as follows: 
1. Urge no healths. 2. Profane no divine 
ordinances. 3. Touch no state matters. 
4. Reveal nosecrets. 5. Pick no quarrels. 
6. Makenocomparisons. 7. Maintainno 
ul opinions. 8. Keep no bad company. 
9. Encourage no vices. 10. Make no 
Jong meals. 11. Repeat no grievances. 
12. Lay no wagers. 

232. the royal game of goose, the game of fox 
and geese. 

575a 344. Altama, the Altamaha River in the 
state of Georgia. 

576a 418. Torno’s cliffs, the heights of Lake 
Torno in northern Sweden. 

418. Pambamarca, a mountain in Ecuador. 


¢ 


RETALIATION 


This poem was written only a few weeks 
before the author’s death. It grew out 
of a playful contest in writing epitaphs 


576a ) 


Up 


5. 


6. 


‘ 


on those present at a dinner held at St. 
James Coffee-house early in 1774. 
Scarron, Paul Searron, a French bur- 
lesque poet and dramatist of the seven- 
teenth century. 

Our Dean, Thomas Barnard, dean of 
Derry in Ireland. 

Burke, Edmund Burke, the statesman. 
Will, William Burke, a cousin of the 
statesman. 


576b 8. Dick, Richard Burke, brother of the 


10 
11 


14. 


14 


15 
34 


statesman. 

Cumberland, Richard Cumberland, pop- 
ular sentimental dramatist. 

Douglas, John Douglas, canon of Wind- 
sor. 

Garrick, David Garrick, the great actor. 
Ridge, John Ridge, an Irish barrister. 
Reynolds, Sir Joshua Reynolds, the 
portrait painter. 

Hickey, Tom Hickey, an Irish attorney. 
Tommy Townshend, a Whig member of 
Parliament, later Lord Sydney. 


577b 86. Dodds, William Dodd, a clergyman 


86. 
87. 


89 
89 


and author, executed three years after 
the appearance of the Retaliation for 
forging a note for £4,200. 

Kenricks, William Kenrick, a reviewer 
and playwright, unfriendly to the poet. 
Macpherson, James Macpherson, author 
of the so-called poems of Ossian. See 
introductory sketch to Macpherson, p. 
588. 


Lauders, William Lauder, a Scottish 
literary impostor. J 
Bowers, Archibald Bower, a Scotch 


Jesuit and historian, who in 1740 was in 
ill repute in England for taking part in a 
questionable financial enterprise. 


578a 115. Kellys, Hugh Kelly, a sentimental 


115. 


124. 


dramatist. 
Woodfalls, William Woodfall, publisher 
of the Morning Chronicle. 


. be-Rosciused, in allusion to Churchill’s 


Rosciad, a satirical criticism of English 
actors. Koscius, first century before 
Christ, was the greatest of the Roman 
comic actors. 

Beaumonts and Bens, the Elizabethan 
dramatists Francis Beaumont and Ben 
Jonson. 


578b 145. Correggios, Antonio Correggio, a 


146. 


famous Italian painter contemporary 
with Raphael. 
trumpet, ear trumpet. 


nolds was deaf. 


Sir Joshua Rey- 


WILLIAM COLLINS 


William Collins was the son of a hatter 
in Chichester, Sussex. He entered Win- 
chester College, where he was a student 
with Joseph Warton (see introductory 
note to Thomas Warton), and later went 
to Oxford. He showed himself preco- 
cious by composing while still at the 
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university his Persian Ecloques in 1742 
—the very year, it should be noted, 
that Gray began his Hlegy (see introduc- 
tory note to Thomas Gray). At about 
the same time he began to show signs of 
the mental disorder that was later 
destined to overwhelm him in madness. 
Without deciding upon any profession, 
he thought vaguely of literature as a 
career, went up to London, and in 1746 
published a thin volume of Odes, con- 
taining 7'o Hvening and The Passions. 
In 1749 he composed his ode on the 
death of the poet Thomson and On the 
Popular Superstitions of the Highlands of 
Scotland (published 1788), but the ill 
success of his published volume dis- 
couraged him, and he wrote little after 
1746. In 1749 a modest legacy rendered 
him. financially independent, and he re- 
tired to the place of his birth, where he 
became the prey of periodical melan- 
cholia and finally died insane. 

The work of Collins marks a decided 
step in the romantic progress that can 
be traced onward through Gray, Chatter- 
ton, Warton, and Bowles to Coleridge. 
He was an admirer of Spenser, Shake- 
speare, and Milton and helped to in- 
crease their influence. Though he uses 
too many personified abstractions and 
too often admits into his verses the false 
prettinesses and artificialities of the out- 
worn classical diction, he shows in his 
verse the perfect finish of Greek form, 
and his sentiments are elevated far above 
the commonplace by genuine sincerity 
and a true lyric gift. He shares with 
Gray and the other poets of the ‘‘ Grave- 
yard School” an elegiac strain and a 
fondness for solitude and night, but he 
rises above them in his ability to idealize 
his emotions and to transmit them, mor- 
bid though they sometimes are. His 
Ode on the Popular Superstitions of the 
Highlands is significant for its early use 
of folklore as literary material as well as 
for its thoroughly romantic tone. 


IN CYMBELINE 
EV ily 


DIRGE 


See Shakespeare’s 
258 ff. 

1. Fidele’s grassy tomb. The dirge is sung 
by Guiderus (Shakespeare’s Guiderius) 
and Arviragus over the body of Imogen 
(whose assumed name is Fidele, Cymbe- 
line III, vi, 60). 


Cymbeline 


ODE TO SIMPLICITY 


The poem illustrates the romantic reac- 
tion against artificiality and emphasizes 
the importance of unadorned simplicity 
as indispensable to true poetry. 

According to the poet, 
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Simplicity or Pleasure is the parent of 
Fancy (Creative Imagination). 

10. decent, decorous, unpretentious. 

11. Attic robe, a robe marked by the sim- 
plicity that characterized ancient Athe- 
nian art and life. 

14. Hybla’s thymy shore. Hybla was an 
ancient city on the east coast of Sicily, 
celebrated for the honey produced in the 
vicinity. 

18. sad Electra’s poet’s ear. The Greek 
dramatist Sophocles represents his char- 
acter Electra, in the drama that bears her 
name, as being soothed in sorrow by the 
song of the nightingale. 

19. Cephisus, a river in Attica, flowing by 
the city of Athens. 

21. thy green retreat, Athens. 

23. When holy Freedom died. Compare 
Gray, Progress of Poesy, p. 586a, 1. 77 ff. 
Collins thinks of Simplicity as having 
abandoned Greece after the conquest of 
that country by Alexander the Great 
(335 B.c.) and as having found ‘‘ no equal 
haunt’ to allure her ‘future feet.” 
Gray, on the other hand, represents the 
true muse of Poetry as having aban- 
doned conquered Greece for Rome and 
as having departed thence to England. 
It is well to note the constant emphasis 
laid by eighteenth-century romantic the- 
orists upon freedom as necessary for the 
production of true poetry. 

32 ff. virtue’s patriot theme. As long as 
Rome esteemed above all other poetry 
that inspired by patriotic virtue (heroic 
manhood), Simplicity loved her hills and 
inspired her “laureate band’ (poets), 
but when Freedom (the Republic) had + 
departed and'the Empire had been estab- 
lished, Simplicity remained long enough 
to sing during one distinguished reign 
(that of Augustus), and then ‘‘ fled [the] 
altered land.” 


579b ODE TO EVENING 


Note the fact that the poem is composed 
in unrhymed stanzas. 

1. If. The conclusion of this if-clause be- 
gins with |. 15. 

7. With brede ethereal wove, woven with 
braid (or embroidery) made of the more 
subtle (ethereal) elements of the atmos- 
phere. 

21. folding star, ‘“‘ the star that bids the shep- 
herd fold” (Milton’s Comus, 1. 93). 

580a 23. Hours. See note to Milton’s Comus, 
1. 986. 

41. wont, is wont, (accustomed) to do. 

46 ff. Winter ... Affrights, ete. A poetical 
way of saying that winter shortens eve- 
ning and makes it give place quickly to 
night. 


49 f. So long, ete. Collins seems to imply 
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that Evening under proper circumstances 
favors imagination, friendship, etc. 


THE PASSIONS 


When Music on one occasion happened 
to lay aside her instruments, the Passions 
(emotions) seized them and proceeded to 
express themselves. At the close of the 
poem, Il. 95-118, Collins calls on Music 
to resume her former position of preémi- 
nence. 

580b 11. myrtles. In classical mythology and 
literary tradition the myrtle is associated 
with Apollo and the Muses. 

35. She called on Echo still. The meaning 
seems to be that Hope depends on some 
encouragement from the Future, even 
though the call be but an echo. 

43. denouncing, announcing, proclaiming. 

52. ball of sight, eyeball. 

581a 75. oak-crowned_ sisters, and _ their 
chaste-eyed queen, wood nymphs and 
their queen, the chaste Diana. 
581b 91. zone, girdle. 

92. he, Love, Cupid. 

101. mimic, skilled in imitation. 

108. thy recording sister’s page, 
Clo was the muse of History. 

114. Cecilia’s . . . world of sound. On St. 
Cecilia, see notes to Dryden’s Song for 
St. Cecilia’s Day, p. 488, and Alexander’s 
Feast, p. 489. 


history. 


ODE ON THE DEATH OF 
MR. THOMSON 


While a young man, Collins was be- 

_Atiended by the older nature poet, 
Thomson, p. 540, whose death in 1748 
he lamented in the present ‘‘ ode,” or 
elegy. 

1. druid. To the eighteenth-century poetic 
mind the bards (poets) of ancient Brit- 
ain were closely associated with the 
druids (magicians). As a modern repre- 
sentative of the magic art of poetry, 
Thomson might be referred to in the 
conventional phraseology of the time as 
a druid. 


THOMAS GRAY 


Thomas Gray was born in London in 
1716. His father, a ne’er-do-well scrive- 
ner, and his mother, an industrious 
milliner in Cornhill, had twelve children, 
of whom Thomas alone survived. He 
entered Eton College (see his Ode on a 
Distant Prospect of Eton College), where 
his mother’s brothers were assistant mas- 
ters. Here he became the friend of 
Richard West (son of the Lord Chancel- 
lor of Ireland) and Horace Walpole 
(son of the Prime Minister), who was 
afterward to play so prominent a part 
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in the literary world, (see introduc- 
tory note to Walpole, p. 639). At school 
Gray had few associates, took no part in 
athletics, and was regarded as somewhat 
effeminate. In fact, as Walpole said of 
him, he ‘‘ was never a boy.” In 1734 he 
and Walpole entered Cambridge Univer- 
sity, where Gray became a pensioner at 
Peterhouse and his friend a member of 
King’s College. At Cambridge he was a 
diligent student of the Latin and Greek 
classics and the modern languages, but 
he found the regular curriculum a bore, 
and in 1738 left the university without a 
degree. In 1739 he went abroad with 
Horace Walpole and remained for two 
years, making the “grand tour” of 
Europe. The year 1742 is noteworthy 
in his career. He spent the summer at 
Stoke Poges, where his now widowed 
mother had taken up her residence and 
whither he often returned in later years. 
In the same year he composed his Ode 
on a Disiant Prospect of Eton College and 
his sonnet On the Death of Richard West, 
and commenced his Elegy Written in a 
Country Church-Yard— the latter not 
completed, and none of them published 
till years afterward. In the winter of 
1742 he returned to Cambridge, where 
he spent most of the remainder of his 
life in seclusion. In 1744 he graduated 
as LL.B., but he never practiced law. 
In 1757 he was offered the position of 
poet laureate, but declined the honor. 
In 1768 he was appointed professor of 
modern history, but delivered no lec- 
tures. He collected many notes for a 
history of English poetry, but upon 
learning that Thomas Warton had un- 
dertaken a similar task, he gave up 
the project, (see introductory note to 
Thomas Warton, p. 596). Though he 
was always of a sensitive and retiring 
nature and lived for the most part in 
the world of books, he was, as his writ- 
ings show, interested in the social and 
political life of his day. He was a volumi- 
nous reader and was regarded, probably 
not without justice, as the most learned 
man in contemporary Europe. 

Gray was an academic poet. His verse 
is small in volume, and is rarely sponta- 
neous; but it is in general highly artistic 
and is especially significant as showing 
more obviously than is often the case the 
development of a literary genius under 
new influences. In his poetic work can 
be traced the history of English Roman- 
ticism. His Ode on a Distant Prospect 
of Eton College, composed in 1742 soon 
after the death of his friend West, is 
sincere in its gloomy pessimism, but its 
language is tinged with the ‘‘ poetic dic- 
tion’ of the school of Pope (see notes 
to p. 582b, 1. 25 ff.). The Hlegy, begun 
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the same year and completed nearly a 
decade later, is classical in little but 
form; in its delicate feeling for nature, 
its pensive enjoyment of evening and 
melancholy, and its emphasis on the no- 
bility of simple folk, it is romantic. In 
1754 he composed The Progress of 
Poesy, a Pindarie ode on the conven- 
tional theme of ‘“‘progress”’ (see Shake- 
speare’s Sonnet xxx and note), but 
smacking of romanticism in its enthu- 
siasm over older English poetry and its 
emphasis on original genius. In the 
same year he wrote The Fatal Sisters and 
The Descent of Odin, both based on me- 
dieval Scandinavian tradition and both 
thoroughly romantic both in form and 
in spirit, and The Bard, a poem com- 
pletely inspired by romantic enthusiasm 
over the character and genius of the 
ancient British poet. Contrast Johnson’s 
opinion of Gray, p. 622 ff. 


ODE ON A DISTANT PROSPECT 
OF ETON COLLEGE 


Eton College, one of the most famous 
English public schools, is situated in the 
valley of the Thames River twenty-two 
miles west of London and just below the 
eminence on which stands the town and 
royal castle of Windsor. It was founded 
in 1440 by Henry VI, 1422-1461. Gray 
attended Eton (see introductory note). 


582a 2. watery glade, the valley of the Thames. 
12. beloved in vain. Gray had recently 


been estranged from one of his Eton 
friends (Walpole) and had lost by death 
another (West); hence he might in 
temporary bitterness of soul speak of 
his early loves as having been in vain. 


582b 25 f. to cleave ... glassy wave. The 


poets of the classical school believed 
that poetry should have a special, or 
“ noetical,” vocabulary. This doctrine 
resulted in artificiality. The reaction 
culminated with Wordsworth’s doctrine 
of simplicity in poetic diction (see Preface 
to Lyrical Ballads, p. 815, and note). The 
phrase quoted here is simply the pseudo- 
classicist’s way of saying: “to swim in 
thy clear water.” 


29. To chase, etc., to play at rolling the hoop. 


Another classical artificiality — a refusal 
to eall things by their simple names. 


30. urge the flying ball, play cricket (see notes 


to ll. 25 f. and 29. 


SONNET 
ON THE DEATH OF 
RICHARD WEST 


Gray and, later, Warton (see p. 597) 
helped to restore to popularity the sonnet 
which had fallen into disuse since the 
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time of Milton. The revival of the son- 
net is one of the marks of the revolt 
against the regularity of eighteenth- 
century classical verse. See introductory 
note to Sir Philip Sidney’s Astrophel and 
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highest. genius might ere long be dis- 
covered among unlettered rustics, When 
Burns finally appeared, they trium- 
phantly asserted that their claims were 
justified. 


Stella, p. 273a. To get an idea of the 60. Cromwell guiltless of his country’s blood, 
development of the romantic theory of a man with Cromwell’s greatness but 
poetic diction during the eighteenth without his guilt. 

century, see note to p. 582b, |. 25 f., and 73. Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble 


then Wordsworth’s criticism of Gray’s 
sonnet, p. 818b, |. 14 ff. See, further, in- 
troductory note to William Lisle Bowles, 
p. 599. West (see introductory note to 
Thomas Gray) died in 1742. 

. descant. Gray applies to the songs of 
the birds a technical term used in music. 
A descant is a tune with various modu- 
lations. 


ELEGY WRITTEN IN A 
COUNTRY: CHURCH-YARD 


This celebrated poem was begun in 1742, 
but was not finished until 1750. In 1751 
Gray got Walpole to have it published 
to prevent it from being pirated. 

The term “ elegy ”’ may be applied to 
any serious poem pervaded by a tone of 
actual grief or reflective melancholy. 
Gray’s Elegy carries on the tradition of 
reflective verse exemplified by Milton’s 
Il Penseroso and represents the high- 
water mark of the contemporary poetry 
of night and melancholy. Its tremen- 
dous popularity is due to its striking and 
melodious phraseology, its democratic 
sentiments, and its universality of ap- 
peal. 

The “ church-yard ” in which the poem 
is represented as written is that of Stoke 
Poges, a village situated in Buckingham- 
shire twenty-three miles from London 
and not far from Eton. Itis the resort of 
thousands of literary pilgrims yearly. For 
Gray’s association with the place, see in- 
troductory sketch. 


583b 35. Awaits. This seems to be bad gram- 


mar, but it is the reading that Gray obvi- 
ously preferred. The meaning appears to 
be: ‘‘The inevitable hour of death is 
waiting for all — the great, the beautiful, 
and the rich.” 

. fretted vault, a vault crossed by mold- 
ings intersecting in such a fashion as to 
form diamonds or other geometrical 
figures. 

57. some village Hampden, some one 
who will oppose unjust local taxes as the 
famous English statesman, John Hamp- 
den, 1594-1645, resisted the unjust tax- 
ation of Charles [. 


9. Milton. In their enthusiasm over the 


importance of untutored genius as op- 
posed to technical training and _ polish 
as an essential to great poetry, eight- 
eenth-century theorists believed that the 


” 


strife. We might expect ‘‘ maddening, 
but Gray’s use of ‘‘ madding”’ has merely 
helped to establish the participial form of 
the verb “to mad,” which already ex- 
isted. The line suggested the title to one 
of Mr. Thomas Hardy’s best-known 
novels. 


584b 81. spelt by the unlettered Muse. Some 


of the inscriptions in Stoke Poges church- 
yard are misspelt. 


85 ff. For who, etc. The meaning seems to 


be: ‘“ Who ever resigned this pleasing, 
though anxious, life to be a prey to for- 
getfulness, and left no memorial behind?” 


585a 125 ff. No farther, etc. The ‘dread 


abode”’ is not, as would appear from the 
construction, the ‘bosom of his Father 
and his God.” 


THE PROGRESS OF POESY 


The ode was originally a form of lyric 
poem expressive of exalted or enthusias- 
tic emotion, written in a somewhat com- 
plicated though regular metrical form, 
and intended for singing. Abraham 
Cowley (see p. 435) adopted an irregular 
type of ode, which became extremely 
popular during the late seventeenth and 
early eighteenth centuries. Gray, fa- 
miliar as he was with the original Pin- 
daric form, divides his ode into three 
stanzas with forty-one lines each. The 
individual stanzas are divided into three 
parts — strophe, antistrophe, and epode, 
corresponding to the “‘ turn,” the ‘‘ coun- 
terturn,” and the ‘‘ stand,” of the Greek 
chorus. Aside from its other excellences, 
the poem is an admirable example of 
symmetrical structure. It is full of Mil- 
tonic echoes. See, further, note to Con- 
greve’s Ode, p. 441. 


. Aolian lyre, an invocation to Pindar 


(ca. 522 B.c. to 443 B.c.), the greatest 
of the Greek lyric poets and a member 
of the Afolian division of the Greeks. 


3 f. Helicon’s harmonious springs, etc., the 


fountain of the Muses on Mount Helicon, 
from which flow the streams of the 
world’s poetry. 


. Ceres’ golden reign, fields of grain, pre- 


sided over by Ceres (Demeter), the 
divinity of crops. 


3. Sovereign of the willing soul, music and 


poetry — the lyre, here called a ‘ shell ” 
because the first lyre was said to have 
been made out of a tortoise shell. 
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17 f. On Thracia’s hills the Lord of War, etc. 


21. 
585b 27. Idalia’s velvet-green. 


53. 
54 ff. In climes, ete. 


56. 


59 ff. Chili’s boundless forests, etc. 


The inhabitants of Thrace (the entire 
northern region of ancient Greece) were 
particularly noted for their fierceness; 
hence the special association of their 
country with Mars, the god of War. 

the feathered king, Jove’s eagle. 
Idalium, a 
town on the coast of Cyprus, contained 
a temple sacred to Venus (Cytherea, 
1. 29), who was sometimes called Idalia. 
Hyperion’s march, the rising of the sun. 
Lines 54 to 65 are 
especially significant as indicating (1) 
some of the new sources of inspiration 
which were being opened to English 
poets during the eighteenth century and 
(2) Gray’s conviction, which he shared 
with some of his contemporaries, that 
poetic genius is not confined to civilized 
peoples. In a note on this passage he 
writes, “‘ Extensive influence of poetic 
genius over the remotest and most un- 
civilized nations: its connection with 
liberty, and the virtues that naturally 
attend on it.”” He then refers to several 
collections of supposedly primitive poetry 
which had been printed before the note 
was written. 

The Muse has broke the twilight gloom. 
Gray is probably referring to certain 
Lapland songs that were known to the 
English public of his day. 

Gray 
is here probably thinking of the Indian 
love song given by Montaigne in his es- 
say Of the Cannibals, p. 314a. 


586a 68. LIlissus, a small river that flows 


69. 


through Athens. 

Meander’s amber waves, a small, wind- 
ing river in western Asia Minor famous 
in Greek heroic tradition. Cf. Milton’s 
Comus, |. 232. 


77 ff. Till the sad Nine, the Nine Muses. 


83. 


84. 


Ancient Greece, Gray tells us, was full of 
poetry, but when she lost her freedom 
the Muses departed and took up their 
abode in Italy (‘‘the Latian plains,” 
]. 78); when Rome fell, they emigrated 
to Britain (‘‘ Albion,” |. 82). 

Far from the sun, etc., far from sunny 
Italy —in England, where the climate 
is less genial. 

Nature’s darling, Shakespeare. 


92 f. This can unlock the gates of Joy, Of 


95. 


horror that, etc.; 7.e., Shakespeare by 
reason of his genius was master of com- 
edy, of tragedy, and in general of the 
means of moving the human emotions. 
second he, that rose sublime, Milton. 
The references in the following lines are 
of course to Paradise Lost and to the 
poet’s blindness. 


686b 105. Two coursers, the two lines of the 


heroic couplet, Dryden’s favorite verse 
form. 
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Fancy, Imagination. 


112 ff. what daring spirit Wakes thee now? 


115. 
121. 


ee ON 


13. 


14. 


16. 


etc. The remaining lines imply that 
Gray himself is the “ daring spirit’? who 
disregards convention and soars on the 
wings of inspiration. 

Theban Eagle, Pindar. 

keep his distant way, a reference to 
Gray’s retiring disposition. 


THE BARD 


The Bard was begun in 1754, but was 
not finished until 1757. It is based on a 
meager and unhistorical tradition that 
Edward I, upon the English conquest of 
Wales in 1276-1284, ordered all the bards 
that came in his way to be put to death. 
Most of the poem is thus the work of 
Gray’s imagination. The events of the 
poem are probably thought of as having 
occurred in 1282, when Gilbert de Clare 
(see note to |. 13), after having conducted 
a campaign in south Wales, joined with 
King Edward on his expedition into the 
northwest. 

Ruin seize thee, etc. The original plan 
of the poem is given thus by the author: 
“The army of Edward I., as they march 
through a deep valley, and approach 
Mount Snowdon, are suddenly stopped 
by the appearance of a venerable figure 
seated on the summit of an inaccessible 
rock, who, with a voice more than hu- 
man, reproaches the king with all the 
desolation and misery which he had 
brought on his country; foretells the mis- 
fortunes of the Norman race, and with 
prophetic spirit declares that all his 
cruelty shall never extinguish the noble 
ardour of poetic genius in this island; and 
that men shall never be wanting to cele- 
brate true virtue and valour in immortal 
strains, to expose vice and infamous 
pleasure, and boldly censure tyranny 
and oppression. His song ended, he 
precipitates himself from the mountain, 
and is swallowed up in the river that 
rolls at its foot.” 

idle state, useless ostentation. 
Cambria’s. Cambria is Wales. 
Snowdon’s shaggy side, the wooded side 
of Mount Snowdon, a range of high peaks 
in Carnarvonshire and Merionethshire, 
north Wales. 

Glo’ster, “ Gilbert de Clare, surnamed the 
Red, Marl of Gloucester and Hertford, 
son-in-law to King Edward” (Gray). 
Mortimer, ‘‘ !}dmond de Mortimer, Lord 
of Wigmore” (Gray). He and Gloucester 
were among those especially commis- 
sioned by the king to guard the Welsh 
frontier. 

Conway’s ... flood. The Conway is a 
small river in north Wales emptying into 
Beaumaris Bay. 
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587a 18. the Poet. The image of the Bard, 
Gray informs us, is taken from a famous 
painting by Raphael, representing God 
in the vision of Ezekiel. In accordance 
with eighteenth-century notions about 
original genius, the bard is thought of 
as composing spontaneously and under 
the influence of strong emotion. He re- 
sembles contemporary pictures of Homer 
as an untutored but great composer of 
rhapsodies. 

27 {. Cambria’s fatal day, etc. Since the con- 
quest of Wales the bards have been 
silent. Hoel was a prince as well as a 
bard. Llewellyn (ap Gruffydd), who be- 
came prince of Wales in 1246, was slain 
in 1282 by one of Mortimer’s knights; 
his death was lamented by several bards. 

28. Soft Llewellyn’s lay, the lay celebrating 
the mild, or tender-hearted Llewellyn. 

29 ff. Cadwallo’s tongue ... Urien. 
Modred. Gray here introduces Cad- 
wallo, Urien, and Modred as ancient 
Welsh bards. No bard named Modred 
is known. 

34. Plinlimmon, a famous mountain on the 
berder of Cardigan and Montgomery in 
Wales. 

35. Arvon’s shore, ‘ the shores of Caernar- 
vonshire opposite to the isle of Angle- 
sey ” (Gray). 

54 ff. Severn... Berkley’sroofs ... shrieks 
of an agonizing King... She-wolf of 
France. King Mdward II, son of Edward 
I, was brutally murdered (1327) in Berke- 
ley Castle (near the Severn River) partly 
through the machinations of his faithless 
wife, Isabella of France. 

587b 60 ff. The scourge of Heaven, etc. 
Edward III, son of Edward II, after a 
troubled though successful reign marked 
by devastating wars, especially in 
France, survived his distinguished son, 
the Black Prince (‘the Sable Warrior,’ 
]. 67), and died lonely and deserted. 

71 ff. Fair laughs the morn, ete. Gray in a 
note tells us that the following lines refer 
to the magnificence of the reign of Rich- 
ard II, son of Edward the Black Prince. 

81. Fell Thirst and Famine scowl. Accord- 
ing to the authorities followed by Gray, 
Richard II was starved te death. Cf. 
Daniel’s Civil Wars, p. 234a ff. The 
source used by Shakespeare in his Rich- 
ard IIT attributes the King’s death to 
Sir Pierce of Exton; this stor ry, Gray 
asserts, ‘‘ is of muc h later date.”’ As one 
writer observes, ‘‘ the tongues of rumour 
are always busy when the great ones of 
the earth die suddenly.” 

83 ff. Heard ye the din, etc. The following 
lines, according to Gray, refer to the 

‘ruinous civil wars of York and Lan- 
caster,” the Wars of the Roses. 

87 ff. Ye towers of Julius, ete. ‘‘ Henry the 
Sixth, George Duke of Clarence, Edward 
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the Fifth, Richard Duke of York, etc., 
believed to be murthered secretly in the 
Tower of London. The oldest part of 
that structure is vulgarly attributed to 
Julius Cesar’ (Gray). 

89 f. Revere his consort’s faith, etc. Mar- 
garet of Anjou, ‘‘a woman of heroic 
spirit, who struggled hard to save her 
Husband (Henry VI) and her crown” 
(Gray). His father was Henry V. 

688a 90. the meek usurper’s holy head. 
“ Henry the Sixth came very near being 
canonized. The line of Lancaster had no 
right of inheritance to the Crown” 
(Gray). 

91 f. the rose of snow .. . her blushing foe, 
“the white and red roses, devices of 
York and Lancaster ”’ (Gray). 

93 f. The bristled Boar in infant gore, etc. 
Richard III, whose badge was a silver 
boar, caused the death of the two young 
sons of Edward IV in the Tower of 
London and waded through blood to 
the throne. 

99. Half of thy heart, ete. Edward I was 
deeply attached to his queen, Eleanor 
of Castile, who died in 1290. 

104. They, the slaughtered bards referred to 
in |. 47 ff. 

109. Arthur. On the Welsh national faith 
that King Arthur would return, see note 
to p. 97b, 1. 333. 

110. ye genuine kings. ‘‘ Both Merlin and 
Taliessin (an ancient Welsh bard, |. 121) 
had prophesied that the Welsh should 
regain their sovereignty over this island; 
which seemed to be accomplished in the 
House of Tudor (Henry VII, Henry 
VIII, Edward VI, Mary, and Eliza- 
beth) ” (Gray). 

588b 127. Truth severe, by fairy Fiction drest. 
The reference is to Spenser’s faerie 
Queene, with its allegory cloaked by 
“fairy fiction.’? See introductory note 
to Edmund Spenser, p. 217. 

128 ff. In buskined measures move. 
ence to Shakespeare’s tragedies. 

131 ff. A Voice, etc., Milton. 

133 f. distant warblings, etc., “‘ the succession 
of poets after Milton’s time” (Gray). 

141. Be thine Despair. Edward had a 
troubled reign and died a worn-out old 
man. 


A refer- 


JAMES MACPHERSON 


James Macpherson was born in the 
Highlands of Scotland. After studying 
at the Universities of Aberdeen and 
Edinburgh, he began life as a school- 
master. While acting as private tutor 
to a young nobleman, he met the 
dramatist John Home, to whom he 
showed a number of short pieces which 
he claimed were translations of poems 
composed by a third-century Caledo- 
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nian bard named Ossian. Under the 
NRA. of the distinguished Edin- 

urgh critic, Hugh Blair, Macpherson’s 
Fragments of Ancient [Gaelic] Poetry ap- 

ared in 1760. This volume was fol- 
owed in 1761 and 1763 by Fingal and 
Temora, two longer compositions which 
Macpherson called “epics”? and also 
attributed to Ossian. ter Macpher- 
son wrote numerous political pamphlets 
dealing with the struggle between Great 
Britain and the American colonies. He 
aa some time in Pensacola, Florida. 

is last years were divided betaveen 
London and his native Highlands, where 
he died in 1796. 

The eighteenth-century enthusiasm 
over medieval poetry which encouraged 
imitations and forgeries of English and 
Scottish ballads (see notes to pp. 163, 
533, and 538) helped to insure the success 
of Maepherson’s alleged translations of 
ancient Celtic epic verse. Ossian, espe- 
cially the Fragments, achieved immediate 
popularity throughout Europe and exer- 
cised a profound influence, particularly 
upon romantic poets in their younger 
and more sentimental compositions. By 
many critics Ossian was hailed as trium- 
phant evidence that Original Genius, 
unhampered by classical rules and oper- 
ating among a simple and untutored folk 
such as the ancient Caledonians were 
believed to have been, could produce 
epic poetry comparable to that of Homer 
(see note to p. 607b, 1. 37 f.). From the 
beginning, however, doubt existed as to 
whether Macpherson’s prose poems were 
the genuine remains of an ancient Celtic 
Homer or entirely modern compositions. 
The result was a long literary contro- 
versy which was not finally settled till 
comparatively recent years. Notewor- 
thy among the contemporary skeptics 
was Dr. Johnson (p. 628b, 1. 33), who, 
when Macpherson threatened him, re- 
plied in a famous letter (p. 638). 

Macpherson, it appears, knew little 
Gaelic, the language from which he 
claimed to have translated his Ossian. 
Aside from a few proper names, a few 
wisps of Gaelic story, and perhaps a 
touch of sentimentalism and melan- 
choly, Ossian contains nothing that is 
likely to have been derived, even indi- 
rectly, from Celtic sources. The author’s 
genius consists in the skill with which he 
combined his scanty Celtic materials 
with the parallelism and cadenced style 
of the Psalms, the language of Pope’s 
Homer and of eighteenth-century classi- 
cal poetry, the melancholy of the 
“ Graveyard School,” and contemporary 
ideas regarding the excessive delicacy 
and sentimentalism of primitive man, to 
form a whole which illustrated even 
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. Bragela... Sorglan. 


. Cuthullin’s sails. 
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better than Homer contemporary theo- 
ries of what a primitive epic should be. 
In thus reconstructing the ‘ lost epic ” 
of the Scottish people, Macpherson was 
only following the tendencies of his age. 
Just how far he intended to deceive we 
do not know. In any case, his Ossian 
possesses a grandiose and vague beauty 
which shows the author to have been a 
man of real poetic genius. For a sample 
of genuine Ossianic poetry and the facts 
concerning the Irish Ossian, see p. 62b 
and note. 


THE DEATH OF CUTHULLIN 


In this prose poem, as in most of Mac- 
pherson’s Ossianic works, the thread of 
the narrative is obscure without some 
preliminary explanation. According to 
the author, the story on which it is 
based runs as follows: Cuthullin, the 
guardian of the young king Cormac of 
Treland, is attacked by the rebel Torlath, 
who advances upon Tara (Temora) to 
dethrone Cormac. ‘ Cuthullin marched 
against him, came up with him at the 
Lake of Lego, and totally defeated his 
forces. ‘Torlath fell in battle by Cuthul- 
lin’s hand; but as he [Cuthullin] too 
eagerly pressed on the enemy, he was 
mortally wounded.” 

Macpherson’s account, it should be ob- 
served, has no justification in authentic 
Trish tradition. According to the ancient 
Trish epic, Cuchulainn, forced by an 
inexorable fate, encountered a number 
of his enemies and’ fell heroically, over- 
powered by numbers. For another 
version, the product of a nineteenth- 
century poetic imagination, see Yeats’s 
poem, p. 1123 f. 

Fingal, the name used by Macpherson 
and the older English poets generally for 
the Irish Finn. See note to Ossian, 
p. 62. 

These, like others 
of Macpherson’s proper names, are ap- 
parently imaginary. 

Cuthullin is Maepher- 
son’s spelling for Cuchullin or Cuchu- 
lainn, who is the chief hero of the Ulster 
or Red Branch cycle of early Gaelic 
literature, and, according to Irish tradi- 
tion, flourished nearly three centuries 
before Finn. See especially the introduc- 
tory note to The Feast of Bricriu, p. 59a, 
and the note to p. 59a, |. 10. 

Semo. According to Macpherson, Cu- 
chulainn wasthe son of Semo, another im- 
aginary personage. In authentic tradition 
he is the son of Sualtam or Sualtach. 
Togorma, one of the Hebrides (Macpher- 
son). 


589a 7. Dunscai’s walls, the walls of the dun 


(fortress) of Skye (?). Skye, the largest 
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and most northerly of the Inner Heb- 
rides Islands, is associated in tradition 
with the name of Cuchulainn. 

13 f. The feast of shells. Contrary to all 
justification in ancient Celtic tradition, 
Macpherson makes his heroes drink out 
of shells. 

14f. Carril strikes the harp. In connection 
with the romantic interest in early poets 
and poetry, note throughout the poem 
the prominence given to the bards and 
their songs. 

20. Connal. See note to p. 59a, 1. 10. 

22. Cormac. According to the Irish an- 
nals, Cormac, who figures in Irish Os- 
sianic literature as a contemporary of 
Finn, was high king of Ireland, a.p. 
218-254. Macpherson represents Cor- 
mac as a young king under the guardian- 
ship of Cuthullin (Cuchulainn), whom 
tradition fixes several centuries earlier. 

36 f. Temora’s echoing halls. Yemorais one 
of Macpherson’s spellings for Temair, 
Temrach, the Tara of Irish tradition. 
See note to p. 59a, 1. 5. 

589b 18. Slimora, apparently manufactured 
by Macpherson from the Gaelic sliabh 
mor, great mountain. 

45. Caithbat. This figure is probably bor- 
rowed from Cathbad, who appears as a 
powerful druid in the Ulster cycle of an- 
cient Irish literature. See note to The 
Feast of Bricriu, p. 59. 

590a 7 ff. ‘ Who,’ etc. “ Alcletha speaks” 
(Macpherson). 

19 ff. ‘* But it is covered, ete. “‘ Alcletha 
speaks ”’ (Macpherson). 

38. The ghost of Calmar. The feeble, in- 
substantial spirits with which Macpher- 
son’s Ossian teems are quite different 
from the forthright, virile ghosts of 
genuine folk tradition. 

590b 39. Lochlin’s seas. Lochlann is the 
Gaelic name for Scandinavia. 

591a 21. Tura’s, apparently another of Mac- 
pherson’s spellings for Temora (Tara). 
See note to p. 589a, |. 36 f. 

37. Selma— Morven’s woody iand, Mac- 
pherson’s names respectively for the 
capital and domain of Fingal. 


THOMAS CHATTERTON 


Thomas Chatterton was the posthumous 
son of a poor schoolmaster in Bristol and 
was brought up under the shadow of the 
noble mediwval minster of St. Mary 
Redeliffe, which Queen Elizabeth had 
called “the fairest, the goodliest, and 


. ; “8 ‘= af * . my r ” 
most famous parish-church in England. 591b 


Lonely, introspective, precocious, Chat- 
terton while still a child pored over books 
of antiquarian lore and early formed a 
plan to deceive his fellow townsmen, 
especially a certain gullible antiquarian 


named George Cateott, with forged doc- 
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uments bearing on the history of Bristol. 
By the help of some ancient vellum 
manuscripts preserved in the muniment 
room of the church, where his uncle was 
sexton, he manufactured documents con- 
taining spurious historical information. 
He also made up from his reading a crude 
vocabulary of archaic words which, with- 
out much attention to grammar or syn- 
tax, he used in composing a series of 
poems attributed by him to a mythical 
fifteenth-century monk whom he called 
Thomas Rowley. In 1769 he sent some 
of his writings to Horace Walpole (see 
introductory note to Walpole, p. 639), 
who was deceived at first (see his letter, 
p. 640), but later dropped the matter, 
much to Chatterton’s chagrin. In 1770 
he went up to London, where, after an 
unsuccessful attempt at a literary career, 
he became desperate and at last when on 
the verge of starvation tore his latest 
prose and verse to bits and poisoned 
himself with arsenic in a Holborn attic 
before he was eighteen years old. In 
spite of the fact that Chatterton’s writ- 
ings were recognized during his life time 
as spurious, in the eyes of the later ro- 
mantic poets he became a great original 
genius and the boy martyr of romanti- 
cism. 

In composing his Rowley poems Chat- 
terton, inspired by Ossian (see introduc- 
tory note to Macpherson, p. 588) and 
the common eighteenth-century desire 
to unearth further remains of medixval 
genius, was far more than a naughty boy 
playing tricks on his elders. Though his 
ungrammatical and laborious archaisms 
deceived many in an age when little was 
known of the Middle English language, 
the facts have long since been discovered; 
to-day the problem is not linguistic but 
psychological. He died too young for 
his work to furnish more than promise 
of future accomplishments, but even on 
the basis of what he left he may be 
called in certain respects the most ro- 
mantic poet of his time. Lonely, sensi- 
tive, gifted, he brooded in the gloomy 
shadows of St. Mary’s till his soul was 
flooded by a longing for the past, and his 
creative genius responded by catching 
at times the true spirit of medieval 
poetry. Chatterton’s work is the work 
of a child, but a child of exalted, though 
irregular, genius. 


BRISTOWE TRAGEDIE 


The source of Chatterton’s poem was 
probably some account of the execution 
at Bristol of Sir Baldwin Fulford, by 
act of attainder, after the accession of 
Edward IV, in 1461. Fulford had op- 


591b } 


5. 
17. 


osed Edward's claims to the throne. 

ristowe is Bristol. 

Chatterton’s poems are easier to read 
if one recalls that, in addition to intro- 
ducing old spellings, he frequently 
doubles letters without any justification. 
Kynge Edwarde, Edward IV. 

Sir Canterlone, an adaptation of the 
name Cantlow or Cantelow. 


592a 45. Maister Canynge, William Canynge, 


a merchant and mayor of Bristol in the 
reigns of Henry VI and Edward IV. 


593a 141. goddelyke Henrie. King Henry VI 


lived in captivity for a number of years 
after his dethronement. On the applica- 
bility of ‘‘ goddelyke,” see note to p. 
588a, 1. 90. 


693b 183. Richard’s sonnes, Edward IV and 


Richard, Duke of Gloucester, later 
Richard ITT. 


594b 276. bataunt, a -stringed instrument, 


595b 


8. 
9. 


7 


iy. 


which apparently was the product of 
Chatterton’s imagination. 


MYNSTRELLES SONG 
In £lla 
cryne, hair. 
rode, skin. 
codgelle, cudgel. 
stote, stout. 


596a 25. heie, they. 


38. 
39. 
43. 
44. 
45. 
53. 
57. 
58. 


Nee, not. 

celness, coldness. 
dente, fix, arrange. 
gre, grow. 
Ouphante, elfin. 
nete, night. 
reytes, water flags. 
leathalle, deadly. 


THOMAS WARTON 


Thomas Warton, Jr., the brother of 
Joseph Warton, the distinguished eight- 
eenth-century critic of Pope, was born at 
Basingstoke, Hampshire, some forty 
miles southwest of London, where his 
father, also named Thomas, was vicar 
and master of the grammarschool. After 
studying the classics and reading widely 
under his father’s supervision, young 
Warton entered Oxford in his sixteenth 
year. In spite of his rather easy-going 
and convivial habits, he was soon elected 
one of the twelve scholars of Trinity Col- 
lege. After taking the A.B. and A.M. de- 
grees, he wasappointed toa fellowship, and 
he remained a tutor and fellow of Trinity 
for the rest of his life. He beeame poet 
laureate in 1785 and also at one time 
occupied the poetry professorship of the 
university, a position formerly held by 
his father. Immediately after his first 
degree, 1747, he became a clergyman, 
but his only charges were small village 
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churches near Oxford. Though he was 
not distinguished as a preacher and was 
generally lacking in ambition, he was a 
learned and indefatigable antiquarian 
and had a wide circle of correspondents 
among the literary men of his day. He 
Le ire verse both in Latin and in 
English, but in the estimation of most 
literary historians his importance rests 
upon his Observations on the Faerie Queene 
of Spenser, 1754, which was the first 
successful attempt to rescue that poet 
from the neglect into which he had fallen, 
and his History of English Poetry, 1774— 
1789, a work of great erudition, which 
not only brought to light many samples 
of early English poetic genius but is ac- 
tually the first history of English litera- 
ture to apply the modern historical 
method of criticism. 

Thomas Warton’s father, though a 
friend of Pope, was to some extent in- 
fluenced by the new romantic spirit. His 
small body of verse, published by his 
son Joseph after his death, proves that 
he was interested in Spenser and in the 
literature of primitive peoples and of the 
Middle Ages, and it is probably from him 
that Joseph and Thomas, Jr. derived the 
fondness for the past and the highly 
developed historical sense that enabled 
the elder brother to estimate more sanely 
than his contemporaries the acecomplish- 
ments of the great idol of the classicists, 
Pope, and the younger to perceive the 
genius of a much neglected poet of an 
earlier period. It was from his father 
too, as well as from his environment, 
that Thomas acquired his first stimulus 
toward antiquarian research, which re- 
sulted ultimately in a small body of 
verse including the ode on The Grave of 
King Arthur and the sonnets on Dug- 
dale’s Monasticon and on Stonehenge. 
These three poems are genuinely ro- 
mantic in their enthusiastic idealization 
of ancient times. In spirit at least, if not 
in form, they were surpassed by none of 
Warton’s successors in the Romantic 
Movement. Warton also contributed 
somewhat toward the development of 
the romantic feeling for nature. 


THE GRAVE OF KING ARTHUR 


As pointed out in the note to p. 184b, 
1. 15 ff., there were two medieval tradi- 
tions regarding the fate of Arthur after 
his last battle. What may be called the 
‘romantic’ tradition is the one that 
has most frequently been treated by 
English poets (see the versions of Laya- 
mon, Malory, and Tennyson, referred 
to in the note just cited). The other, or 
‘“‘yealistic,’’ account is the one empha- 
sized by Warton in The Grave of King 
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Arthur. According to the chroniclers and 
other sober “‘ historians ”’ of the Middle 
Ages, Arthur was actually slain in the 
battle of Camlan and was afterward 
buried in the ‘‘ vale of Avalon,” which 
was identified with Glastonbury abbey 
in Somerset (see note to p. 97b, 1. 325). 
The claim was even made that Henry II 
of England had caused the grave to be 
opened and the body disclosed, thus 
destroying forever the hopes of the 
Welsh people that Arthur would ulti- 
mately return to liberate his country. 

6. Henry, Henry II of England, who ruled 
1154-1189. 

7{. Prepared to stain, ete. Warton repre- 
sents the events of the poem as taking 
place just before Henry’s invasion of 
Ireland in 1171. The Shannon lakes are 
situated in the south of Ireland, where 
Henry was chiefly active. 

12. metheglin, mead, once a favorite drink 
among the Welsh. 

596b 20 Mona, the island of Anglesea, famous 
in ancient times as a seat of the druids 
and bards. 

21f. Teivi, a small river in southwestern 
Wales; Elvy’s vale, valley of the river 
Elwy, in northwestern Wales; Cader’s 
crown, Cader Idris is a prominent moun- 
tain in northwestern Wales. The poet 
simply means that bards had come from 
all over Wales. 

24. Ierne’s hoarse abyss, the Irish Sea. 

26 Radnor’s. Radnor is a mountainous 
county in the heart of Wales. 

33. Tintagell’s topmost tower. On Tintagel, 
see note to p. 96b, 1. 247 ff. 

40. Camlan’s crimsoned banks. The Welsh 
annals treat Arthur’s death as historical 
and date the battle of Camlan a.p. 
580s 

54. Arabia, here simply a far-off land of en- 
chantment. 

597a 76. a bard. Compare the description of 
a similar figure in Gray’s Bard, p. 586b, 
IE alsyiaie 

85. read, advice, story. 

100. Locrine, son of the mythical Brutus (see 
note to p. 88b, |. 25), one of the tradi- 
tional kings of Britain. 

104. Clyder’s head, a mountain in Carnar- 
vonshire. 

116 f. Joseph’s towered fane, ete. Accord- 

ing to a tradition preserved in medieval 

romance, Glastonbury was founded by 

Joseph of Arimathea, who came to 

Britain after the crucifixion of Christ 

bringing with him the Holy Grail. On 

the identification of Glastonbury with 

Avalon, see note to p. 97b, 1. 325. 

the ruthless Dane. On the destruction 

of church property by the Danes, see 

note to p. 5la, I. 19. 

597b 134. Yon recreant isle, Ireland. 

142. gigantic stature. Arthur, like other 


127. 


NOTES 


154. 


158. 


171. 


598a 5. Henry’s fiercer rage. 


13 f. Not rough. . 


wb 


. Scythia’s shore. 
. Amber’s fatal plain. 


. Hengist’s guile. 
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heroes of romance, was early endowed 
with supernatural strength and size. 
Harald’s bay, the bay of Dublin, 
named for the Norwegian king Harald 
Fairhair, the reputed founder of the city. 
Roderick’s heart. Roderick O’Connor, 
king of Connaught and, before the Eng- 
lish invasion, high king of Ireland, long 
resisted the invaders and did not render 
submission until 1175. 

Pictish kings. Among the enemies of 
the ancient Britons were the Picts, a 
people from the north of Britain; hence 
Arthur may be thought of as having 
fought against them. 


SONNETS 


WRITTEN IN A BLANK LEAF 
OF DUGDALE’S MONASTICON 


Sir William Dugdale, 1605-1686, was a 
distinguished antiquary and the better 
known of the two authors of the Monas- 
ticon Anglicanum, 1655-1673, a famous 
history of the monastic orders of Eng- 
land. Warton made great use of the 
book as a source for his History of Eng- 
lish Poetry. 

At the time 
that Henry VIII disestablished the mon- 
asteries of England, 1536-1540, there 
was wholesale destruction of church 
property. 

. flowers. These lines 
express admirably the romantic attitude 
toward antiquarian research. 


WRITTEN AT STONEHENGE 


Stonehenge is a celebrated prehistoric 
group of standing stones on Salisbury 
Plain, Wiltshire. The question of its 
origin fascinated and baffled antiquarians 
of the eighteenth century as it has ar- 
cheologists and other scholars of a later 
date. It appears to have been built as 
a sun temple, and was associated with 
the dead, but by whom it was con- 
structed nobody knows. Warton here 
summarizes some of the theories current 
in his day. 

See note to p. 59b, 1. 3. 
The name Amber 
Isles was applied by the Greek to 
Britain and other lands thought of 
vaguely as lying in the North Sea. Cam- 
den calls the site of Stonehenge Amber’s 
plains (Mant.). 

Hengist, according to 
tradition, was one of the leaders of the 
Saxon invaders of Britain. He is here 
represented as in conflict with Uther 
Pendragon, the father of King Arthur. 
Some modern scholars believe that Stone- 
henge was erected as a sepulchral monu- 
ment. See also |. 10 f. 


598a ] 
ll. 


598b 


Brutus’ genuine line. See note to p. 
88b, 1. 25. 


TO THE RIVER LODON 


The Lodon is a small river near Basing- 
stoke, where Warton’s early years were 
spent (see introductory note to Thomas 
Warton). The poem is therefore to some 
extent autobiographic. In its reminiscent 
idealization of early life seen through the 
haze of memory it 1s genuinely romantic. 


ROBERT FERGUSSON 


Born in Edinburgh, Robert Fergusson, 
the son of a bank clerk, was educated in 
the high school of the city and at the 
University of St. Andrew’s, but before 
finishing his career he was recalled from 
the latter institution by the death of his 
father and found employment as a copy- 
ing clerk in a lawyer’s office. Soon after- 
ward he began contributing sprightly 
songs to Ruddiman’s Weekly Magazine; 
and possessing a vivacious wit and some 
skill in music, he was much sought after 
in the easier social circles of the Scottish 
capital. Under this stimulus he fell into 
intemperate habits and impaired his nat- 
urally frail constitution, his mind gave 
way, and he was committed to a mad- 
house and died there at the early age of 
twenty-three. Though he is known 
chiefly as a precursor and inspirer of 
Burns, his undoubted talent, coupled 
with the circumstances of his tragic life 
and early death, rendered him an even 
more potent force in E nglish literature. 
Burns, in his passionate admiration, 
erected a stone at his own cost to Fer- 
gusson’s memory as “ an elder brother in 
misfortune.” 


THE DAFT DAYS 
The daft days are certain days of the 
Christmas season which were usually 
celebrated with wild festivities. 


. rigs, ridges, stretches of corn land. 

. Borean cave, the cave of the North Wind. 
. dwyning, failing, pining. 

. weir, war, struggle. 

. Auld Reikie, Edinburgh, so called be- 


cause of its smoke (reik). 


. canty, merry, cheerful. 
. bield, shelter. 

. caldrife, cool, spiritless. 
. couth, comfortable. 

. bicker, bowl. 

. scantlins, scarcely. 

. gusty, savory. 

. kickshaws, delicacies. 

. fairn-year, last year. 

. browster, brewer. 

. bra, fine. 
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33. tither, the other. 
35. the Well of Spa. Spais a watering place 


1. Ye holy Towers. 


1. On these white cliffs. 
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in Belgium, celebrated for its medicinal 
springs. 


599a 44. roset, rosin. 
45. Italian tricks, Italian songs and turns of 


playing. 


48. *Tullochgorum,’ a famous old Scotch 


tune and song. 


63. capernoity, ill-humored. 


WILLIAM LISLE BOWLES 


The Rev. William Lisle Bowles, de- 
scended from a clerical family, was born 
at King’s Sutton, Northamptonshire. 
He attended school at Winchester, where 
Joseph Warton was head master, went 
up to Oxford as a scholar of Trinity 
College, and won the Chancellor’s prize 
for Latin verse in 1783. Meeting with a 
disappointment in love, he spent some 
time in wandering over northern Eng- 
land, Scotland, and the Continent, and 
wrote the sonnets (published in 1789) 
which constitute his chief claim to re- 
membrance. During the new century 
he published often, engaged in a heated 
controversy with Byron on the poetry of 
Pope, rose to a canonry in Salisbury 
Cathedral, 1828, lived to hear other harps 
sound ‘far more sublime chords,” and 
died in the same year as Wordsworth at 
the age of eighty-eight. He followed 
Gray and Warton in the revival of the 
sonnet in English poetry (see note to 
Gray’s sonnet On the Death of Richard 
West, p. 583a), and by his own examples, 
with their true feeling for nature, their 
mellow sentiment, their gentle harmony, 
and their genuine simplicity, influenced 
nearly all the great romantic poets. He 
is the immediate predecessor of the Lake 
School. To Coleridge in particular his 
sonnets were an inspiration. 


BAMBOROUGH CASTLE 


Bamborough Castle, 
on the coast of Northumberland, was 
built about 547. 


DOVER CLIFFS 


From the time 
of Shakespeare’s famous description in 
King Lear, IV, vi, Dover, with its im- 
posing chalk cliffs and its protected har- 
bor, has been a source of inspiration to 
E nglish poets. With Bowles’s sonnet 
compare Matthew Arnold’s Dover Beach, 
p. 980. 


RETROSPECTION 


1. these leaves, the sonnets already written. 
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HYMNS 


English hymn writing began with trans- 
lations and imitations of the Latin hymns 
of the medixval church. Since the Mid- 
dle Ages there has been an increasing 
stream of poetical talent striving to ex- 
press in the vernacular the religious faith 
and experience of the English race in the 
form of sacred songs. During the cight- 
eenth century, under the stimulus of the 
reélevation of natural feeling to a place 
of dignity and the renewed emphasis on 
individual responsibility, the impulse be- 
came more widely spread and more 
concerted, and during the progress of ro- 
manticism developed well nigh into the 
proportions of a movement. The hymns 
thus composed survive in great abundance 
in modern hymnals, and, though often 
altered without being improved and fre- 
quently set to new music, they still con- 
tinue to be the consolation and joy of 
the race in its religious strivings and as- 
pirations. 


ISAAC WATTS 


Isaac Watts was born at Southampton, 
the son of a clothier who dabbled in 
verse. He is said to have begun Latin 
at five, and at seven or eight to have 
composed some devotional pieces to 
gratify his mother. He attended a Non- 
conformist academy at Stoke Newington 
but was debarred by his religious views 
from the universities. He became the pas- 
tor of an independent congregation in 
London, but gave more time to hymn 
writing and theological works than to 
preaching. His collections of sacred 
hymns, specifically Hore Lyrice, 1706, 
and Divine and Moral Songs for Children, 
1720, contain many excellent hymns. 
He employs a pure though somewhat arti- 
ficial English, breathes a simple and un- 
affected fervor, and realizes a manly 
sweetness attained by few other writers. 
He composed as many hymns approach- 
ing a high standard of excellence and at 
the same time suited for congregational 
use as any other writer in the modern 
Christian world. 


A CRADLE HYMN 
brutal, brutish. 


CHARLES WESLEY 


Charles Wesley, the brother of John 
Wesley, the great founder of the Meth- 
odists, was the eighteenth child of the 
rector of Epworth in Lincolnshire, who 
was himself a writer of religious verse. 
Ife attended Winchester School and 


601la 


Is 


601b 


or 
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Oxford University. After his ordination 
he went to Georgia as secretary to the 
governor of the colony, but returned 
within a year, and became the poet of 
the evangelical revival. He lived chiefly 
in Bristol and London. He died in Lon- 
don in 1788. 

Charles Wesley is generally regarded 
as the greatest English hymn writer. He 
composed nearly seven thousand hymns. 
The expression of his fervor in poetry was 
almost a second sense to him. His hymns 
are usually supplicatory and reveal a con- 
sciousness of the mystical bond between 
the human and the divine. He often loses 
force by repetition, but he has great truth, 
depth, and variety of feeling, and em- 
ploys a manly, passionate diction. 


IN TIME OF PRAYER AND 
TEMPTATION 
lover. ‘From an early date this 


tender expression was felt by many to 
be beneath the solemn dignity of the 
Divine Being ” (Julian). Asa result the 
reading Savior or Refuge is often adopted. 
The second line is also often found al- 
tered to meet the same objection. 


AUGUSTUS M. TOPLADY 


Augustus Toplady was born at Farnham 
in Surrey. He was educated at West- 
minster and at Trinity College, Dublin. 
He became a minister and occupied ap- 
pointments in Devonshire, but the last 
two or three years of his life he resided 
in London, where he died when under 
forty years of age in 1778. Few writers 
of hymns have possessed higher gifts. 
Adhering closely to Calvinistic princi- 
ples, he was often in controversy with 
John Wesley; but his very intemperate- 
ness as a theologian lent warmth, rich- 
ness, and spiritual fervor to his hymns. 
His Rock of Ages, with its pure lyricism 
scarcely touched by dogma, is usually re- 
garded as the greatest hymn in the lan- 
guage. 


ROCK OF AGES 


In a few passages emendations (intro- 
duced in 1815) have been substituted for 
the original readings. 

the double cure. The water and the 
blood (1. 8) that flowed from Christ’s side 
when it was pierced by a Roman soldier 
(John xix, 34) cleanse from sin and in- 
sure salvation. The double emphasis 
has eek scriptural precedent (1 John v, 
6,8 


602a 14. My eyes shall close, originally, ‘‘ My 


eyestrings break.” 


602a ] 


JOHN NEWTON 

John Newton was born in London. His 
mother, a pious woman, taught him the 
Seriptures assiduously but died when he 
was eleven. He then went with his fa- 
ther to sea, where he had many thrilling 
adventures and lived a godless and aban- 
doned seafaring life until he was twenty- 
one. Becoming converted, he embraced 
a somewhat stern and Calvinistie type 
of religious faith. After a period of 
study he was ordained in 1764 and be- 
came curate of Olney in Buckingham- 
shire. Here about 1767 he formed a 
warm friendship with the poet Cowper 
and collaborated with him in the cele- 
brated Olney Hymns. In spite of much 
that is bald and tame, Newton’s hymns 
show a manliness, a natural cast of im- 
agination, a genuine repentance for sin, 
and a conviction of ultimate pardon which 
mark them as among the best called 
forth by the emotional and mystical re- 
vival of the eighteenth century. 


WILLIAM COWPER 


(For a fuller account of Cowper see p. 647 
and notes.) 

At Olney in Buckinghamshire, about the 
year 1767, Cowper came into contact 
with the zealous minister and hymn 
writer John Newton (see note above). He 
had already written hymns, the outpour- 
ings of his deeply religious nature, and 
readily came under the sway of the aus- 
tere divine. Newton, recognizing his tal- 
ent and ardent spirituality, engaged him 
in an enterprise of hymn writing which 
resulted ultimately in the Olney Hymns, 
the joint work of the two authors (see 
Cowper’s letters to Newton, p. 641 ff.). 
The collection, published in 1779, is the 
best single body of sacred hymns in Eng- 
lish. Cowper’s contributions reflect the 
author’s profound and at times anguished 
spiritual experiences; and being the 
products of his gifted muse, they are 
among the prized possessions of their kind 
in the language. 


PRAISE FOR THE FOUNTAIN 
OPENED 

7f. And there have I... washed, ete. 
In some modern hymnals intended for 
revival services these lines have been al- 
tered to read: ‘“‘ And there may 1... 
wash,” etc. This reading completely 
spoils the beautiful confidence and fine 
lyric rapture of Cowper’s lines. 


SAMUEL JOHNSON 


603b THE GARRET 


3. professors of literature, followers of 
the literary profession, that is, writers. 
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22. Pythagoras, a famous Greek philosopher 
and mathematician of the sixth century 
before Christ. 

30. Tibullus, a Roman elegiac poet of the 
first century before Christ. 

42. Lucretius, a Roman philosophical poet 
of the first century before Christ. 

604b 19 f. Hippocrates, a famous Greek physi- 
cian, ‘‘ the Father of Medicine,” ca. 460- 
ca. 377 B.C. 

606a 51. Aretzeus, a Greek physician of the 
first century after Christ. He gives the 
interesting case of a joiner who was sane 
when employed but became mad when 
away from the seat of his employment. 

605b 8. Solomon’s house, ‘‘ The College of 
the Six Days Work,” described by Bacon 
in The New Atlantis. 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH 


JUSTICE AND GENEROSITY 


42. Lysippus. The historical Lysippus was 
a Greek sculptor of the fourth century 
before Christ, a favorite of Alexander the 
Great and author of most of his por- 
traits in sculpture. The personage here 
is fictitious. 


607b ADVERSITIES OF POETS 


26. Pope Urban the Eighth, Maffeo 
Barberini, a Florentine, who became 
Pope in 1623. 

37 f. he was blind and sang his ballads about 
the streets. The notion that Homer was 
a poor itinerant ballad composer found 
great favor among eighteenth-century 
critics. See introductory note to James 
Ysa tek p. 588, and note to p. 587a, 

pile 

45. Boéthius. See note to p. 91b, 1. 22, 

608a 4. Bentivoglio, Ercole Bentivoglio, a 
sixteenth-century Italian satirist and 
comic dramatist of noble birth. 

12. Cervantes, the greatest writer in Spanish 
literature, author of Don Quixote. He 
lived the greater part of his life in want 
and died in comparative poverty, accord- 
ing to tradition, on the same day as 
Shakespeare, April 28, 1616. The re- 
port that he starved to death appears to 
be unfounded. 

14. Camoéns, a celebrated Portuguese poet, 
ca. 1524-1580. 

18. Vaugelas, Claude Favre, 1585-1650, 
Baron Vaugelas. He spent thirty years 
in translating Quintus Curtius. 

36. Cassander. Francois Cassandre, a gifted 
seventeenth-century courtier and man of 
letters, fell into poverty, became misan- 
thropic, refused the help of Boileau, and 
died miserably. 

608b 10f. Spenser ... Butler . . . Dryden. 
See introductory notes to Spenser, p. 216. 
Butler, p. 406, and Dryden, p. 416. 
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11. Otway, Thomas Otway, a distinguished 
dramatic poet of the Restoration. He 
spent his last days in a sponging house 

and died in a baker’s shop. 

19. a good and a generous master. It is 
interesting to note that this essay was 
written before Goldsmith had made any 
conspicuous success as a writer. 


SAMUEL JOHNSON 


PREFACE TO THE ENGLISH 
DICTIONARY 


See Johnson’s letter to Lord Chesterfield, 
p. 637 and note. 

610a DOF. Quid te exempta, etc. What does 
it help you ep have one thorn removed 
out of many? 

610b 43. Hammond, Henry Hammond, 1605- 
1660, English clergyman and author. 
Dr. Johnson liked his works and often 
gave them as presents to young men 
about to be ordained as ministers. 

611a 13. Hooker, Richard Hooker, ca. 1553- 
1600, one of the great English prose 
masters, author of the Laws of Hcclesias- 
tical Polity. 

612a 4. Junius, Franciscus Junius (1589- 
1677), a distinguished continental scholar 
who lived most of his lifein England. He 
was an authority on early English, col- 
lected Anglo-Saxon manuscripts, and 
edited several works in the older lan- 
guage, including the poems attributed to 
Cedmon. His Htymologicum Anglicanum 
was first edited in 1743. 

4. Skinner, Stephen Skinner, 1623-1667, an 
English lexicographer. His Etymologicon 
Lingue Anglican was published in 1671. 

613b 41. Bailey, Nathan Bailey, d. 1642, 
whose English dictionary was the stand- 
ard before Johnson’s. Johnson and his 
helpers worked on an interleaved copy 
of Bailey. 

41. Ainsworth, Robert Ainsworth, 1660- 
1743, author of a Latin-English diction- 
ary published in 1736. 

41. Philips, Edward Phillips, 1630-1696, au- 
thor of A New World of Words, or A 
General Dictionary. 

614b 39 f. the twelve tables, the tables on 
which were engraved (451 and 450 B.c.) 
the principal rules of Roman law. 

616b 44. Sidney, Sir Philip Sidney. 

619a 1. academicians della Crusca. The Ac- 
BS aud della Crusca was founded at 

lorence in 1582 by the poet Grazzini to 

iri the Italian language and literature. 

619b 41. Amelot, Abraham Nicholas Amelot 

de la Houssaye, 1634-1706, a French his- 

torian, translator of Fra Paolo Sarpi’s 
History of the Council of Trent. 

42. Le Courayer, Pierre Frangois, 1681- 
1776, a later translator of Fra Paolo 
Sarpi’s History of the Council of Trent. 
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The translation is dedicated to the queen 
of England and is accompanied by a long 
preface. 

46. Caro, Annibale Caro, a 
Italian poet. 

620b 19. Swift .. . petty treatise, etc., A Pro- 
posal for Correcting the English Language, 
621b 15. Scaliger, Joseph Sealiger, 1540- 
609, ‘‘ the greatest scholar of modern 
times ”’ — Britannica. 

52. embodied criticks of France, etc. In 1639 
the French Academy undertook to con- 
struct a dictionary of the French language. 
The work did not appear until 1694. 

622a 7. those whom I wished to please, etc. 
Mrs. Johnson had died three years be- 
fore. 


sixteenth-century 


GRAY 


See p. 582 ff. and notes, and p. 629. 

36. Mr. Horace Walpole. See p. 639 and 

notes, 

622b 24. Mr. Mason. William Mason, author 
of the Life and Letters of Gray, 1775. 

623a 47. Warburton, William Warburton, 
1698-1779, an English prelate, contro- 
versialist, and critic. 

623b 6. Mr. Whitehead, William Whitehead, 
who became poet laureate in 1751. 

30. Dr. Beattie, James Beattie, 1735-1803, 
poet and professor in Mareschal College, 
Aberdeen. 

624a 11. Mr. Boswell. See p. 627 and notes. 

624b 30. Shaftesbury, Anthony Ashley 
Cooper, 1671-1713, third Earl of Shaftes- 
bury, a celebrated English moralist and 
philosopher. 

625b Sf. O Diva, gratum que regis Antium, 
“O goddess, whorulest pleasant Antium,”’ 
the first line of one of the odes of Horace. 

626a 36. Algarotti, 1712-1764, an Italian no- 
bleman and litterateur. 


37. the prophecy of Nereus. See Horace, 


Caray: 
48. Ineredulus odi, Incredulous as I am, I 
ate 
626b 14 f. the ballad of Johnny Armstrong. 
See p. 175. 


JAMES BOSWELL 


James Boswell was the son of a Scottish 
judge and was reared at the family seat 
of Auchinleck in Ayrshire. He received 
his education in Edinburgh and Glasgow 
and adopted the legal ‘profession. In 
1760 he migrated to London for the bet- 
ter opportunity of indulging his tastes 
for good fellowship and there began the 
exercise of his talent for making the ac- 
quaintance of celebrities. In 1763 he had 
the good fortune to meet Johnson (see 
his own account, p. 627). It was the 
greatest event of his life. By his ingra- 


627a J 


tiating genius he was soon successful in 
cultivating an intimate friendship, and 
for the next twenty years he was an in- 
tegral part, as his pages reflect, of the 
great man’s presence. In 1773 he be- 
came a member of the famous literary 
Club, and in the same year made a 
journey with his great patron to the Heb- 
rides, an account of which he later 
published. He continued his attachment 
unabated until within a few months of 
Johnson's death, when he took leave in 
what each seemed to feel was a final 
farewell. With Johnson’s death, ap- 
ntly, the last tie was severed which 
und him in any way to a life of recti- 
tude. He relapsed into loose living, sus- 
tained only by application to his great 
biography, and di prematurely in 
London in 1795. In his memorable Life 
he adopted the theory, employed by 
Mason in his Life and Letters of Gray, of 
letting the subject tell his own story. In 
execution he was eminently successful. 
He never intrudes himself upon the at- 
tention of the reader but busies himself 
only with his subject and maintains with- 
out interruption the impression of com- 
plete dominance by it The result is one 
of the greatest biographies ever written. 
627b 44 f. ‘ Look, my lord,’ etc. Hamlet I, iv, 
38 


628a 2f. Sir Joshua Reynolds, 1723-1792. 
The famous literary club was established 
at his suggestion. The portrait referred 
to is the one usually seen of Johnson. 

35f. an order .. . for Miss Williams, 7.c., 
for a complimentary seat. Some years 
before, at Johnson’s request, Garrick 
had given a benefit night ‘‘ to this very 
person, by which she had got two hun- 
dred pounds.” 

628b 17 f. Thornton, Wilkes, Churchill, and 
Lloyd, literary wits and publicists of the 
time. 

23. Dr. Blair, Hugh Blair, 1718-1800, a dis- 
tinguished critic, professor at the Uni- 
versity of Edinburgh. See introductory 
note to James Macpherson, p. 588. 

33. James Macpherson. See introductory 
note to p. 588. 

629a 28. Gray. See p. 582 and notes, and p. 

22 


622. 

629b 28. Dr. Oliver Goldsmith. See p. 565 
and notes. Boswell’s portrait, as is well 
known, is not just to Goldsmith. There 
was no good will lost between the two, 
probably because of the envy each felt 
of the other for Johnson’s favor. 

35f. Mr. Malone, Edmond Malone, 1741- 

1812, the Shakespearean scholar, who 
carefully revised Boswell’s Life of John- 
son. 

630a 34. un étourdi, a blunderer. 

630b 32. Mrs. Piozzi, formerly Mrs. Thrale, 
an intimate friend of Johnson for twenty 


NOTES 
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years. She greatly offended him a few 
months before his death by her marriage 
to the Italian musician Piozzi (see p. 
639). Her Anecdotes of his life appeared 
in 1785. 
32. Sir John Hawkins, 1719-1789, author of 
a life of Johnson and editor of his works 
in 1787. 
631la 13. Nvé yap epxera. For the night com- 
eth. Cf, John ix, 4. 
25. Mr. Steevens, George Steevens, 1736- 
1800, a Shakespearean scholar. He as- 
sisted Johnson in his edition of Shake- 


speare. 

631b 38. Mr. Thrale’s. The Thrales kept a 
room in their home in Southwark for 
Johnson’s accommodation. 

49. Hermippus redivivus, Hermippus re- 
vived. Hermippus was a Greek poet of 
the old comedy, an early contemporary of 
Aristophanes. 

632a 16 f. the Bishop of Killaloe, Dr. Bar- 
nard, a member of the celebrated Club. 

18. Hannah More, 1745-1833, an English 
Bluestocking popular in the literary Lon- 
don of Johnson’s day. 

632b 24. Dr. Taylor, John Taylor, Prebend of 
Westminster. 


PHILIP DORMER STANHOPE, 
EARL OF CHESTERFIELD 


Chesterfield was the son of an earl and 
grandson of a marquis. He was edu- 
cated at Cambridge and abroad. On 
coming of age he was made a gentleman 
of the bedehamber and entered Parlia- 
ment. Like Sir Philip Sidney, whom he 
resembles in outward manners, he became 
a fashionable figure in foreign courts. 
In 1726 he was seated in the House 
of Lords. The Walpole ministry was 
inimical to his advancement in politics, 
but under the Pelhams he became in 
1745 Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, and the 
year following was made a secretary of 
state. In 1748 he withdrew from public 
affairs, and lived in dignified ease and 
retirement, though remaining influential, 
until his death in 1773. His inimitable 
Letters, written to his natural son and 
godson between 1737 and 1770, consti- 
tute his only claim to literary fame. In 
philosophy they are shallow and in mor- 
als indifferent, but in the elements of 
fine manners, set forth with a nervous 
elegance and grace that have not been 
surpassed, they are the best things the 
language possesses. 


THOMAS GRAY 


TO HORACE WALPOLE 
See p. 639 ff. and notes. 


635b 
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636b 


Sf. the two specimens of Erse poetry, 


637a 4. thirteen years ago. 


637b 28. Le vainqueur, etc. 
49f. The shepherd 


638a 7 f. till I am solitary, ete. 


NOTES 


TO THE REV. WILLIAM MASON 

See note to Johnson’s Gray, p. 622b, 
1. 24. 

20. Rowe, Nicholas Rowe, dramatist and 
poet, who became poet laureate in 1714. 
Settle. Elkanah Settle, a second-rate 
Restoration dramatist, was official poet 
of the city of London. 

Eusden, Lawrence Eusden, d. 1730, a 
clergyman and mediocre poet. 
Strawberry Hill, Walpole’s famous villa 
a few miles above London on _ the 
Thames. 


TO HORACE WALPOLE 


two of the alleged translations of Gaelic 
poetry which Macpherson had given to 
Home (see p. 588 and notes). 
‘Hardicanute.’ See p. 533 and notes. 


TO THE REV. NORTON NICHOLLS 


Norton Nicholls was a Cambridge under- 
graduate when Gray first became at- 
tached to him, about 1760. He later 
became a country clergyman in Suffolk. 
Gray’s mother 
died March 11, 1753, aged sixty-seven. 


. the New Bath Guide, a succession of sa- 


tiriecal epistles in verse by Christopher 
Anstey, 1724-1805. 


7. Mr. Brown, the Rey. James Brown, fel- 


low and later master of Pembroke, an 
intimate friend of Gray. 
SAMUEL JOHNSON 


TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE, 
EARL OF CHESTERFIELD 


THE 


See p. 633 and notes. 

Johnson addressed the plan of his dic- 
tionary in 1747 to Chesterfield, but was 
neglected by the earl until his work was 
nearing completion. The would-be pa- 
tron then inserted some papers adulatory 
of Johnson in The World, hoping thereby 
to make sure of the dedication. These 
papers furnished the oceasion for John- 
son’s celebrated letter. 

The conqueror 
of the conqueror of the world. 
in Virgil, etc. See 
Eclogue vi, 42 ff. 

See note to 
es Preface to the Dictionary, p. 622a, 
5 Ce 


TO BENNET LANGTON 


Bennet Langton, 1737-1801, an English 
classical scholar, was an intimate friend 
of Johnson. After Johnson’s death he 


| 635b 


became professor of ancient literature at 
the Royal Academy. 


48. Streatham, a village just south of Lon- 


53. 


don, where the Thrales had a home. 
Kujoce &Xénoov. Lord, have mercy. 


638b 7 ff. Tov rador eioopdas, ete. You, Stran- 


36 


ger, who look upon the tomb of Oliver, 
tread not with careless feet his honored 
dust. But in him—in whom nature, 
the gift of numbers, and the things of old 
delighted — lament the poet, the histo- 
rian, and the natural Biilouhint 


TO JAMES MACPHERSON 


See p. 588 and notes. 
Johnson's letter was a reply to Maepher- 
son’s letter threatening Johnson with 
violence for his attack on the Ossianic 
poems as impostures. 

. your Homer, Macpherson’s translation 
of the Zlvad, published in 1773. 


TO MRS. PIOZZI (THRALE) 


See note to Boswell’s Life of Johnson. 
p. 680b, 1. 32. 


HORACE WALPOLE 


Horatio Walpole was the youngest son 
of the great statesman, Sir Robert Wal- 
pole, and was born in London. Despite 
his delicate health, he entered Eton at 
ten, and there became acquainted with 
the poet Gray (see p. 582 and notes). 
His eareer at Cambridge was interrupted 
by the death of his mother in 1737, after 
which he set out on his tour of the con- 
tinent with his friend Gray. At Florence 
he met Sir Horace Mann, with whom he 
maintained a correspondence for nearly 
fifty years. On his return he entered 
Parliament and retained his seat until 
1768. The various sinecures which he 
enjoyed through the offices of his father 
supplied him with an income of nearly 
£4,000 a year, with which he could in- 
dulge his pampered tastes much as he 
liked. He became a virtuoso and anti- 
quary. To satisfy his dilettantism he 
built near Twickenham a mansion, red- 
olent of the Middle Ages with its 
Gothic form and atmosphere of mystery, 
ealled Strawberry Hill, and spent amid 
its luxuries a large part of his life. He 
died in London in 1797. In literature 
he was little more than a gossip. By his 
social prominence, his interest in and 
acquaintance with letters, and his un- 
deniable talent, he influenced others in 
writing more than he performed himself. 
In his Castle of Otranto, 1764, he must be 
accorded the credit of a pioneer: itis the 
first of the Gothie romances, which led 
directly to Seott. But he is interesting 


689a ] 


mainly for the remarkable corpus of his 
correspondence. Though it fills many 
volumes, none of it is positively bad. 
His letters lack the warm spontaneity of 
Cowper and the scholarly yet natural 
mastery of Gray, but as the products of 
a gentle and cultivated gift of writing 
they are supreme. 


TO GEORGE MONTAGU 


George Montagu was a contemporary of 
Walpole and Gray at Eton. He later 
occupied several secretarial positions in 
fngland and Ireland. 

639b 5f. Mr. Hume’s England, A History of 
England, 1754-1761, by David Hume, 
Scottish philosopher and historian. 

15. Fingal, one of Macpherson’s Ossianic 

epics (see introductory note to p. 588). 

640a 7. Garrick * * * The remainder of the 

letter is lost. 


TO THOMAS CHATTERTON 


See p. 591 and notes. 

Chatterton sent to Walpole, as the au- 
thor of Anecdotes of Painting, a fictitious 
manuscript, among others, called The 
Ryse of Peynctynge yn Englande, ascrib- 
ing the work to a mythical fifteenth- 
century writer, Thomas Rowley. Wal- 
pole’s letter was an acknowledgment. A 
few months later, having his suspicions 
aroused, he returned the manuscripts 
without comment, an injury the youthful 

t never forgave. 

39. The Abbot John’s verses. Abbot John, 
a priest of St. John’s Church in Bristol, 
was the creation of Chatterton’s imagina- 
tion. 
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640b_ TO THE REV. WILLIAM COLE 


William Cole, 1714-1782, was an English 
clergyman and antiquary. 

30. Herculaneum, an ancient city of 
Italy, situated at the foot of Mount 
Vesuvius. It was overwhelmed by an 
eruption A.D. 79. 

35. Waller and Prior. See pp. 380 and 501 
respectively, and notes. 

36. Lord Surrey. See p. 190 and notes. 


TO THE COUNTESS OF [ossorY ] 


Lady Ossory was the daughter of Henry 
Liddell, Baron Ravensworth. She be- 
came Lady Ossory by her runaway mar- 
riage with John Fitzpatrick, Earl of 
Upper Ossory, in 1768. She was one of 
Walpole’s most frequent correspondents. 

641a 25. Methusalem. See Genesis v, 21 ff. 

39. twelfth-cakes, cakes prepared for the 
celebration of Twelfth Night, or the 
festival of Epiphany, twelve days after 
Christmas. 


WILLIAM COWPER 


TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON 


643a 


See p. 602 and notes. 
51f. my last volume, The Task, pub- 

lished with the 7%rocinium in 1785. 

643b 13. Henderson, John Henderson, 1747-— 
1785, an English actor, second only to 
Garrick in the public esteem. 

644b 12 ff. Seasons return, etc. The passage 
is ? paraphrase of Paradise Lost, III, 
41 


Ds 


= = 


Seiah eee “ie Fo 


7 _ 
AUK BALI SI V7 ea LIN) aa dss ii ky i. pr a one hi 
ae ; Vit ei io Measa rn 
lsat ah sha Re | SLES Pe it eerste GD et 78 i Sia es! 
{ vt fF aise MEE i ; : 
im i . 
nvsnctisah we hos ie ii f: Prev oles 7. set? ithe = 
; ' = i i Sea add? dae bse teeth) } AEN 2, 
ra iy we a he ere yey brzvalt ino. hes 
he IGE OTB AEE 5 
4 ; . i a mY. Co eres : sir ia 
2h rete Are . A 116 ix is i at & Mle Tees eta ty P 
rebel Aare 1 22 ate soghadt Z 
~ Letres bon et 
: piorl bes. Dab ts 
Bie S Sra et Cy 
Mo oe oa 
| a ' Force: wostvpcnst inte duh 
: svt o> Tea 
weit 
, j hy, — = 
cas \ : ~s : 
Ww? ; wy : 
ye. | Pi i 
pe 
; at 
4 ‘ ro 
its 
at 
7= =r >) fodith ae 
ye oa i eo é i- a lie et 
1 oy ry: 
— 
x 
a 
_ 


INDEX OF AUTHORS 


PAGE PAGE 
REPT eit 6, Pes Ure St» o abet Sd > eye LDPE ADM oma Wohoengele noma nor. ager eo oe Ue 250. 
Baicicon. Joseph. o.. <. sdrsishw et ciawsi Lc RO ee LOTT re OL . s.ar one Avot vkarat-ca) cuca ae 539 
fo ee en ee ee a DZ 
Bienmde. Mari 8 iss hee - 2 SOs, sharle JOON ¢ ss. hak. ws oon ete ee 323 
ENR FREE Fr os fs tw maar es, ab BO) Bdwardes Richard sees sein see. 205 
ir a a, Cee ee ee eee eee BA giivelyne Johnie ssh. soars s ee Sha AB cos 461 
Barnes ROPE. ©. 52-65. said es 210 
iMermusson, (Robert. ...<cr eemtyoin o 598 
Riper, Weavers 28 those, oo 5. gamit 3 aig Bee giietcher Jonnie: a. Gs. Reon 261 
Baillie, Lady, Grisel ong «55 ccmebiast 3 ~s Doce”, HlOriOn ODN pace ree en. pers 306 
Barnfield, Richards)... ps8 - ek is. BOG BLOKE nd OWING cays, totic eate cere cen aaa 213 
Beri nolorieur.. 2. = 333 «cht see BG. :Hulleme Thomas)... ssn ays Mees acptys 401 
Rea WEIR ooo «22 + tepeaeae 2 ~ 273 
harmon. Prasc1s <<. 2.0.08 sree sie is aie eescoipne, Georres aeons ee aes 206 
Beddoes, Thomas Lovell............. Bie sGaveod Ob nin ==). eno taht ace = 503 
(ot RS ie 9 ee sy ee 44 Geoffrey of Monmouth............... 75 
Fen ieeOUGE oct. aes et, 9) IP Bove gaoldemith, wOltver ni: 7 eee a) 565, 605 
She URS as on ee area G2ify glo Wate) ORIG a oh aero bey ae ox, 159 
Bowles, William Lisle................ HOO® “Gran, in omins mee sors ora re 582, 635 
Pema SCHAAR” Bi ricer. o> =. eas ewan 253° Greene RODE heya ee aia Avs 256, 302 
Barewies Br LNOmnAs 65. 2 -.<)= a2 +2 ass 383 
Browne, William....... eR Aner hee Zoe Kaldviviwmiticnard oy. eg. cota. sans 295 
EOE Erie ae oe ANG a CEA aa se plik mecca. pin tcliee ek yates 321 
Hamilton, William, of Bangour....... 536 
OS Ea ee eS, «nL Sera Bo. ‘HenrysonmRODert.\cat,. acne. sess ae 179 
CE ARIOTS AMOR pos ov a= ois ae eh 263. Fferbert, George... 2.6. goes oa die es 368 
Prrumetene (PR OTANS Er = Gs ies ce eee fn> 2) SiO ceric RO nenigcis e7btgdess ys. cates 372 
GTM ESS gee ee rere oe » Dobe olinshed Mnalpbige. arose were ae 286 
Grpcian, WL o weal lees woo OTe opel th ompaas 2. arn cin sae ean 249 
CeLtbertOR EL BOMAR. 28 os 0. anc yes ss 0 La aT ee ce ONT) Aces oatceae gg ent g ae tee 504 
Ghaueer, (nCOUTCY A then. + 5 esa re ass 140, 178 
emia WUBI oo) fees octane s assess, DS, dqeelmon Brakelond nic i ses Sos 77 
Cononeve, WHAM a... 2-240 seas : 441 Johnson, Samuel........ 560, 603, 609, 637 
Gawler, Abraham oi. c3 oom cawicie as. Sab, 42708 JOnsOn BON Bret. ree og as haan 266, 294 
MEI OT aN UA MeANY tics Sho ote ces 87a one 602, 641 
ednhitw se NCAT ri cig 4 Feo! -veisiir 2, Bio. uameland. Willan. .; i005 0500s sors 136 
Toga OTe ody, Aas ich eke tea 94 
PVR OI A APUG Une ies neahs oslo = aka (2 <4 DBA AIOE LOOPS OMB. siere shee: seve tn scales ole a oo 257 
Helswicae tid OLIN a iaaiey: geipye< +t cir’ - ol 26h we WMovelace, RIGhATd ia ioc.s.cseataees 380 
TD Tei e Ake (eto ee es nee COs Uclyaloutie. 0.5 bien «et aactinn maueroane. 255 
ietoa tabs aa: hes 20a 2) 8 430, 507 
Welders DUG sS waa dade os) 266, 04am Mine pnerson.. JAMS estas. Ae 588 
De Vere, Edward, Earl of Oxford...... DO fue WEA ete MOA VIC co vis bietreeten ave scutes « 538 
Donne Dr PON peace cer an eines 2iome WLeloT its PNOMAA ee. «4% see «  s- 130 
WirasyOrt, WVIGHACL 02/56. oan 2 == DAS. 20cm AVIS a NVEUCOI ps .21 ace ects’ na arse ela 81 
Drummond. Wie. 10. 2a. <2. cna 272 Marlowe, Christopher................ 259 
BO ncutlents cl CNet seta ae i 416, 436, 456 Marvell, Andrew.................... 381 
Dread exams WW @LUGes yore] = See ce eee iencary ec ei 1S Omen Viton Olin n neers se sve oss 4 328, 395 


1305 


1306 

. PAGE 
INashe wUhoOmiasmeer rN cie-o leer ee 259 
Newton. JOhneerrse tre cc eke en 602 
North a Sinehhomasmeseern enn eee 287 
Oily MOI, soedosconwoncne usd eee 444 
pa OSSIGINE ae carter eae. Manee eer are: 588 
OverbUnyaloinel bones ees einer 322 
Rammell Ae bOmashcnmes ae ere he eee ees 502 
Peacock, Thomas Love............... 807 
iRecles Georgeurnm once ee oe eet 257 
IRS ons SEIU, no pea on Gee e catssctenee 463 
Romine fed One ee ceatiteece eeee 445 
BopewAlexand erarer sia.vsci ce ae ae 477 
Brion wN atthe wine san cease eet 501 
@ Uatlec inane setae ee eee 371 
IRaleio hea ina Wielltene wry eas tena mee 253 
Rairisa yaw amie per se. et eee ee eae 536 
HG evallle, ANOS Soe ao ge dos eos 195 
Shakespeare, William.............. 260, 281 
Shenstone mV illicima seen eee 546 
hurley eJamesicon. tac eee ee 378 
Suohaeyy, Sin LAM s wey oue ea ese 8 ek 273, 290 
DOULHeyAMODCKURe a: anata enn ene 799 
SOULMATE, ION NSA cau ous oA tae oe ve 259 


Spenser, Edmund =. .4-.. 7). 216, 251, 278 . 


INDEX OF AUTHORS 


PAGE 

Stanhope, Phillip Dormer, Earl of 
Chesterfielde.2 esa toe ee 633 
Steele, Sir Richard. = 0c) a-e1 tee 519 
Sucking sin. 0 linear eee 377 
Surrey, Henry Howard, Earl of....... 190 
Shiuatitt, JOM. boo neg bo db ha5 no oe 467, 514 
Memples SirgwWillianae specimen 451 
ERHOMSONs es ANC) eee eer ee 540 
RopladywAUgUstUS 1) see ee 601 
Vaughan, Henry .:. 240600455 2 382 
Vaux; Thomas, Lords). +: ee 203 
Waller} Hdmund >) .2555-44 4920s tee 380 
‘Walpole; Horace. .-<5 acceso thee 639 
Wardlaw, Lady Elizabeth............ 533 
‘Warton, Bhomasana-42405 05 -ee ee 596 
Watts Isaacs sata ccamsoe ancl esaaeae 600 
Webster; John. 2 2444.2 ee as 272 
Wesley, Charles: .....-.:28Ue). WORE. ¢ 601 
Wilmot, John, Earl of Rochester.... 414, 443 
iWanchilseas Wbadyas 22-14-14 0-15 seen 531 
Wither, Georges i... essen 273 
Wotton, Sir- Henry. .-......-J220n2 ee 270 
Wyatt, soir Thomas) 722s eeoerey sae 187 
Young) -Hdwardrsi-- ssc). tet 551 


INDEX OF TITLES 


Absalom and Achitophel............. 
Acts and Monuments (Book of Martyrs) 
Bstvyersitvzes of Poets. .2......-....608 


POT. Miao sis oss ESA. 


Anglo-Saxon Chronicle............... 
Another Grace for a Child............ 
Bspelles’ Song!]. bos) bear ol 
Argument of His Book, The.......... 
Ae tt Fell upona Days. scutes. thes 
Ask Me No More Where Jove Bestows 
Mrpalisapeng.d. of cis. Lees). 
Assassination of Cwsar..... 
Astrophel and Stella................. 


Ballad upon a Wedding, A........... 
Bamborough Castle... 2.20. 0ci8.460%-. 


Blow, Blow, Thou Winter Wind....... 
Blow, Northern Wind................ 
Bonny Barbara Alans. iki. iceasunkd 
Braés ofsVarrow, Thel). .diwsalpcut,, 
Bristowe Tragedie, etc. a3 
Prtits. Cee... ditt hs. ot ghee: 
PurningaBaber the. Pheu, aliowees 2. 


Gsinpaion eMhesyt ! ..seaakerensetis ou. 
Care-Charming Sleep. .........00.04. 
Careless Good Fellow, The........... 
@astleiof Indolence, The... .....0.... 
Character of a Happy Life, The....... 
ifarrerasee py An. ii)as.. cies «ae 
Wlfarity eee a backistat. wquphilend 


Td A weer 2 .<chs acc sare owe aims 
IB HO1ee LG res ck. rae pO IT. WI 


77 


Chronicles of England, Scotland, and 
Ireland apie eee cscs AAR 


AS Gllaty We iss os als nad ENT AEs ae 
Come Away, Come Away, Death...... 
Come unto These Yellow Sands....... 
Complaint of the Absence of Her Lover 
Complaint of Chaucer to His Empty 

PUES O\ come See ee Pte corer ce ee arievaes aie 
Complaint, or Night Thoughts, The, ete. 
Computation: ==. etait aN) VeuneL 
Comus 220 tes. td sl OL ae 
Wonclusion Cher ..14,. . kd ees 
COT ESSIOCVAIIUNELS 3 omieee. aa aN: 
Connla of the Golden Hair, ete........ 
(onstam Cymenere seca ia. clei ee 
Constant, Lover, The... 2... cite 
Corinna’s Going a Maying............ 
Country: Sunday: cAc me. 5. Nee OMe 
Courtiers’ Trifles: ... att sea lnn de 
Crabbed Age and Youth............. 
(oradleweivann, Ave. ees acis cs 1- ths alee 
CAT ERT CMI. 2 ARES ger Racy 
Cruel Mistress, A. . 
COTE KOO ONE tan «Sari ietareios aie ne nates 
Cupid's: Curse: 34... Avante 12 lee. Stet 
Cura Pastoralis — Preface............ 


Dati Mave ME DOs. cf snd cans cent muri ee 
Meter rac abrta oe tte ak sees ene are) st 
Meath ot Cuthullins The. al ake k eke: 
Death of Sir Roger, The. ....275 74.101. 
Death’s Summons....... LED ailtcat, ake, 
WMéefense of Poesy, Ao...:.. ...enmete 

Delight in Disorder... +. 36h. sae onion 
Wéeparted. Wriends... acweiiraste., Shae 
Description and Praise of His Love 


Deseription ol Spring 5... as. sne - 
Description of the Restless State of a 

SOW ETN ese cc cio fs elite wey a DUS ORME ts 
Deserted Lover:Consoleth Himself, The, 


Deserted Village, The. .iack civ .oms 
Didier (Hiv elyai) | -aseranreiee nah eae 
Niretreye (RGD PS) orsvge ait er aos Seve ccs ans 9 2 ell 
Dirce (Webster) Madea aed ale ee 
ire (Websters sacs es.e «hetieei. 4. 


1307 


PAGE 


286 
224 
369 
262 
262 
iyi 


159 
551 
270 
331 
255 
159 

61 
444 
377 
372 
524 

$1 
262 
600 
324 
370 


1308 


Dirgeun s@yambeline? #46 cee eee 
Discontentsrue Devons. sana ae: 


IHas her Wil o's eects ra oss, cick sc te eter 
Ecclesiastical History of the English 
INGGLO They ees Stans, ei case eee 


Elegy on Shakespeare................ 
Elegy Written in a Country Church- 

SPIRO tS Sie aes cee gee RD See eee 
Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot............. 
ldjorueyoar. (ADyeueamaevoynVel))— 5 2555 55e50d5- 
Epitaph on Elizabeth, L. H........... 
Epitaph on.Mrs. Hl. Y., An.......... 
Epitaph on S(alathiel) P(avy)........ 
Essay on i@ritiersm, Any aie... 2. 222 


Faerie Queene, The.............5.... 
Fair and Happy Milk-Maid, A........ 
Fear No More the Heat o’ th’ Sun.... 
HeastrofBrictiteelbhe: a .-.Mee sae 
Hora (GrotiOrene 6 ch.ociscss oo 


Garréts Thetis woe San. Be ae 
GOUCCONIUS IGT e tee eee 
Glutton’s Confession, The............ 
Go, Lovely Rose... ati), sare seeeee 
Good=Night Ac). sor. 4+) ae eee 
GravexsE bettas. hie trceden eine tonne 
Grave of King Arthur, The........... 
(CUA. <i cdo erat Ro Rei ae es se 
Groatsworth of Wit, A, etc............ 
(Grongar: Hall... eae or Se 
Gulliseilonn=BOoOk-mDIG aay nie 


fel Gh VAM GG ates tapers sores sostne ere oer 
He Complaineth to His Heart, etc..... 
ichland Marys. 0ceer Goer ete oe 
His Litany to the Holy Spirit......... 
Elis! Pilorimage. <2. <4... ase eee eee 
Es Poetry His, Pillar]... see nee 
His Prayer for Absolution............ 
His Prayer to Ben Jonson............ 
History of the Kings of Britain....... 
Honest; Man: Dhes....; «. annene ae ener 
Hope’ (Bowlesine., etre k. ae. hs eee 
ifopen(Shenstone)® 2... eee 
How No Age is Content with His Own 

Histate sete escent nese 
How Roses Came Red. s4:2...aem soe 
How Violets Came Blue.............. 
GIDE aS)... 68 aa eee ed eccsra ero en ee 
Hunting of the Cheviot, The......... 
Eymni(Caedmon) 2. ae 


INDEX OF TITLES 


Hymn to Contentment, A............ 
Je hinvan (ey IDEN Soo on ou aan abocnobes 
IBhysa0ia WO SONGS oon on soaaenobusec. - 
Jah mouay HO) Was \WiTeUN, ooo conpoooKoo ac 
Ey mnis OfPAS trea ape ne eee ee 
Efypocrite i heriw. a vacant eeerer nae 


BCC Sasson oye eta Sele eT Ae WEN a 
In Time of Prayer and Temptation... . 
Indifferentihey_2n1a is Ste us 
Tmduction 3... 2<6-.c-sen «Se 


Jack and Joan They Think No Ill..... 
JobniesArmstrong = cee. eee ee 
Jordans sc... Ss... Re PA ee 


Allegro, st. .vere ial). 6 ae 
Lass With a Lump of Land, The...... 
Last Fight of the ‘‘Revenge,” The..... 
ike; Montes DvAnthurs9.5 seat e ate eee 


Hetters: (Cowper)inc.«. +... eee 
hetters (Gray)ic.. 2.2... eee. ee 
ihétiers) (Johnsons... serene ae 
etterss(Walpole)y.4 ee ee 
Piero. Columba ees en nee 
iieion Johnson yes ne 
Lines on the Tombs in Westminster. . . 
Lord Thomas and Fair Annet......... 
lkordissD aye heres tense ane 
hoverand Antena coe ashes eee 
love's Deity. tet. ate a, eae 
Lover Beseecheth His Mistress, The, ete. 
Lover Compareth His State, The, etc. 
Lover Complaineth the Unkindness, 

FDRG, 5ObG 5 od o:i0e sind cen SR 
Lover Despairing to Attain, The, ete... 
Lover Excuseth Himself of Suspected 

Changes Thess) ..caeeie eee eee 
Lover for Shamefastness, The, ete... .. 
Lover Laments the Death of His Love, 

MEDCo, 5 usa so A EE OE 
Lover Sendeth His Complaints, The, 

etc. 


Lover Unhappy Biddeth, The, etc... .. 
Lover’s Lute Cannot Be Blamed, The, 
CUCE crashes cnciste tees ene eee 


INDEX OF TITLES 


Mabinomion:))uuu.).. lreunrld.cbel. . 
Wes PICCENOG: «occ ss lotarcraccc re onl ORN 
eeeiasl. gle. sos 2 deere Tread 


Wibriace of Samson. 5 <i PRA Are 
Means to Attain a Happy Life, The. .. 
Medieval Encyclopedia, A........... 
Meditation upon a Broomstick, A..... 
Bandest Proposal, A... . <<... .80 8. 
My Mind to Me a Kingdom Is........ 
My Peggy Is a Young Thing.......... 
Mynstrelles Songe................... 


Night Piece, to Julia, The............ 
Night-Piece on Death, A............. 
No Armour Against Fate........ t te 
Nocturnal Reverie, A................ 
Nonne Preestes Tale, The............ 
Wethbrowne Maide. 2%.) .0i soa eels a: 
Oe Te 7 a aes eee rere 


FP Misirvess Mines! oe ec Uh 
O Sweet Content 
PRE AE MRIP EDU) oi. sche action <n ew mila’ 
Pres ( lins) bs. ote. os MA GRE Le 8 
Ciel! Avie eet SO. OF tht. oy: 
Ode for Ben Johnson, An............. 
Ode on a Distant Prospect of Eton 
RO eta ist < iene iss PIS eS ege¥ete So 
Ode on the Death of Mr. Thomson... . 
Ode to Evening..... 
Ode to Simplicity 
DRPADYV CRIES «dooce ie oe ebro Deeks 
Of a Contented Mind 
Crrresreaty © REA S once ene 
Of Heroic Plays..... 
Of Meroick Virtue...o¢.") eo! « sede. 
Of His Love Called Anna. . 


Of Marriage and Single Life. 
MRL BOLE oa sia open ca SG A heh 
EOD SCUTIGY 20g tare) -1 ne etre Iie 
QS inthis SoMa se Se eae 
Or the Ware 120. are ctere.oh x 2) 
Of the Death of Sir T(homas) W(yatt) 
Winey CHALGIM EITC Oe. ois. «sea shes aie 4 eres 
Old Lover to a Young Gentlewoman, An 
On a Day, Alack the Day..........-- 
Ml asa) rat Ct ree eens Sen), ats aly ysis 
On His Being Arrived to the Age of 
AM rani 2 bl Nie ae ee ota 
stl s ys MLCRSs wet ee shal. aelae tole 3 
On His Deceased Wife...-......-..-- 
On His Mistress, the Queen of Bohemia 
Onishakespearé:. 2... m.as2--6.62+-% 
On the Countess Dowager of Pembroke 
On the Late Massacre in Piemont..... 


On the Life of Man.........s2.0+.... 


Héradise Lost ccpascecune co Ga 
Pardoneres Tale, The................ 
Passionate Shepherd, The............ 
Passions) ‘Th6..:.c.00 Reb edly.) eo 
PRilob blo; Obes 2. cise caucus OE 
Phyllida and Corydon................ 
Bicture, Lhey. baat. be fact t ate ee 
Piers the Plowman — Prologue........ 
Plain Country Fellow, A............. 
Ga fOr Priv A een eae: lies 
Poor Relations)... 04s eee eed. t 
Praise for the Fountain Opened....... 
Praise of His Lady, A 
Preface to Cura Pastoralis............ 


Preface to the English Dictionary... ... 
Prisoned in Windsor, etc.............. 
Progress of Poesy, (bem sat- ab sssaue - 
Prologue (Canterbury Tales).......... 
Promise of a Constant Lover, The..... 
Etosloguim, Glcsst ta. tncre eas At. sy. 
Erothalamionammes. oft. facie 2 caer 
Rulley, Thes..:.,..4adSt: a ab sees) ee 


Repe.ot the Lock, The...) .-.o. 6. ae 

Recollections of Childhood............ 

Relirion Medien oa-ee nn son cae ue 

Renouncing of Love, A.. 

Reply to Marlowe's Passionate Shep- 
117 S56 Be: Wa re ope Gee ae AAS ae Se 


TepirOSMeCHONM ra. acc air iin dearer 
Robin and! Makynewns ac. sc eos es 
Robin Hood and Guy of Gisborne... . . 
Robin Hood’s Death and Burial....... 
TOE GIVAR ER de new cic cae 
Rosalind’s Description...,........... 
hoesalind’s Madmgal | seweeba send; 


ae Peat after Pentecost, The... 
Sephestia’s Song to Her Child. 
Shall I, Wasting in Despair........... 
Shepherd’s Waters Song hereno... ac 
Shortest Way with the Dissenters, The 
Simm ewAtewtey ater creme Tavs sek 3 
DUDES VIIGUAERS Gitlereaisica® ¢ 2s 5 
Sir Gawain and the Green Knight..... 


1310 


SirsPatrick Spenser ati .s. latent Uaat 
Sir Roger at the Assizes.............. 
SirmRogermeOvernn cate cu ee 
Songe(Donne) srs sek ee eT 
Song: (Greene) sae. en. Aes, ee 
Song for St. Cecilia’s Day............ 
SOMSMOLRV OMe wise ey pe ease tn ee 
Songs Vor@eliar creuc cc. ceeet teenie, Mle 
Sonnet on the Death of Richard West . 
Sonnets (Shakespeare)............... 
Spring —= Winterset en eee 
SLIM Shinn Ok tewneurmivcs ca cee mea eae 
Squyr of Lowe Degre, The........... 
Strange Passion of a Lover, A......... 
Sweet: Lullalby.y Av ys .0.7e ae Oeen 
Sweet Phospher, Bring the Day....... 
Sweet William’s Farewell to Black-Eyed 

ISUSATInG arcs halts Abe arte ae PN Hae 


Tell Me Where Is Fancy Bred........ 
Thanksgiving to God for His House, 
That Each Thing Is Hurt of Itself... .. 
That Petrarch Cannot Be Passed, ete. 
There Is a Garden in Her Face........ 
Mhisi@ross-Eree Elere. 40s) ete vee 
ER DOMIAS ARVN CD ac apentl erent ae ee cece See 
shhree: Ravens, lhe: tyne atc men ee eee 


Tokay Mad yas eases: of aoe cahe Zoe ee 
TosAlthearom: Prison.s. 2s wee 
To Anthea, Who May Command Him 

PA yt ln Occitan id toe heme, ar meee 
To Bacchus, a Canticle...........7... 
SRORG@Eliaxs Sertw setter re hoa niece actrees 
Mor@yriack= Skinners. 2 enor sie eae 
OUD eligi vero. Reh 
TosHlectTats iqccas eh eee ee 
‘STosHisiCoyaMistress# 9 eee a 
To His Friend Inclined to Marry...... 
Towbesblan ear, hea eae Be eerie cee 
To Lucasta, on Going to the Wars..... 
To Mrs. Anne Killigrew.............. 


INDEX OF TITLES 


To the Lady Margaret Countess of 

@umlberland liens oh acage can come a 
To the Lord General Cromwell, etc... . 
To the Memory of My Beloved Master 

William Shakespeare............... 
Toithe River Dondonegarth?. 5. cietie. a 
To the Virgins to Make Much of Time 
Toxophilus. sty Ay aeeett. 6 eeu eee 
TravellersyWhe 12. usa ode Se 
‘Tiricois: Song =. 08) Varia a ease see 
True-Born Englishman, The.......... 
Truth of, Pee ee, ad es eae 


Under the Greenwood Tree........... 
UWntversal Prayer. 1345 9-enniaes. Ts 
Won Juliais:@lothesas cmecasen vane 
Upon the Loss of His Mistresses....... 
Upon the Shortness of Life........... 


Valediction Forbidding Mourning, A... 


VisionsofiMirzah, (he... 2. eee 
Vision upon This Conceit of the Faerie 

Queene), A. xs bf ae pe: 
Vow to Love Faithfully.............. 


Walking withiGodt: 2h S4.aten) oes 
Werena My Heart Licht I Wad Dee... 


William and Margaret............... 
Wishes to His (Supposed) Mistress... . 
Woman at the Well, The............. 
World Lhe she..5. eae beeen 
Worthies of England, The............ 
Written at Stonehenge............... 
Written in a Blank Leaf of Dugdale’s 

Monasticon 204: 34.2 ie aide 


PAGE 


241 
345 


267 
598 
373 
210 
565 
256 
430 
158 
264 


261 
501 
375 
372 
435 


269 
560 
194 
369 
528 


253 
194 


602 
532 
523 
271 
262 
260 
377 


oe 


NAF 


GLAMORGAN 


se) 


2 ae Malmesbury, 
: ©Charlton 


at 
BERKSHIRE Pipe ca. 


7 Wantage aM 'ilow Cla, 


Readitig Wind 


London 
. Birchington 


lon-Sea Margate 


i Hi ft Se oy y i 
stitforde ten S ef ae Si ‘ gbeune 
noire ans ble, peo OAREME Tons OL 
; hrewsbury Lichfield Calehrtonp ¢ | Mee > Pee aig My == Bast Derehar 
2 MONTGOMERY o herbury a Market. -B5Sugtho Leicester» ve A Seren oMerton 
xf Montgomery & ole? JHartshillo’ ss. [ Ra Ne fis hall are? 
bie ar “oe Bir ingham: oArbo é Alovinkegy = eo eaiol: j 
é a < hop Coren uy oLutt Pworth PMUNTINGDON, Ey ¢ Bes 2 Diss 
Lene “yoLudigw- aa ee sepals oftieby Huntifgdon Hb Po - SP araninnds 
une ere nley ARWICK " ae, ury 
oe RAONOR x “Voy sWOR STERWarwick® N ae po 2. Seéamerioce<, © SUFFOLK 
CARDIGAN Y= ‘Wstees Y Stratiord-o Charlegote > | Olney Bedigrd | Cambridge reatice 
i aa 5 ontAvonas | a L3G) i ba & Woodbridge 
—anetiitinsst es Mots Hope endNC Beant Cs A achlihs Weston© Hoes ve, Ipswich? 
524 Ole naan is na Torte soQseeretem Sx et Pont 
5 “—BRECKNOCK ny ae en ae on Wrest 7 
ae » HERTFORD, ' t 1M 
PEMBROKE ll fail Brecono oSkeff Glouss @ oCheltenhdmg x’F 9 R Dloanewa, fee orth La widiors Colchester well 
{Carmartign Eine é ye |_. Wdodstocko gp Berkhampstead Getta 3 PO EY SD 
a4 i hee =< ee tmouth ( GLOUCESTER ¢ Oxfor Chaltons St Bes goropes oGffeshunt 
! ~ MONMOUTH MinsSin*Abbey ACES Cam 2 ea Ore” Gif 6 J 


Ramsgat 
\ 


Seale of Miles 


a GENERAL DRAFTING CO.,INC.,N.Y,+ 


3y Be 


Bristol tol oCaline \ ca % 
Channel Batho » Wien. a. i pees ee Hy eG t Boxley,, oAllington 
Pes Strobridge e Blente Sree SURRE  Penchuret oul V7 Canterbury 
Lynmouth Sharpham ‘ark 6 5, Fromee Stonehehee 8% ol °~Steventong ss rnarke Seek Cvielon Penshurst K E N i! 
a Exmoorece Beckington Milston annie Oxni Oo wood eTunbridge Wells 
Forest U Nether Stoweyo Gisenbuty Yo pe Berherlon qi Chawtonp pes oe Beart. Granbreek 
iia as QMIERSET Fonthill Wilton, . Wyncheste €S Faringdon 8 Rawoak eet  ° 
>, TM altonden® Tisbyryo { os Witter HAMPSHIRE Sélborne EX ni 
—— Bidetorg ————"_L_ off unton—7-xxeP asia 5S ot phan Werpinehe Cli vous ae 
4 My - Sherborgt ~ outhamptong estoy estey b 
, DEV o N Ford Abby» a DORSET) }New Forest y Felpham 
/ Dp 
Gs ie Cerne Egdon | / 
Tintage| cS , Exeter fe) rene Bourneingu is onchurch oH 
6 eon eavitreé ; 
cs aa eee Faring ISLE OF LITERARY MAP 
Camelford 4 Forest Budleigh Eee 
q Salterton ne 
| CORNWALL ne OF 
Plymout {0 
| eTruro artmo N E EN GLAN D 
uth 


Aldeburgh 


Be 


e? i mes, F 
ir SEQ ees. {KINROSS} Enfi { = decree 
56° / 2 Seats Naas Peer? Sogeeimemem TS SEX 
ical ¥ Ns > STIR LIN GY \ a ae Jer, oEdmonton 
z = fit 4 ‘, 
a Port! ates OD oDalguhurh roe |S RINUTHS 2 ie ee ! Ham as Zz; £, be oo 
A  RENFREW “eeagynanstond> of ' Harrow 2° ¢ pe Steg Fess, 4 oW althamstow —156° 
~ Paisley “> Glasgow- EDINBURGH| d SIdin SSIS Y Ley. epyenstess 
Sey q Ht ey ama ti H X Kel th 5G fs AS, Ze ys WTA Green 
& —— Ne familton yu ‘ Berwick-on- it aR Another ing IS . oHackney Barking 
Simin okilmay NARK /peesies Weta yy Tee )  SHammers ith pticisee SEM Ys Sspney 
ARRANY © a ss ° ES MeitasaOo~> SEgtam = ff ial wheat IP Soathylar 
ad ET a Xs t AbbottSford BOD oO F : iSmigko iy XD SV oolwich 
> Ayr ee gina } Yartowol Kelso i _ Richmor(@, YY? phage rat i 
s oAuc yy eck Paani (s ELKIR kK’ ¥ \ +E ah aber REY Fee parte) Dye, 6Blackh®ath 
ry & A ORGey ¥ ad OEttrick R a a thagegete andsworth Mes. Dy 0°. 

: Allow ( WA Gre OXBURGH Lateham ‘ameter % Dulmchys Beat’ Upton 
pa ae \-< Southdeano 4s ener Ss oKing YY We Oa 
poeta! / Moffat ‘| of Hanif tishipton Court A Lins oe : 

a ( wry th ¢ mM if 
Crafenputchy> DUMFRIES 2 NORTHUMBERLAND \ Haass Walton a 
ocfal / ot wae se iielsns ‘ Otterburn Weybridge SURREY A KENT 
wort ~--) Dumfries , 2 \ iscany 
ye “\___KIRKCUDBRIGH yo omsecclefathan A Capheaton \ ke ee 
WIGTOWN 5 =o annah] ———f- Neweastle n-Tyne Tynemouth, Cogsham CEpsom 5 oDowne 
Y x ) ano Drow | \ \ 55s 
nf Carlisle % S Wearmouth i 
a ae eh \\ LONDON ano ENVIRONS { 
PZ, CUMBERLAND urham g ——S __\ Knole Pho 
| 3 gckermouth, |, und DURHAM 8 A 
Whi _—_ Penrith®-“~ ate si Coxhoe | 
itehaven|, Keswick a Qore Auckland | 
Grassmergt ie Mri % ao r 
ISLE OF a ie alMount _,.2 » gust” 
MAN Ramsey Conistgng awkshedd?"~ 5 oRichmond N O R i H 
Brantubod fa “sf 
mee A e olpreswell 
| eae ¢ oKirbywisk &Scarborough 
54° ° 
Sa Ce See: —supteno eye | 
EB ipton pyork Ee Se meee 
se 
Bek A 


54° 


